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	1. Chapter 1

_Hello, welcome to this, the continuation of The Viking and the Night Fury. When we last met, Hiccup and Toothless fled from Berk and have now began a new life on Dragon Island, leaving the Vikings of her home with guilt and sorrow. From now on, the people must learn, change, accept and grow together with dragons as well as face encounters from new enemies, dragons and face a force far more powerful than anything they had ever faced. This story will contain references to the films as well as the television series. This story is a Fem!Hiccup tale. Rating to do posted as M for violence, mention of blood, and dark themes of the mind. Posting this fan fiction 9-22-2014. Thank you and please enjoy._

…

_There was laughter and the sound of tankards colliding harshly with the many tables around the tavern over on one of the main islands of the Caribbean. Many of the men enjoying themselves here on this dark night of rumbling storms, heavy rain and blistering winds were experienced dragon hunters, exotic animal killers and cutthroats from the farthest reaches of the globe. As the clashing of thunder shouted from above, the sound of flutes, tambourines, drums and unusual stringed instruments fueled many into dances and bouts of testosterone filled fury as fists were thrown from across the room._

_On the far cover, was a tall built man, cloaked in soft fur as he fiddled with a small necklace of crystals between his fingers. He was a man building an army, an empire for himself and soon all the happy and free people of the world would bow down to him alone. You see this man, this Madman, had a special weapon with him that allowed him access to power far greater than any could imagine. It made him a god among men and he enjoyed the look of utter fear in the eyes of the weak._

_As he took a hard gulp of his liquor, several of his trappers arrived to give him the latest report._

"_Just like you predicted, Drago, the dragons here are nasty little beasties, but we managed to wrangle up thirty-nine this evening," a tall man with dark hair by the name of Eret handed him the checklist he had given to him. Drago was one of his most valued and -dare he say- most feared customer he came across, he didn't like to be disappointed. _

_Looking over the list, Drago Bludvist could see everything he had ordered was marked off, many in pairs which he liked, it made things easier for him if he was able to breed and grow his armada to perfection._

_Bringing his smoking pipe to his lips and taking a fair huff, he held in the sweet flavor until it burned his lungs in the most pleasuring ways till letting it out slowly into Eret's face. "And the 'Vigilante'?"_

_The trapper knew this question was bound to come, they had been having some problems over the past few years with a self-righteous renegade bond on foiling their expeditions. "There was a confirmed visual, but other than that, no new information has turned up."_

_Drago breathed in the smoke once more, the red flickers of fire from the pipes end brightening his features, laced with scars and an indifferent expression. It almost gave him a demonic look. "Well make sure he doesn't interfere, I've already lost too many dragons to that rebel." He paused for a moment before asking. "By the way, how is your son?"_

_From the far side of the tavern, the loud laughter of a man in violet apparel retold stories of his travels over the sea and usually conversations like this were of little to no interest to Bludvist, but there was something the young merchant had said that caught his attention. Without notice, he rose from his seat and slowly marched over to the salesman. Every step he took seemed to make the room appear darker and the men all around the tavern became quiet as he approached closer, even the musicians had stopped strumming and playing their tunes._

_When Johann could feel the eyes of someone glaring at him, he held his breath and slowly turned over to see a large bear-like man with long dark hair styled in dreadlocks._

"_What was it you just said about a 'furred dragon'?" Drago demanded rather than asked as he clenched his fist._

"_Um, well you see now, Master Bludvist, on my travels I came onto an island located on the Archipelago. There, an elderly man told strange tales of witnessing a fur-coated dragon with a wolf-like body and teeth of razor-sharp gems. It was such an unbelievable tale, wouldn't you agree…?" Johann did his best to stay calm around this man, he had heard things, terrible things about what he could and would do to people. _

_Drago allowed this information to settle in for a moment. __**It couldn't be…**__ he thought to himself. There was no way that dragon could still exist, his ancestors made sure none survived and he wore the pelt of the last one to have ever been hunted, a gift passed down from generation to generation in his family._

"_When did this man claim to have seen it?" he pressed on as he pointed his bull hook at the man._

"_Uh, let me see… Ah yes, I believe it was three years ago."_

_Information like that was old news but if it was true, then one or more could still be out there. He already had the powers of the gods in his hands, what more could he become if he had that creature as well? Drago looked to the frightened merchant, possibly no older than twenty and noticed the small piles of blueprints by his feet._

"_You are a salesmen. Let me see those," he insisted and Johann made no attempt to deny the fearsome man what he wanted. Taking one of the rolled up sheets, he opened it to see the designs of something he had never seen before. It was a steel trap, lined with metal teeth and clamping gears. The concept was simple but genius in its simplistic design and function. He took hold of another of the same engineer and another, loving every passing creation meant to trap, entangle and kill dragons. His eyes glanced to the bottom where the name of the architect was written in the Viking language, H. Horrendous._

_A crooked smile laced his face as he imagined what kind of twisted and diabolical mind this man, H. Horrendous possessed. They were a lot alike it seemed and he enjoyed that very much. Looking back to Johann he lifted the man by his cover and held him at bay, glaring into his eyes._

"_Bring me more of this man's works and thank him for me, it seems my luck has just increased."_

_Johann could do nothing but nod as he lowered him back to the floor, paying him triple what he was to charge for the works. He wondered if he should tell the Madman the blueprints he had just purchased were not made by a crazed man with a vendetta against dragons, but a frightened little seven-year old girl trying to make the world a safer place..._

…

Hope.

If the people of Berk could tell you, they'd say the most precious entity they forced from their home, was hope. In the form of a young woman, whose tears of ages past, seemed to fuel the rain. As the tears from heaven fell to the earth and drank of it as if parched, so too did her people thirst for forgiveness. By the end of the first week of her departure and the morning sun rose to start again; the clouds stopped crying, leaving the skies grey. The world was wet and calm as another great pine fell from its base and onto the muddy soil below, spattering the vicinity of its landing with Earth's blood.

Panting heavily, with hair and body laced in thick beads of sweat, Aarne Hofferson glowered at the dull world around him as his heart filled with pain. His axe in his right hand twitched along with his sore arm before he turned swiftly and swung his weapon hard onto another thick tree repeatedly before it was cut down like the rest. He had done this since before the rain had stopped and managed to clear away a fair radius of the area he surrounded, just letting off steam. Hours ago when he first started, pure rage and self-hatred drove him to near lunacy as he shouted to the pouring black heavens "Why!?" Once his vision began to blur from the burning sensation from either the rain or the tears he secretly wept, he grew silent, but his blade wasn't done screaming. Taking a step forward onto a small puddle of rainwater, his body finally collapsed after reaching his breaking point and still his soul ached far more than his body ever could.

For a moment, he wondered if this was how she felt every day. If she experienced this trapped feeling of depression and just wanting to scream out at the top of her lungs like nobody was around to hear it. He truly respected her for concealing all the pain, the misery, the fear and continue on with a small smile as if nothing bothered her. Aarne had always been strong physically, but he still had much training to do before he could recover his broken spirit.

Closing his eyes, he fell into darkness over the branches of a fallen pine.

...

The feeling of movement and the sound of feet colliding with puddles roused Aarne from his trace. Opening his eyes, the world around him was slowly moving forward but his legs and body were stagnant. It was when he felt the warmth of another that he gave out an unsatisfied sigh.

"Put me down," his words felt sore, tired. Even his arms, which were limp over the individual and with his axe still in his right hand, were telling him he had enough.

"Not in your condition, lad. I've already told you, you need to rest," the voice carrying him on its back told him.

"How can I rest with her gone…" he was huffing out his speech as if it was a battle within itself to speak and breath all at once. "I have to…to keep going… I can't, I won't lose to _**Him**_." Aarne's eyes tightened shut when the man carrying him landed too forcefully over a fallen tree trunk. It stung, he knew it, but inside he was so numb the feeling of pain merely tickled his bones.

"Hmm…" the man carrying him hummed for a moment as they pressed further towards the greyed village. "You know…she always said the same thing about you."

"What are you talking about?" Aarne was too fatigued to have actually listened to the bothersome man.

Gobber smiled to himself, though it wouldn't have mattered since the young man on his back was too out of it to have cared or noticed. "I have something to show you."

After a few more hurtles, they made it to the border of the village where men and women went about with a melancholy stance to and fro. Berk seemed quieter. The sparrows refused to utter out a single song and even the wind it seemed had nothing to say to the once bright Jewel of the Archipelago. It wasn't too long ago that the streets were filled with merry sounds of laughter from all, just happy and prevailed to have come home or to see their loved ones embrace them with open arms. Now the very people whom were so filled with joy paced around aimlessly as they began to realize what they had lost. The first thing that was noticed was the absence of the melody from the grinding stone that awakened them soothingly from sleep; while to many the sound was always a remainder of new chores and things to do, without its harmonious serenade the whole world seemed out of balance. They never realized it before, but she was their timekeeper. And it didn't stop there: the food storage which was slowly being restocked, mostly contained small barrels of dried or aged meats and fish, cheeses and grains; it lacked the usually abundant supply of produce they all took for granted until the meats and fish were gone, the cheeses froze or spoiled and the grains were used for livestock or diminish when pesky fowls would sneak in. Thinking it over now, it should have been obvious she was pulling the load of feeding them all these years, what with Mildew's crops consisting solely cabbages. On top of that, everywhere they'd turn they'd see the little inventions and advancements she left behind and spent so much time working on for their sake like their indoor plumbing, the large portable water crates used to carry a single load of liquid rather than making several trips to the well, or the catapults now collecting dust from their newly found peace.

She never once asked for a thanks or recognition for her hard work and even if she had, would they have given it to her? That alone made them all feel lesser than dirt. They exploited her constantly, only demanding more and more. And she not once refused their orders. She'd just nod her head obediently and do it. Was it because she felt it was her duty? Her birthright to solely provide so selflessly for others and to neglect one's own happiness? If so, what a tortured life she must have lived there with them all.

When Gobber and Aarne finally made it to the forge he sat the young Viking down on a stool before rummaging through a crate hidden off to the far side of the workshop. After moving things around he finally found what he was looking for and walked over to Aarne to show him the treasure in his hands. Aarne slowly reached out for it. It was a small wooden chest with no clear markings or design, just a simple box.

"The real treasure is on the inside," Gobber insisted.

Giving the elder man a glare, Aarne placed his sore palm over the lid and opened the chest to find a small polished dagger that flickered silver by the light of the fire pits flame. The entire body was no more than six inches in length and was completely metal with no patterns or leather bindings but the handle's end appeared so smooth and blunt with the shape of a dewdrop as opposed to the typical handle one would find on a regular blade. Both ends of the daggers edges were precisely even and the tip looked so shape that it could slice through the very air and render it into pieces. At the very center of the dagger was a slight arch that angled the blade perfectly. To Aarne it looked more like an art piece than an actual weapon, it was beautiful.

"Don't let its beauty fool you, it's still a deadly weapon and needs to be respected as one," Gobber started as he looked over the various weapons still hanging on the walls. "Of all the swords, axes and maces I display here in the shop, that's the one I keep hidden and away from sight."

Aarne lifted his head to listen to the smith's words closely.

"It's the first weapon Hiccup ever made," Gobber added.

Blue eyes widening, Aarne looked back to the blade and was at a loss for words. Hiccup was still so young when she started working at the forge, meaning this dagger was a little over ten years in age and still held its luster and pride.

"She had the natural talent for it, so we began working together, sharing secrets and learning from one another. It never felt like I was talking to a child but rather a sage mastered in the ways of the sword and steel," he chuckled slightly before continuing. "She reminds me so much of her great-grandfather in that respect… When I had asked her why she wanted to work in the forge, she said it was to protect her people with all her strength and to make her father smile again. As the years passed, she was able to defend the village by crafting machines and mending blades, but she was never satisfied because the smile she wanted from her father…was given to you." He paused as Aarne's breath hitched from hearing that. "After that, her goal was to beat you in winning her father's affections and attention. I'd catch her working here till the late hours of the night, just hammering away till she'd either collapse from exhaustion or somehow managed to finish her projects and sleep in her study till the last hours of night faded. But even at that, she couldn't get Stoick to utter out those little words she wanted to hear. In the end, she nearly let her jealousy consume her till one day she finally just stopped trying so hard because she figured it was hopeless. To Hiccup, you were the better Viking."

Aarne closed his eyes and took in all of Gobber's words. It all became clear to him, her bitterness towards him at times. It wasn't him she truly hated, it was the idea he was taking her father from her. In a way he could understand how she must have felt. He had felt the same way about her special someone before realizing it was a dragon. He had only six days of complete jealousy eating him away before the revelation occurred to him that she had years of feeling that envy. Did he really hate 'Toothless'? Or was it the idea he had won her affections so easily while he continued to work himself to death? He didn't know the answer to that and it scared him in a way. For now, Hiccup was gone, but not forever. If he wanted her back, he had to take a step back, and change his approach. He needed to relax. Taking a deep breath, Aarne knew what Gobber was telling him.

"I'll take it easy… Just, can I look at this for a little longer?" he motioned to the dagger weakly.

Walking forward, Gobber lightly pressed his hand onto Aarne's shoulder pad. "Take as much time as you need. Bones…" he called out to the far side of the forge where his Boneknapper had been napping. Hearing Gobber, he lifted his head towards the back door. "Watch the forge until I get back. You know what to do."

Bones nodded his head eagerly and with that, Gobber left the young man on his own to go check on another soul who needed to be reminded to start moving forward.

…

Taking in the last basketful of fish to the arena, Gustav whistled to let the sleeping dragons know breakfast was served. It had become the new routine since Hiccup left the island and entrusted him with the Dragon Manual. At first he was sad because she wasn't there for him but luckily he had Fanghook, his Monstrous Nightmare as well as Sharpshot, Hiccup's Terrible Terror to look out for him as well as the arena dragons who over time grew accustomed to his presence. As he sat down at the center of the stadium, he watched as the dragons emerged from their pens towards the meals prepared for them.

The first to exit out was the Deadly Nadder as she scoped her surroundings before taking the steps out to the pile of fish before her. While the island of Berk itself seemed to be laced in a thick fog of misery and gloom, the sea stack where the arena was located was away from the haze and able to witness the bright glow of the morning sun. After her, the red Nightmare and mustard-colored Gronckle walked out and gorged on their breakfast. The last to exit was the Zippleback, one head not yet ready for the day.

"_How is it that you're the first to sleep but the last to rise?"_ the right headed brother asked his still sleeping left headed half as his neck drooped downward in dreamland.

"_Just five more minutes…"_ the left head lazily managed as his side of the body was being dragged by the awakened one.

"_That's what you said yesterday, and the day before that and the day we were hatched. It's a wonder you ever get anything done,"_ the right grumbled as he munched onto a salmon.

Fanghook himself had already eaten and was curled right by Gustav, his little sparrow friend bouncing from his horns to Gustav's on his helmet as he watched the dragons dine. He had wondered when the little guy would leave and return to the forest to look for his mother, but it seemed the sparrow had imprinted onto him and to be honest he didn't really mind at all.

"_So, what's the plan?"_ the mature Monstrous Nightmare asked as he finished his meal.

"_Weather's perfect to leave. Are you sure you wanna stay, Nadder?"_ the Gronckle added as she faced the blue female, still only halfway done with her fish.

"_My decision hasn't changed since. This place isn't our prison anymore. To me anyways… I'm not going to stop any of you if you choose to go."_

Musing over her words, the crimson Nightmare looked towards the corn and eggplant adolescent. He was about his age when he was captured from his home and placed behind a cold stone cage. He watched and listened as his fellow dragon brethren were slain here at this very sight and the smell of their innocent blood still laced the air. There was this one scent however that seemed to keep them all there. Near the end of the arena grounds was a spot with the traces of sweet grass and something else they couldn't quite understand but knew it was comforting was trapped under the very stone itself. Sometimes they'd all huddle right beside it and wonder what it could be till they realized it was the fragrance of the girl who saved their lives and people. Hiccup, if they remembered correctly. While they had only met her once, with the exception of the Zippleback, they could feel this pull inside that prevented them from going because they knew she'd be back one day. True they could all just go out and search for her but what of the boy, Gustav, who had taken the time to care for them and feed them when they choose to stay? It was a difficult choice.

Picking himself up, the Nightmare walked over to the younger one and looked down to him. "_Hey, kid…"_

"_Fanghook,"_ he replied.

"_What?"_

"_My name's Fanghook, not kid,"_ the sparrow seemed to agree with this by circling over Fanghook's head before landing on one of his right horns.

"_Sorry…Fanghook. What reason do you have to stay? You were not imprisoned, so why be here?"_

"_Oh, Gustav. I'm here because he's my brother, so to speak. I'm his dragon and he's my rider."_

"_Rider?"_ the Nadder approached the two as she finished her food and joined the conversation.

"_Yeah. He rides the saddle and I fly around. But we don't just ride together, we share meals and go work in the forge, oh and Sharpshot's there too but today he's over with Hiccup on her island,"_ Fanghook added.

Now the left head of the Zippleback was awake and wanted a piece of the talk. He stretched his neck and body towards them as far as he could while his brother ate for the both of them. _"So wait, you're telling us you stay with the kid…"_

"_Gustav,"_ Fanghook corrected.

"_Yeah, yeah, Gustav. You're saying he's like, your bro and you two go on radical adventures and he doesn't even force you to do any of it?"_

"_That's right."_

Thinking it over, the left head popped an idea, not one of his strongest suits but he tries. Tugging his body and other half, he did his signature move that more often than not, annoyed the living daylights out of his other half.

"_Bro, Bro, Bro, Bro, Bro!" _he did this till the right gave up and slow made his way towards the rest of the group, the Gronckle now joining the crowd.

"_It's too early for this…"_ the right headed Zippleback sighed.

"_I want a Gustav,"_ his brother commanded.

"…_You can't have a 'Gustav', he's already partnered with Fanghook. Besides, do you honestly think you're ready for the kind of responsibilities needed to be with a human when you can barely wake up in the morning?"_

"_Well with that kind of attitude you make it sound like I'm 'irresponsible'."_

"_You ARE irresponsible…"_ the right head sighed._ "Okay, remember the time you found that rat?"_

"_Yeah, that was like, last week,"_ the left replied back.

"_And you said you'd take care for it and keep it safe and feed it…"_

"_Totally."_

"_And where is the rat now?"_ his brother asked getting to the point.

The left head on the Zippleback lowered his neck down and admitted to his crimes. "_I ate it the first day."_

"_You ate it the first day,"_ the right repeated. "_My point is, humans are not pets. You can't just pair one with a dragon and hope for a connection like Gustav to Fanghook or Hiccup to Toothless. These things take time, patience on both parts of the human and dragon as well as trust. And frankly, the only humans willing to approach any of us already possess a strong bond with dragons of their own."_

The other dragons listened as the right head spoke, he was usually the voice of reason between the wild pair and what he said made sense. Gustav, Gobber and Gothi were the only ones near them, and it wasn't like any of the others were lining up to meet them. Even if they did, would they want them to? These were the people who tried to kill them after all.

Pondering a bit more, a faint little candle flickered over Fanghook's head as he tapped Gustav's shoulder with his tail. He had been looking over the Dragon Manual to have noticed the cluster of dragons over him till Fanghook pointed it out. "Uh…hey."

Pointing over to the arena dragons then back to Gustav with his tail, he wanted him to understand his idea. It took several tries with the sparrow finally demonstrating as a small model with a dried leaf on his back with a snail on to communicate the message.

"You guys really wanna try it out?" he asked the dragons who nodded their heads.

What more did they have to lose?

Lifting himself up, he walked over to the entrance, Fanghook following close behind. "I'll see that I can do? See you guys later!" And with that, he waved goodbye to his dragon friends as he and Fanghook flew off to get help.

…

Gobber knocked at the front door of the Haddock house, receiving no answer from the chief inside who hadn't shown his face since the last gathering at the Great Hall. With no response, he simply let himself in and the feeling of dry air and the smell of over ripened fruit filled the surroundings as he let the grey light from outside fill in the house shrouded in darkness. Inside the shadows seemed alive, almost as if they were reaching out for an unsuspecting entity to pass by and be snatched away at and taken further into the dimness. Feeling as though he was pushing his way into the main room, the pieces of a shattered table and chair covered the floor, remnants of the day Stoick had lost all control. The house seemed too quiet as he continued towards the kitchen where baskets of once fresh fruit were now turning sour. He let out a heavy sigh as he looked towards Stoick's room, in his hand was a straight-edge razor. He kept staring at it, as if contemplating the most difficult question in his life.

Walking in, Gobber slowly took the razor from his chief and friend's hand. "None of that, Stoick, you need to get up."

"What's the point? I have nothing left to live for. Who cares if I shave off my beard? I've disgraced myself as a father," Stoick's voice was silent and void of life. His green eyes were dull and murky like pond water.

For the past week he had done nothing but mope around the house, sometimes wandering from one room to the next in the dark silence. The one room he dared not venture to was upstairs; he felt his presence would only taint the last zone once belonging to his precious child, Hiccup. It took her defying their culture, defending a dragon and ultimately fleeing from his reach for him to finally see and want her by his side again. He continually told himself he was a fool, a disappointment to her and a complete monster for everything he had ever done to her. He kept pushing her away, furthering the already wide gap between them; he was too blinded by pride and duty to see she was desperately trying to reach out for him, for him to say he loved her and that she needed him. Now it was too late to made amends, he forced her to leave. Every night when he closed his eyes he'd see her face, laced with terror and the hand he had used to choke, shove and slap her with felt dirty. Little sounds in the night would stir him from his insomnia-like daze and he'd race to the front door, even tripping a few times as he prayed she had returned so he could beg for her forgiveness but alas it was never her. It was as if the very house itself was taunting him as it creaked and groaned all night and he realized just how lonesome and cold it was being by oneself. Had Hiccup felt this way too all those years when he was off on wild goose chases to destroy the dragon's nest? The times he was awake, he swore he could hear her voice passing by or the faintest tinge of her giggle from times now gone. Stoick spent a lot of time crying, something he hadn't done for year, not since Valka had disappeared. What would she have said if she was still there? She'd probably tell him he was an abusive father and he wouldn't have disagreed with her. He was a horrible man. He didn't feel he deserved to be called a man anymore, he was nothing…

"You have a village to live for, Stoick. I know right now you feel like you've lost everything but you haven't. She's still out there and as long as Berk remains in the dark ages, she'll never come back!" Gobber pointed outward.

He had wondered what he would have said to Stoick once they were alone. A part of him wanted to tell him he always put his people before his child and it ruined their relationship but it wasn't really a fair thing to say. Stoick had a difficult task at hand, trying to balance a tribe, his parenthood and his time. There were times where he needed to be out there fighting the cause, being a diplomat and serving his tribe. The times he tried to get close to his daughter, he couldn't looked her in the face because she reminded him so much of Valka and it bruised his heart because he still missed her so much. Gobber could see all those things eating him away and did his best to fill in the role as Hiccup's father but he wasn't and he knew he could never be a substitute.

Placing his hand over his friend's shoulder, Gobber sat by Stoick on the mattress. "Hiccup needs her time to heal. We all do, but right now this village needs its chief. I'm not going to force you to get out of this rut and move forward, but I will tell you you're not alone. If you're ready to come out of the dark, you know where to find us."

Slowly lifting himself up, Gobber left his friend to think things over, taking the razor with him just in case Stoick wanted to do something irrational again like thinking of cutting off his beard. It was the ultimate Viking shame. He couldn't allow his friend to go to that extreme, not when he still had time to fix things. For now, they'd all have to find a way to manage without Hiccup by their side…

…

Mildew took in a deep breath of the morning air as the dull grey skies covered the world, a wide smile on his face.

"Aaahh! Isn't this great, Fungus? The birds aren't chirping, the sun isn't shining and best of all that wrecked witch is off the island for good," he smacked his staff onto the ground in victory.

Fungus bleated out as he rolled his eyes, he could really care less about any of it, just so long as he was fed and had a roof over his head he was fine.

"To think, all it took was her falling in love with another monster for her to finally get booted out. It's so 'romantic'," he chortled pretending to be supportive. "Now all we have to do is get rid of the rest of those pesky reptiles. That boy, Gustav is now a thorn in my side. Shame, he was such a good lad to start with till that 'she-wolf' put a spell on him," he walked out to his cabbage field, most rotting from the excess of rainwater that fell for the past few days. "No matter, soon, we'll be rid of the beasties!" he said as he pierced his staff into one of the rotting cabbages, crushing it onto oozing chunks.

…

Reaching the forge, Gustav hopped off of Fanghook and entered slowly.

"Gobber, you there? I wanted to ask you about something…" he waited for an answer but heard nothing as he turned to see Aarne, resting on a stool. His arms were crossed and his eyes were shut as if sleeping. It was possibly the first time Gustav saw him without an axe in his hand.

"Aarne? You okay, man?" Gustav slowly approached him and when he didn't give a response he took it as a sign he was knocked out. Maybe he was here to get his axe sharpened or to talk with Gobber too? Shrugging his shoulders he walked over to the work table and looked around the forge. He had learned many things since becoming junior apprentice and it kept his mind busy with Hiccup gone. Noticing the soft pattering of wings, he looked to the back entrance where Sharpshot was making his way back, his tongue slightly hanging out of his mouth as he came in for a landing by Gustav.

"Hey, Sharpshot. Whatcha got there?" he asked seeing the small roll of paper on his hind leg. Pulling the thread attached to it, he slowly opened the message and read it closely. A small smile formed on his face as he read the words from his mentor and friend, now benevolent ruler of a horde of dragons not too far off from them. He hummed merrily knowing she was safe. He thought for a moment before writing his own letter to her, asking for advice on his situation and sent Sharpshot back on his delivery which he seemed happy to oblige to.

"What are you reading, Gustav?" Aarne loomed over him, a dark aura in his eyes as he was still halfway in sleep mode.

Pressing the paper close to his chest to hide it, he panicked slightly. "Um, nothing special, just notes… You know from work and stuff…"

"Really?" Aarne pressed on.

"Yeah, really… I'd better go, you know, talk to… I'm just heading out now," he tried to exit but the grip of Aarne's hand stopped him before he could made it out the door.

"Please don't hit me! I'm sorry, I lied! It's a letter from Hiccup! Please don't hit me!" he crouched down expecting to get punched at or kicked. It was the kind of thing Snotlout would do to him and in the past he knew Aarne would never have but considering he had threatened him in the forest not too long ago, he had to be on guard.

Aarne stepped back as he saw Gustav hurl himself into a fetal position. He really scared him. A part of him felt terrible, he knew Gustav was probably still in a fragile state of mind after he attacked him nearly a week ago. Seeing him shiver and tremble reminded him of Hiccup and how she too quivered when he got too forceful and aggressive. Taking a breath, he calmed his nerves and lowered his voice. "I'm not gonna hurt you, I promise." A part of him wanted to know what the letter in his hands was about, but like Gobber had told him, he needed to relax and keep things together. "Now, what's this about a letter?"

Once he stopped shaking, Gustav rose back up while still keeping the letter close to his center. "She mailed us."

Aarne's heart pattered at the idea she was still on speaking terms with them and he wondered what it said. He cleared his throat before continuing. "Does it say anything good?"

Gustav looked to Aarne, he could tell he was tired and a bit on edge but he was somehow more relaxed than normal. He knew the letter wasn't just for him and held it out for him to take. "Here, you can read it first…"

Looking to the brownish sheet, he slowly reached out for it and read the neatly written words on it. A small smile laced his face as he finished and he handed it back to Gustav. He felt somehow satisfied with what was said in the letter and it lifted the heavy weight in his heart. "You should let Stoick know. I'm sure he'd like to read that too."

Nodding his head understandingly, Gustav thanked him and walked out to the streets, a small ray of light piercing through the grey onto the isle of Berk.

…

Taking a breath before knocking on the front door to the chief's house, Gustav waited till he hear him called out that is was open. Slowly opening the door, he could see the chief picking up the pieces of the shattered table and chair on the ground. The air didn't smell so much of decay anymore. Stoick's talk with Gobber a few hours ago had him thinking and he felt before he got to fixing the town, he'd first clean the mess he created inside himself and the house.

"Hi, Chief, sir. Um, how's it going?"

Glancing over to the side, he could see young Gustav Larson. He knew he and Hiccup had this certain connection, it allowed the two to get close and eventually it gave him a reason to smile and bond with dragons. While nearly everyone in town walked around with this personal storm cloud of shame, the three riders left on the island did the best they could to go about their days with a smile.

"Just trying to pick up the pieces…getting myself back together," Stoick placed the bundle of wood in his hand into the fireplace, allowing the flames to eat away the bad memories.

Seeing the chief, Stoick the Vast, like this gave Gustav this certain new outlook on him. Before everything, he always pictured him to be unstoppable, that nothing could razzle this great man up. There was even a time where he wanted to grow up to be just like him, but he felt he could have never reached that goal because he was scrawny like a weed. Now, Stoick seemed deflated, a bit wore out and saddened by this entire experience. It made him more approachable, less of a legend and more of a man.

Placing the letter into his vest, Gustav walked forward and began piling up small fragments of the table and chair onto his palms. "I can help."

Pausing to look at the young boy, Stoick at first wanted to tell him he had to do this himself and that it was his failure. But what Gobber had told him before stuck to him, that he wasn't alone in this new fight. He had his people, friends; they were his family in a way. Both silently gathered the broken pieces of wood and tossed them into the flames, their charring crackles begin the only noise between them.

Picking up a block of what was once a table leg, Gustav could see a brownish mark over the lighter shade of floorboards. It was dried blood, most likely Hiccup's. Graving his fingertips over the matte textured area, he wondered what kind of fears and insecurities raced through her mind that tipped the scales for her to run away and finally leave. She must have felt scared, alone, powerless… He could understand those feelings, but they must have hurt far more coming from the one person she loved and cared for.

"You know, I've always been picked on," Gustav started as he continued to clear the floor. "Not by everyone, just certain people. I felt like, if I kept that to myself, it'd all go away. The pain and sadness. There were even times where I felt alone and that no one understood how I felt."

Stoick stopped what he was doing and listened to him closely.

"But someone did, Hiccup. She understood so well because she had gone through the exact same things, but ten times worse. She was the only one who took the time to help me out when bad things happened. It was nice to have someone around who would listen and give me advice about how to move forward, but I sometimes wondered where that person was for her when she needed it too."

A heavy weight filled Stoick's heart. It wasn't fair for either of them, her and Gustav.

"When she left, I didn't know what I would do without her, she was always like a big sister to me. I probably would have cried for hours if not for Fanghook being by my side…"

A brow rose as Stoick turned to face him.

"She showed me what a person could do once you're willing to understand the unknown. You can touch the clouds. Ride the winds. Taste freedom. I see the dragons at the arena, and I see a bit of myself in them. I think all we need to do now, is try to understand each other." At his last words, he stood up and presented his chief with the letter, rolled tightly in his small hand.

Stoick nearly dropped all the pieces of wood in his arm from seeing it. Placing the broken pieces of the chair into the fireplace, Stoick lifted himself up and slowly reached out for the paper before he brought it to his vision. Carefully be read the words within, making sure to listen to the voiceless message:

_When I was still a frightened little girl, I lived on an island called Berk. It's twelve days north of Hopeless and a few degrees south of freezing to death; it's located solidly on the Meridian of Misery. My village. In a word: Sturdy. It's been there for seven generations but every single building is new. It has fishing and hunting and a charming view of the sunsets. The only problems were the pests. You see while most places had mice or mosquitos, we had dragons. Most people would leave, but not Vikings, they have stubbornness issues. But along with their stubbornness, they're resilient, resourceful and never give up even when faced with adversities. I've seen men and women defend their homes from pirates, dragons and the occasional sheep rebellion, but most of all, they defend each other._

_Before the war ended, I wasn't much like them and it seemed the only Viking quality I managed to pick up was my 'charming demeanor'. Now with the war over, dragon have become a part of my everyday life and I see now the error of our ways. In the end, we were all victims of circumstance with little knowledge on one another. I hope to change that for everyone, not just Berk, but the world someday. I'll be the first to admit, I'm still not a Viking in size, but I know I have the heart of one. It's a bit small and prone to heartbreaks, but it keeps on going till the end._

_To those on Berk, I have faith you to will come to consider dragons your friends, your family and your allies. They're tough, persistent and have a pretty big appetite for fish as well as being loyal and devoted till the end. We're not so different when you think about it. We all want a little peace in the world, wouldn't you?_

_Your friend and ally, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, Dragon Island Queen_

A small droplet of happiness fell from Stoick's eye and down to his red beard. He wasn't too sure where to start. Looking over to Gustav, he straightened his posture and wiped the tear from his eye. "Where do we begin, Dragon Rider?"

…

"Hey, get up," Aarne kicked Snotlout as he napped on the ground, the twins off to the side seated in a bored state, something they only did when they weren't in the mood for destruction and Fishlegs' nose was in a book on the other side of them.

"A good morning would have been nice," Snotlout grumbled as he rose from the grass. "What's the big deal?"

"We just got a letter, turns out Hiccup's a queen of dragons now."

"So? What does that have to do with us?" asked Snotlout as he stretched.

"You don't think she'll declare war on us now?" Fishlegs' asked as he closed his hardcover.

"That'd be something, most interesting thing to happen all week," Tuffnut lazily remarked as he shoved his sister to which she punched him hardly on the face.

"I seriously doubt that but I do know Gustav mailed her back," Aarne continued.

"Wait, _**SHE **_mailed us? How?" Ruffnut asked intrigued by the news.

"I think I saw Gustav use that Terror, Sharpshot, you know the one that's around Gustav and Gobber all the time."

"Interesting. I'm curious as to how she managed to get him to follow and complete something like that?" Fishlegs added.

The conversation would have lasted longer if not for Gobber flying in on Bones, landing right by them by the Great Hall. "Good, you're all together, that makes this easier than I thought. I need you recruits at the arena as soon as possible, there are gonna be some big changes around here."

"Um, isn't dragon training over, and stuff?" Tuffnut asked as he and his sister got to their feet.

"Consider this a new semester with a new teacher, he'll be waiting for you all over there," without saying anything else, he left the teens to think over what he had just said.

"Uh, new semester?" Ruffnut started.

"What do you think, Aarne, should we go?" Snotlout asked as he walked to his side.

"No turning back, right?" he smirked as he started towards the sea stack.

…

By the time they got there, Gustav was facing the large gate that held the mature Nightmare. The afternoon sun was beating down on the arena and it felt as if it and the main island were on two completely different worlds.

"If you're planning on getting eaten, I'd definitely go with the Gronckle," Fishlegs commented first as the former recruits lined up, staring at the younger boy who gave them all a surprised look on his face.

"You were wise to seek help from the world's deadliest weapon," Tuffnut proclaimed as he shoved past his sister towards Gustav, motioning his fingers over his face in a mysterious and semi-threatening way to which he respond by mumbling. "It's me," he confirmed just in case he hadn't heard.

Snotlout came forward and heaved Tuffnut to the side as he approached the younger Viking, a bit excited to actually do something as opposed to just moping around doing nothing. "I love this plan!" he fisted his hands outward, causing Gustav to back up slightly.

"I didn't…" was all Gustav could utter before Ruffnut pushed Snotlout to the side, causing one of his fist to collide with his face and sending him off to the corner.

"You're crazy!" she leaned down to his level before whispering in his ear. "I like that…"

If Gustav thought this was a good plan before, now he just felt really, really awkward. He felt a bit better once Aarne pulled Ruffnut away and gave him some room to breathe.

"So, what is the plan?" he smiled slightly.

Gustav looked over to everyone and grinned. He knew this was going to be a team effort and was happy they were at least eager for this.

_We're on our way forward, Hiccup,_ Gustav thought as the clouds over Berk began to fade.


	2. Chapter 2

_Hello again. I'd like to first start off by saying thank you to everyone for the tremendous support for this project. I'm going to do my very best to make this story enjoyable. Next, to answer a few questions asked. The title of this story, The Riders and the Outcasts, will reflect the Berk riders as well as Hiccup while the Outcasts are the Vikings of the Isle of Outcast and to an extent, Hiccup as well. Another question to answer is that the intimacy between Hiccup and Toothless will be more along the lines of a growing relationship with struggles of its own like jealously and playfulness. Their relationship will not be sexually based and will focus more on the emotional and personal aspect of their bond. And the final question to be answered to that these chapters will flip back and forth between the Berk riders and Hiccup and Toothless. I will post which side will be played out for the next chapter .If you have any further questions, please don't hesitate to ask. This chapter spans two weeks as Berk struggles to deal with not only the loss of Hiccup from their daily lives, but dealing with accepting their once enemies. We'll see bonds, challenges and scuffles between friends as they try to move forward and find a new place for themselves. The next chapter to be posted in 6-7 days and will focus on Hiccup and Toothless in their new roles on their island as well as coming to terms with the first signs of couples' quarrels. Posting this chapter 9-29-2014. Without further ado, please enjoy and thank you once again._

…

"So that's your plan, train dragons…?" Ruffnut started as she placed her hands to her hips.

"Here, where we used to kill them?" Tuffnut ended scratching his head.

"Right. Because we don't do that anymore." Hustling to get everything together, Gustav placed a small elevated wooden crate on the ground for him to stand on to better get everyone's attention with. "That's why it's available."

"So the chief just gave us the arena?" Aarne combed his bangs back to get a full perspective of the area as if he had never been there before. It seemed like only yesterday he was within these very quarters, battling his way through dragons to not only fulfill his duty as a Viking, but to woo the girl of his dreams.

"Not really…there is a catch," Gustav admitted as he rubbed his left hand over his right forearm. It took some time for him to organize himself, but after a few seconds of careful breathing and holding the Dragon Manual under his arm he turned to the elder Viking teens with a new sense of confidence and determination. Standing on top of the turned over wooden case, he cleared his throat, looked forward to the recruits before him and began his sermon.

"My fellow Berkians, for generations, it's been Viking against dragon. Our ancestors dedicated their lives to the hunting, killing and trapping dragons of various sizes, classes and aspects. The battles were furious and brutal on both ends of the fight, with many losing their lives, families and homes. As of a week ago, that tradition has ended along with the war we've all grown from thanks to the first Dragon Rider: Hiccup, and her partner, Toothless."

The teens looked to Gustav with their full attention. Part of it was due to his demeanor and his way of speaking, but mostly because it was about Hiccup, the one person everyone thought was never going to amount to much of anything in their society. Looking back on it now, they could all see just how wrong they had been for underestimating her as well as for taking her kindness and selflessness for granted. It felt like they were stuck in a dream almost. How could the most docile Viking on Berk, with no desire to fight or attack be able to tame, train and later ride the most feared dragon of all, the Night Fury? They listened carefully as Gustav finished his speech and drank in his every word.

"For them, it took time, patience, understanding and an open mind on both parts to find a way to work together and pull forward as a team. Hiccup had a dream, a dream where Viking and dragon could one day live in peace with each other. We have only a few days to prove to the chief and everyone on Berk that that dream can come true, or they'll be sent away for good. I personally don't want for that to happen, not when we've got a shot to make things right. It's gonna be a bumpy start, but I'm sure if we're all willing to pull together as dragon and Viking, we can prove to Hiccup that Berk can change so that she and Toothless may one day come home. Any questions?" He waited for a response. A part of him was expecting for them to just turn away and not even give it a chance.

The teenaged Vikings all looked over to one another. They knew for Gustav to ask for something of them all meant that it was important to him and they couldn't blame him for that because Hiccup coming home was important. She was a key component in Berk's everyday cycle and without her, the balance of their world was thrown out of order. Hiccup needed her space right now, but if learning to accept and living with dragons showed her she still had a place in their world, they'd train a million dragons to prove to her and the village it could be done.

"Where do we start?" Aarne nodded as everyone looked to their new instructor.

A warm smile grew on Gustav's face. "Thanks, guys…"

…

Far off the beaten path of ocean currents, Sharpshot eagerly raced back to the once prison island of a warlord to the now peaceful domain of a young queen. If he wasn't on such important duties, he would most likely be bragging to you about how he knew and befriended her before her ruling, but alas work must be done. He passed through the cloudy misted mazes that only a dragon could navigate and exited on the side to a beautiful volcanic island bathed in the morning sunshine. At this time of day, the queen was most likely within the dew filled forests, doing her part to restore balance to her people. Here, her citizens treat her with the utmost respect and authority, but you won't hear her demanding for her title, she prefers to be their friend before sovereign.

Using his nose and the familiar scent of sweet grass and freshly tilled soil, he maneuvered gracefully around the tall treetops of the evergreen until the smell was so concentrated he knew exactly where she was. Lowering himself down to the earth, he walked towards her. Seated on a small boulder, she liberally applied soothing ointment onto a Zippleback's cuts, reminders of a grudge bestowed upon their breed for treachery ten years past and bowed his head to her graces.

The cooled shaded area was filled with dragons of all shapes and sizes, they liked to keep close to her and watch while she performed her duties as heiress with patience and kindness. Turning her head, the young queen smiled to Sharpshot as he lifted his paw with the parchment towards her. Once she finished dressing the Zippleback's wounds, she gave the duel-headed dragon a light pat to which they walked off thankful that their scars would soon heal.

"What have we here?" she asked aloud kneeling to his level as he curled lovingly onto her lap while she undid the binds on the letter and slowly read its message:

_To the Queen of Dragon Island,_

_It's good to hear you're safe and well. Things on Berk haven't really been the same without you, but we are trying to move toward as best we can. The chief's been a bit under the weather and hasn't come out of his house for days and everyone's been walking around like the living dead. Gobber's been teaching me every day and I finally balanced my first sword on my own, which was pretty cool. Gothi and Etch have been spending lots of time outside since the skies are cloudy, I think they both prefer the weather since it's not so bright for them. Fanghook and I have also been riding around the island and spending most of our free time with the dragons at the arena, I think you'd really like them. Asides from the update, I was wondering if you could share with me some words of wisdom._

_For starters, today the arena dragons showed interest in riding and getting to know people. I'd really like for that to happen and see others walking side by side with them like Gobber, Gothi and I do with Bones, Etch and Fanghook. By the way, they missed you too! I don't really know where to get started, but I'm not going to give up without trying!_

_Was it this difficult when you and Toothless started off and do you have any tips or advice on how to make the transition a bit smoother?_

_I wish you the best and hope for your return one day._

_Your friend and student, Gustav Larson._

A beam laced the young matriarch's face as she massaged her fingertips on Sharpshot's nape. She had mixed feelings for the message. It saddened her to learn that the chief of the Hooligan tribe, Stoick the Vast, was taking the separation so profoundly, and yet a part of her knew it was for the best. It honored her to hear that Gustav was taking the first steps to make changes and she was confident he'd make it happen. It warmed her heart, truly, to imagine her once homeland filled with dragons and Vikings coexisting harmoniously. It would be a dream come true…

A Night Fury walked up to her, seeing the glow in his queen's eyes. "_Some good news?"_

"Gustav and the arena dragons want to take the first steps," she said as her Night Fury brushed his cheek onto hers. They both knew it would take a group effort to complete such a task and looked over to one another, brushing their noses together knowing their world was slowly going through some changes.

…

Slowly, Gustav lead the adult Nightmare out of his pen and with only his left hand to his snout, maneuvered him towards the center of the ring. The teens watched in amazement as he effortlessly brought out the dragon. They had never seen a Nightmare so calm, not since Hiccup was in the ring with him that is. He didn't appear so menacing now with Gustav having him approach but that didn't stop Snotlout from growing worried as he bent down to a spear head, most likely the one Hiccup had broken off when she went wild and started attacking everyone.

Noticing this, Aarne firmly slapped his forearm with the back of his hand. "Uh-uh," he let out, shaking his head before turning their attention back to the young dragon rider who made a beeline straight for Snotlout.

Reaching out for Snotlout's hand, Gustav pulled it towards the Nightmare, to which he greatly resisted by pulling his hand back. "Wait, what are you…!?"

"Wait, you wanna give Snotlout the dragon that nearly killed Hiccup?" Aarne asked, pulling his bangs to the side before they fell back in place.

This comment got the twins excited as they eagerly hoped the answer was 'yes'. "Give it to him!" they cheered with wicked little smiles on their faces.

"It's okay, Snotlout," Gustav hushed him as well as the twins as he reached for his hand a second time. "It's okay."

This time, Snotlout didn't pull back and slowly allowed the younger boy to guide his open palm towards the Nightmare's snout, replacing their hands and finally having him place contact with the Stocker class dragon. The Nightmare let out a low humming drum from his belly as it traveled up to his snout, tickling the hand of the young Viking before him, causing him to chuckle.

Gustav could see that spark in Snotlout's eyes, it was the same kind of feeling he got when he and Fanghook first made their connection. He felt he had made a good pairing with them. Both were confident and intimidating to look at, but he knew Nightmares could bring out the best in others and hoped they'd do so. Satisfied with the first pairing, Gustav walked over to the next pen and continued the cycle.

"Where are you going?" Snotlout asked a bit unsure of himself now with Gustav gone.

"Don't worry, Snotlout. Talk to him," Gustav said as he opened the next cell wall, letting out the Gronckle. Slowly she advanced forward, allowing the small Viking to motion her towards a hefty blonde boy who was beginning to shriek nervously. "Don't panic, Fishlegs, just breath," Gustav told him as he took hold of his sweaty hand and placed it onto the Gronckle's blunted snout, feeling the warm puffs of breath coming from its nostrils.

So many question began to flood Fishlegs' mind and he allowed his curiosity to overcome his nerves. He smiled and slowly rubbed his hand place on the Gronckle's snout back and forth, causing a hind leg to twitch excitingly. "Hey there, big guy, I'm Fishlegs."

The Gronckle shot him an odd look that obviously went unnoticed to the star struck lad. "_Say what now?"_ She could already tell this was going to be a bumpy ride for the two of them.

A warm smile spread over the young dragon rider's face. Fishlegs' was very intuitive as well as a bit sensitive, something he found in the Gronckle over time. He knew they'd both gravitate nicely.

Next, he unleashed the Zippleback who looked over to their dragon comrades with Vikings of their own and the left head could feel the excitement bubbling in his guts. "_This. Is. Happening~!"_ he sang out as he looked at his available options. There was the blonde boy who had beaten him and his brother with an empty bucket, looking at them closely as well as two other blondes, both with long hair dangling over their shoulders and mischief in their eyes. Tilting his head he watched as the male of the two shoved the female before she pushed his face and butted their horned helmets together. He could relate to the sibling bickering the two shared and laughter wildly.

"_What is it this time…?" _was all his brother could manage before the other lead their body out towards the Viking twins, his left headed brother grabbing the female by the collar and lifting her off the floor.

He tested her weight and reaction to him and could hear her voice bob up and down with every shake. Placing her back to the ground, he then reached out for the male who had been laughing at his sister's expense and repeated the routine. This one cackled excitingly with every shake, spilling out the phrase. "This is awesome and scary!" He personally like this one, a testament to his own heart with his wild personality while the latter was more of the restrained type.

"_A wann 'is on',"_ the left said between his teeth.

The right let out a deep sigh and picked up the female slowly who stayed still while he did so.

Tuffnut chortled as his body spun light between the Zippleback's hold, pointing to Ruffnut. "You look pretty ridiculous right now…" was all he could utter before she kicked him in the shin and once again restarting their rough and tumble ways.

The other Vikings just stared as this all happened. A week ago, actions like that could have been registered as aggression but seeing it now, it looked more like rough housing.

Shrugging his shoulders Gustav let out the final dragon, the female Nadder. She walked out and shifted her vision to see one Viking left and her eyes dilated slightly. She remembered this human very well, he frightened her greatly and before Gustav could even place his hand onto her she quickly darted back into her pen.

"Ah, come on, girl. Aarne's not so bad. Trust me," Gustav said trying to persuade her from coming back out but she refused.

A part of Aarne knew he probably deserved that. He most likely wasn't the top pick for them considering his actions in the ring. He frightened everybody, even without intending to…

Fanghook marched into the pen with the Nadder and sat by her side. "_Nervous?"_

"_Petrified. That boy…he frightens me,"_ she managed.

He thought for a moment. His experience with Gustav came to mind from when they first met. He knew he had frightened him too. It took Gustav trusting him and showing him kindness that he wasn't a threat and with that an idea popped into his head. Racing out, he took the spear head from the floor near the other Nightmare and Viking and ran back in. After a few explanations, the Nadder lit the tipped end till it was nothing more than burnt black ash.

Exiting out together, the Nadder traced the dark tipped end of the staff onto the floor, creating a long continuous line, occasionally crossing sections till she finally stopped and stared at Aarne who looked to Gustav for an explanation.

"She wants to see if she can trust you. The idea is for you to step on the empty spaces, avoid touching the lines and made your way to the other side next to her," he explained the game.

Nodding his head, he stepped forward and keeping a close eye on the Nadder, maneuvered his way around the jigsawed artwork. It was a slow start as Aarne would judge his next movement by the Nadder's reaction. If she felt uncomfortable with him nearing, he'd take a path that lead him away and if she seemed to encourage his next step, he'd take it.

Watching this boy track his way to and fro within the clear spaces actually calmed her nerves. It was this invisible boundary that separated them and yet she knew for a fact that was just a fallacy in her mind. Upon truly gazing at his features from up close, he was a strikingly handsome young man if she did say so herself. His eyes were an icy shade of blue and kept true to that tundra like coldness. But deep inside, she could sense this warmth, clouded by sleets of insecurities and fears. It was like a calming blue stream amidst the barren wasteland of frost and it seemed it desperately wanted to thaw out the cold, ushering in calming waters and not piercing hail. Of all his features, she'd have to say his eyes were the most vulnerable and with that vulnerability, he became less of a threat to her.

After several back and forth steps, Aarne was finally able to stand side by side with the Nadder, who squeaked in a harmony as she lowered her head to him. Slowly lifting his open palm to her, he placed it onto the yellowish horn above her snout, giving it a slow pat. A smile formed on his lips. It felt different somehow, tickling his cheeks in the best way possible.

Gustav placed his hands onto his sides and gazed upon the teen Vikings with their own dragons. It was a small start in the right direction and hopefully things would get better from here. From above, he could hear quick little chattering and upon looking up could see Sharpshot once more, a new parcel at foot.

"Welcome back, pal! What have we got for today?" he asked raising his arm up for the Terror to perch himself before making his way to his shoulder where he presented Gustav with the new message:

_To Gustav Larson,_

_I'm glad to hear that everyone is attempting to move forward and I do wish everyone the best. _

_When training Toothless, I first had to get his attention, which wasn't so hard considering he followed me after I shot him down. Then I needed to earn his trust and that came with giving him his flight back and friendship. I'm still learning so much about him and others –even a bit about myself- but I'd be more than happy to share with you the knowledge I've gained._

_Trainer Tip #1: Trust is key. It's important to first establish a trust with your dragon. An open palm and calm demeanor usually works well. An excellent soother for most dragons is sweet grass, aka Dragon nip._

_Trainer Tip #2: Feeding time is bonding time. Sharing meals with your dragon builds a deep connection. Most dragons love to eat fish. Be sure to avoid eels. _

_Trainer Tip #3: Outlet. Managing your dragon's energy is vital. Find time for both activates as well as rest. Too much stimuli can drain a dragon's energy while not enough can result in stubborn and defiant behavior. Always allow your dragon some time for relaxation after activates to boost energy. Too much rest can result in laziness. Remember to find the right balance for you and your dragon. _

_I'm looking forward to hearing your results, I believe in you and good luck._

_Your friend and mentor, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III_

Reading aloud her advice, Gustav now knew exactly what to do and turned to the recruits with their new dragons. "Who's up for a little fishing trip?"

…

"Gather around! Come on one and all!" Gobber announced to the Vikings slowly pacing around the plaza aimlessly before a small crowd formed around him. Behind him were many of the weapons he had once used to kill, maim and hunt dragons with. Now with the war over and peace settled on Berk, they weren't so much needed for that anymore. With a cart filled to the brim with axes, swords and shields, Gobber prepared himself for the sales pitch of a lifetime. "You may think these dragon killing weapons have no more use, but think again!" he turned over to the cart and grabbed the first weapon he could find. "This long sword is now a lovely butter knife."

He demonstrated by having Bones lightly toast a slice of bread before using the sword to slice a piece of butter from its tray, managing to do so while slicing the porcelain tray along with it. Gobber chuckled lightly as the crowd whispered amongst themselves while he tried to spread the butter onto the toasted bread, only cutting it into crumbles of particularly buttered toast.

"Uh, it's also great for making bread crumbs," he added before the plate atop his hooked hand shattered into pieces from the long swords sharp blade edge. _Darn Hiccup and her exceptional craftsmanship,_ Gobber frowned for a moment before continuing on, not yet ready to give up just yet. "Moving on…"

Gustav and Fanghook were walking over to the marketplace with the recruits for woven fishing baskets and rods when they noticed the cluster of Vikings around the forge.

"I'll catch up with you guys in a bit, I need to check this out," Gustav said as he separated from the group and pushed through the crowd to see Gobber marketing his weapons as common household items. A dark figure then leaned down to him and produced a deep gasp.

"Well this is a dark day," Mildew said causing Gustav to cringe his face in anger from the old man's words. "A great dragon slayer pedaling his weapons as kitchen utensils. Mmm…" he tsked several times in a clicking manner, allowing his words to sink into the young lad's heart.

"Up next, how about this…" Gobber walked forward with a mace when a giant fly buzzed by his visions and landed on a crumbled piece of toast on his wooden table stand. "Handy fly swatter!" he finished before forcefully raising the mace and taking aim at the insect and slamming it hardly, leaving a large chunk of the table destroyed. He looked to his audience who all gave him odd stares as he pulled the 'fly swatter' from the splinted wood. "It's also good for getting rid of unwanted tables!"

As if to spite him, the fly he attempted to smash buzzed away before Bones snapped at it with his mace-like tail, trying to help his friend as best he could.

"Mmm…" Mildew groaned, causing a knot to form in the pit of Gustav's stomach.

"Now! For the lady of the house. When the hubby's off pillaging, how are you going to protect yourself from home invaders?" he asked out while walking over to a catapult. "No problem when you have 'Big Bertha'!" he smiled as he tapped the metal boulder holder several times before the tension trigger snapped loose, sending the rock in the holder flying off into his neighbor, Silent Sven's, house.

Losing their patience with the blacksmith, the crowd disbanded back to their drifting, many groaning in disappointment or sighing apathetically.

"W-Wait there's more! Ah, come back, you haven't seen everything yet! I haven't cleared out my dungeon yet!" Gobber persuaded but with not avail as the Vikings went off. For the first time in his life, he felt like no one was around for him and honestly, he didn't like these new feelings as they crept onto him. Blacksmithing was all he knew, his life's work. Now with his weapons not needed anymore, what did he have to live for now? Turning over to the catapult, Gobber soothed one of its wooden wheels with his palm. "It's okay, Bertha, we'll find a place for you." Walking over to the back of the catapult, he began pushing it back into its storage unit; Bones aiding him along the way knowing his good friend really tried his best to make this work.

"Oh, it's hard to watch, especially for you, eh Gustav?" Mildew began before placing on of his bony hands onto his shoulders. "The feelings of guilt must be tearing at your insides? I mean your friend, Hiccup, put him out of business with her little peace pact with the dragons and just up and left for Berk to suffer from it. And just when you were learning to be a blacksmith, just like Gobber…She ruined his life, your future, everyone's security, bravo," he finished before walking away, feeling good to have planted the seeds of doubt into his mind.

Gustav held back the anger burning inside of him. He knew Hiccup didn't do such things and he knew Gobber understood that too. Just because they weren't at war with dragons anymore, didn't mean Gobber didn't have a place in the world, right? He looked over to Gobber as he and Bones reorganized the shop for the thirty-seventh time this week before looked back to Fanghook.

"This isn't fair, boy. Gobber taught Hiccup everything she needed to make those weapons and Toothless' tail and saddle and she showed me how to make your. We even made her foot together… We've gotta find some way to help him," Gustav held his fist out before walking towards him. "Hey, Gobber, how's it going?"

"You saw it out there, it was a disaster," he sighed heavily. "All my life I've been making weapons and for the first time, I'm not needed…"

"Don't think like that, Gobber. Berk will always need you and these weapons. Sure we won't be using them to kill dragons anymore but that doesn't mean they're useless. What if we…" Gustav fiddled his hands in the air, thinking of some possible thing to say. "Get attacked by pirates? Or invaders? I know if Hiccup were here, she'd know what to do with all this metal lying around…"

Gobber knew he was right. There was a part of him that would miss the day of mending blood coated axes and spear but times were changing. For now, he'd have to follow his own advice and relax. "Suppose, you're right. So, how's training coming along, Dragon Instructor?" he teased, nudging Gustav on the shoulder.

"We've made a bit of progress today, so far we've established a bond. The next step is feeding."

"Ah, always best to think with a full stomach," Gobber said as he continued to arrange his merchandize. "Brain food as they say."

"You wanna maybe help us out with activities and courses tomorrow?"

"If I find the time in my busy schedule," Gobber joked.

"Thanks! See you two later!" and with that, Gustav went off to rejoin the teens to continue with their lessons.

With his hooked hand waving a farewell to the lad, Gobber let out a defeated huff of breath when he was out of sights. It was difficult for him to keep cheerful, even with all his friends near him. There was the lack of the familiar pencil rolling in the draped room adjacent to him or the subtle sound of humming as his pupil worked diligently. He was taking the separation just as bad as everyone was. Maybe even on a level similar to Stoick's. Gobber had been a second father to her after her mother vanished.

He remembered the first week when he went to go check on her after Stoick had left off to sea and how different she seemed now with her mind clouded from her past. Her eyes didn't hold that luster they used to and she refused to utter out a single thing to him when he leaned down under the kitchen table to find her eyes darkened from a lack of sleep and the sound of her insides crying out for nourishment. She looked so lost, like she had never been there on Berk in the first place and she was this completely different being while still being the same. After that, he cleared his old storage closet and presented it to her as a study. The smile on her face was priceless and it had been the first she showed since that fateful night. Now with her gone, the forge seemed cold.

Bones leaned his head into the shop and nudged Gobber's back for comfort.

"I'll be fine, old friend. I just need to find my place now…" he turned around and petted his dragon under the chin as the afternoon sun began to slowly shine through the clouded sky.

…

"Um, Gustav, I'm not too sure this is a safe location for fishing," Fishlegs meekly began as the young recruits followed him to a low rising cliff side overlooking the wide blue expanse of sea.

"Trust me, this is prime catch. We'll be up to our necks in fish in no time," Gustav smiled as he set up his lure with a small piece of creeper.

Snotlout couldn't help but chortle. "What neck?"

"Hey, knock it off, Snotlout," Aarne grunted as he punched him on the forearm. "This is supposed to be a team exercise."

"I'm just saying…" Snotlout continued placing his palms up slightly.

"So…why couldn't we just get fish from the plaza instead?" Ruffnut asked.

"Yeah, would have been so much easier," Tuffnut finished.

"Because those fish are for restocking the food storage. Dragons can eat up to three basketfuls of fish daily, add that up, it's a lot of fish. If we're able to gather our own dragon's meals, it not only strengthens your trust but adds to a feeling of security," and with that, Gustav flicked his line a fair distance into the water.

Following in his steps, the others drew their own lines and waited patiently for a bite.

"How do you know this place will…" was all Aarne could get out before something tugged at his line, reeling in a fair-sized cod. He stared as it flopped several times before becoming motionless.

"Right under here is a reef. Fanghook and I mapped out areas where fishing is best during high and low tides." Gustav pulled out a sheet of paper from his vest, to let the others see.

"Wow!" Fishlegs looked at the map impressed, seeing all the crossed locations, some in red and others in blue to symbolize changing tides. "You two have been everywhere on Berk."

"It's something we both enjoy doing," Gustav placed the map back into his vest pocket.

A pull onto Snotlout's line had him pulled back slightly. "Oh man, I've got a big one!" He pulled with all this might while casting it in, careful not to let the monster of a fish get away. With one final tug, a great salmon -the likes of which pure description alone could not do it justice- came flying through the air and landed solidly on his horns atop his helmet.

Seeing the giant of a fish perched on the young boy's helmet was simply too inviting for the crimson Monstrous Nightmare and without giving it a second thought, lunged frontward and with a watery mouth clamped his jaw of the salmon and Viking. Snotlout's initial reaction was panic, thinking his dragon was now on a set course to make him a course. He thrashed about violently, using his still freed hands to punch at the dragon, ultimately driving one of his horns on his helmet into one of the Nightmare's teeth. With a bitter feeling mixing with the fishy goodness in his mouth and over the now exposed tooth mark, the Nightmare spat Snotlout out onto the floor. He tried to eat the salmon once more but there was this harsh pain creeping inside his gums and left the salmon to be on the grassy earth.

"What, not good enough for you, pigheaded dragon?" Snotlout remarked as he wiped the Nightmare spit off his face.

"Snotlout, it was an accident and don't call him that," Gustav got between the two once the both of them glared into each other's eyes.

"Well what else could I called, this 'Hookfang-ed' dragon tried to eat me!" he pointed accusingly at the Nightmare who growled to him.

"He was just hungry. Nightmares have a habit of latching onto people when excited. By the way, you could all be thinking of naming your dragons soon; it gives them a personal identity," Gustav said once he managed to calm the two hot-heads down.

"Oh! I think I got one!" Fishlegs excitingly cheered as he pulled in a fish and hanging it over to the Gronckle. "Here you go."

The Gronckle looked to the fish with mixed feelings. While fish were okay for a snack now and then but she quite preferred the crispy texture of rocks and with a puff of breath walked off to the side of the cliff to gorge on some stones.

"Okay, granted it's not a 'meat lug' of a fish, but do you really have to eat those instead," Fishlegs let out a slightly disappointed voice.

"No, no, no, that's a good sign. Gronckles eat mostly rocks, it's something Hiccup discovered while interacting with a wild one. See." Gustav walked up to him with the Dragon Manuel, showing him the updated pages.

Fishlegs looked to the pages in wonder, added in the new knowledge he could about his Gronckle. "You don't mind if I go over the book?"

"Go for it!" Gustav encourage as he watched Fishlegs walk over to the Gronckle, seating right next to him. He was feeling pretty confident with some of the training when he heard to large splashes coming from the water. Turning over, he could see the Zippleback with its heads over the cliff, the twins no where in sight. "Oh, you gotta be kidding me…"

When he looked over the side of the cliff, his thoughts were indeed real as he saw the two underwater, the Zippleback heads holding them by the boots before reeling them up like fishing line. In each of their hands, the twins held several fish, snickering to each other as their blonde hair dripped salt seawater. The heads of the Zippleback released the two by flipping them both into the air till they were upright and presented them each with the fish.

Before accepting the fish, the right head let out the excess of air tapped in his guts from hanging the female over the cliff, releasing a green stream of combustible haze right onto her face.

Ruffnut didn't seem to be fazed by the dragon's gassy breath; she had smelled much worse from her brother and laughed wildly. "Ha-ha! What a barf!"

The other head followed suit, letting out a deep burp that seemed to echo out from his long neck.

"Man, sick belch!" Tuffnut praised before the twins looked to each other with smiles.

"Barf," Ruffnut said as she pointed to the right head.

"Belch," her brother mimicked but to the left before both slammed their helmets together.

Seeing this behavior, the Zippleback brothers smiled and butted their skulls, accepting the names and soon the fish.

As the female Nadder ate her cod her human had given her, she gazed out into the sea and saw a school of fish dancing about in the blue. While she appreciated the Viking known as Aarne providing her with a meal, she was the type to remain independent and prove to him she was willing to give their connection a shot. Unreeling her tail spikes, she aimed properly into the waters and shot out several to unsuspecting fish before swooping down like a dart to retrieve them, presenting three large salmon to Aarne's feet.

Aarne placed his hands onto her chin and other on her cheek. "Not bad, you really flew like a storm out there," he smiled turned into a cheerful chuckle at a thought for her title. "Stormfly."

…

Walking back towards the village, Snotlout was having a difficult time truly bonding with his dragon who he ultimately named Hookfang after his teeth. Maybe it was the 'pigheaded dragon' comment that put a wedge between them. He felt they had made a connection back at the arena. It was most likely his pride that prevented him from apologizing and little to his knowledge, Hookfang was thinking the same thing.

He didn't intend to upset this...Snotlout, but he wasn't about to apologize for it what with him punching his face. One of his back teeth was paining him like never before and he was beginning to grown restless and hungry. He began mumbling to himself loudly, feeling as his tooth pulsed with inflammation.

"Is Hookfang feeling alright, Snotlout? He sounds a bit antsy," Gustav commented with his filled basket of fish over his shoulder. This was the third day since they began training and they had all managed to form a deep connection with their dragons, all except Snotlout and Hookfang.

Since that time, they had all managed to properly mount onto their dragons and knew the basics in flight training that he passed down to them from his trainings with Hiccup. Things in the village were beginning to turn around as the dragons began exploring the village with their riders. At first, the reaction was to hide or stay away from them, but after seeing how docile they had become, people began going about their lives till it wasn't so much a big deal to have several dragons around. It wasn't long before passing dragons would see the Vikings and dragons on this strange island in the Archipelago and fly down to investigate, some even making a residence on top of houses or near the caverns by the coastline. And while most people seemed to welcome the new changes hoping it would bring back the first rider, some discouraged the idea entirely…

"He's been like this for days, I think it could be his personality," he said as he pulled out a tied wad of dragon nip from his pant pocket and tossed it over to him, which he took wholeheartedly. It was the only thing Hookfang could stomach down and it slightly numbed the pain around his gums.

"Maybe he just realized who his owner is," Aarne added as he and Stormfly carried several baskets for later use.

As they approached the village, it seemed a hurricane had passed by as men and women shouted at wild dragons as they leapt from house to house making large holes onto their roofs and stealing bits of bread, fish and just running amok around the plaza. These events were what kept a large majority of the population on the fence about inviting dragons into their world and on the forefront of the offense seemed to always be Mildew.

"Incoming!" one man shouted out as he pointed up towards the sunny sky, a mirage of wild dragons hovering overhead like a bad omen. "Dragon poo!"

And from the heavens, came the storm of waste that had everyone scurry for cover. The dragon riders hid under a houses canopy, waiting for the squall to pass.

"Ew! Oh gross, gross, gross!" Gustav wailed as he stepped back for cover. "Oh, poop! Oh that's disgusting." He managed to stop side by side with the local fishermen, Bucket and Mulch as they took cover under their wooden umbrellas –a new business venture for Gobber as he converted them from shields- and smiled weakly to them. "H-hey Mulch. Hey Bucket. Sorry about the aahh…" he pointed upward.

"Every day at three," Bucket said looking up to the passing storm. "They're regular at least, a tip of the cap." He finished with a salute.

"Better than the days when it was kill or be killed," Mulch joined in. For them it was a welcomed change to not have to worry about defending themselves from dragons so much anymore, if anything it was their appetite they had to battle as they struggled to restock the storage.

"We brought some extra baskets of fish for you guys today. How's the catch out there?" Gustav asked as he and Fanghook maneuvered around the piles of waste on the ground to hand the fishers several cases of fish.

"There's a darned rouge dragon out there scaring away most of the fish, we've had to make do with catching them nearer to the coast and those fellas are slippery," Mulch answered. "We really appreciate you kids helping us out."

"It's no problem, these guys are natural fishers themselves," Gustav said as Fanghook stood tall, his sparrow whistling a tune of victory from the comment.

"STOICK!" they heard from the far right of town, a voice far too familiar with distain.

…

On the other end of town, Gobber, Stoick and several other men were reorganizing the storage, something that took time for them to do since it was usually Hiccup who managed the unit. She had kept everything so neat and even that many were too intimidated to actually go in and file things together, fearing they'd miss the system up or place new stock in the front and spoil the older food in the back.

"Ah, here's Mildew with the complaint of the day," Gobber droned as the elderly man approached with his trusty sheep in arms.

Stoick really wasn't in the best of moods to hear the old man's grievances. He already had a lot on his plate since taking back his position as chief and thankfully he had people like Gobber and the riders to help out where they could to get Berk running again. "You've picked a bad time, Mildew. I'm in the middle of storing food. The freeze is coming."

This seemed to fall on deaf ears as Mildew continued forward. "It's the dragons again. Helps themselves to my roof and my cabbage to the point where there aren't any left for the village. How are we going to survive the freeze without vegetables?" he knew the comment bit hard onto his chief. "Those demons aren't fit to live amongst civilized men!"

"Neither are you, Mildew. Why do you think we built your house so far outside of town?" Gobber stated dryly.

"Oh very well, make your jokes. Meanwhile these DRAGONS are picking our village cold, turned people's houses into piles of rubble…!" he pointed out to the men and women repairing their house, many hearing this and coming over to join in the complaints. For them, it was easier to overlook the good and see only the bad. "They even disturb an old man's rest! Can you see the bags under me eyes?!" he continued as he turned to face the chief, pulling his lid downward to show him the dark circles layering this face.

Gobber looked over to Stoick and admitted. "He's right. His hideous."

With the crowd stirred up, Mildew kept the hatred alive as he motioned out to the gathering. "These are wild, unpredictable beast! They even cracked his man's skull…" Mildew banged his staff onto Bucket's head as he and the other dragon riders and Mulch joined the group. "…like an egg."

"Eggs! I like eggs! Scrabbled, over easy, pouched!" Bucket shouted, not really paying much attention to the argument and it seemed to calm the crowd a bit.

"You need to put those dragons in cages!" Mildew returned his attention to Stoick, staring him dead in the face. "if you don't, they'll eat us out of house and home and destroy the entire village!"

Fear crept into the villagers hearts at the thought of losing their homes. It really made things difficult to move forward with all the new wild dragons running about.

"Look Mildew, if there's a problem, I'll deal with it," Stoick stepped forward.

"Oh there is a problem, Stoick. It started with your witch of a daughter when she left us all to suffer this wrath. And I think I speak for everyone when I say you handled that one smoothly."

That really hit a nerve with not only Stoick but many people in the crowd and it was Gustav who couldn't handle it any longer. "You take that back, Mildew!"

Everyone grew silent as the young Larson boy stepped forward to the old man. "Hiccup left on her own accord and you have no right to speak about her like that! If it weren't for her, we'd still be killing and not fixing the problem! She did so much for this village and all you see is the bad! Yes these dragons are causing a bit of problems, but we're Vikings and we're not going to let a few wild ones ruin our lives! We've been able to train some of these dragons and they've been pulling their own weight around here by catching fish for the village and what have you been doing!? The chief and everyone else have been working hard to make changes around here and all you're doing is trying to start a fight! Hiccup may not be here to defend the dragons, but I am, and I'm not going to let you or anyone else make them look like the bad guys when these are just dragons being dragons!" at the end of his rant, his face was red and he was out of breath. He was tied of all the negativity Mildew was throwing their way and it just boiled over all at once.

For the longest time, the town was quiet, even the wild dragons had stopped what they were doing. Stoick was the first to speak up. "Gustav is right. We've faced far worse in the past. With a little effort, we can use these dragons' natural abilities to our advantage and help the village. Remember who we're doing this for. It means working together…"

Many of the Vikings now let out a sigh of understanding. Rome wasn't built in a day and neither would their new lives if they kept dwelling in the past. Thinking it over, it seemed like a better choice to accept the dragons as opposed to killing or running them off the island. There was less bloodshed and the wild dragons weren't doing anything overwhelming like eating their livestock or hurting them. If anything it was curiosity mixed with excitement, they were a lot like Hiccup in that sense and upon that thought their nerves calmed down. Soon people were apologizing to one another and to Stoick. If they wanted her to come home, they'd have to make it a home for not only her but for the dragons she now protected.

Letting out a disgruntled groan, Mildew cursed them all for heeding his warning and stomped off home. "That tears it, Fungus, that boy and his dragons are going down…"

…

By the end of the first week since accepting dragons, Berk wasn't so much the same as before. The fire torches that had once lit the night sky during raids were now feeding posts for dragons, something that reminded them of a young peacekeeper from long ago. They wondered what she would say now if she was still there. To know that her own daughter followed in her footsteps or peace between the two races and was now a hero in their eyes. They were sure that wherever Valka was, she was looking down on her daughter with love and admiration.

"Come on, Hookfang, what's wrong with you?" Snotlout struggled to get him to try on the new saddle Gobber had built for him, the second one to be exact since the first was a bit too extreme. Hookfang just thrashed about wildly, angered by something that Snotlout couldn't understand, not even the dragon nip was working anymore. Snotlout knew Hookfang was a good dragon, he had spent time with him, grown to really appreciate the big guy's presence but it was this attitude that really made things difficult. "That's it, someone's trading with me."

"Yeah sure, I'll trade my perfect dragon for an angry oven," Tuffnut smiled sarcastically as he and his sister bopped fist. They loved watching Barf and Belch set things on fire and it was a riot when they all pulled pranks on others. The four of them were a wild bunch.

"Can't you gain control of that dragon," Aarne asked as he dodged one of Stormfly's spine shots. It was a part of a new line of training he had been working on when he learned she loved to train just as much as he did. They had spent hours in the forest practicing their aim, him with his axe and her with her spines. It built not only their strength as individuals but their bond as dragon and rider.

"It's not me, it's him. He doesn't listen…." Snotlout leaned down to rub Hookfang on his head, trying to soothe him down but this time, something strange happened. "…Uh-oh."

Loud cries echoed in the air as Hookfang sprang up in an out of control manner, his eyes slit into a cast of pure fury as he let out flames from his throat.

They needed to find Gustav, fast…

…

Gobber had spent his newfound time helping in the arena with the new recruits when he could, he and Gustav even had a bit of a works men struggle over saddle designs for the dragons and their riders but ultimately came to crossroads over the matter.

…

_"I know you know what you're doing, but keep in mind every dragon is different," Gustav said as he laid out some designs in front of Gobber. "So you need to adjust the..."_

"_Gustav."_

"_But…"_

"_Gustav."_

"_But I just think…"_

"_Gus-tav," Gobber dropped the axe in his hand to get his point out. "I may have taught you and Hiccup everything you two know." He said, pushing the boy slightly with his hammered hand, "but I haven't taught you two everything __**I**__ know."_

…

He was getting by with his shop by building saddles as well as food posts out of the old catapults but he still longed for a higher calling. He sighed as he hammered into a piece of leather, Bones tapping him on the shoulder to alert him to an approaching body. Grabbing his crossbow, Gobber took aim at the entrance of the forge.

"Don't shoot!"

"I would never shoot you, Gustav. Unless I absolutely had to," Gobber confirmed to him with a smile.

"Ha-ha-ha, yeah. Still, if you could please put the crossbow down I know, I'd feel better."

Placing the crossbow on the table Gobber went back to work on a new batch of saddles for some of the recruits, Gustav clearing his throat before approaching.

"Gobber we need to talk. I think it might be time to…take a little break," Gustav hinted to his mentor.

"In case you hadn't noticed, the only time a Viking ever takes a break is to die," Gobber said as he mended two pieces of leather together.

"Maybe 'break' is the wrong word… What I mean is, I'm not sure things are working out."

Gobber paused from hammering into the leather with a punch. He knew he had messed up a few times with the saddles, putting on catapults and flamethrowers on some of them but he was only trying to help. He didn't want to have to stop doing something just because he made a few errors. "Well get back to me when you're sure," he said hoping that would be the end of it.

Gustav took a deep breath; this was harder than he thought it would be. He and Gobber were co-workers as well as dragon riders and he hated to do this but he had no choice what with the dragons disoriented from the first and second batch of saddles he had made. He had wondered what Hiccup would have done in this situation. "Okay, I'm sure… Gobber, I'm gonna need to take you off the saddle project."

He gave one final clang to the leather punch before his heart fell to the ground. This was what Gobber didn't want to happen. "Are you getting rid of me, Gustav? Now I see why you had me put down the crossbow." His voice was quiet and he felt he had lost all the hope in the world.

"No. It's just the saddles...we'll find something else for you…" Gustav didn't want to make Gobber upset. He had a position to care for the dragons now and decisions like this had to be made, he just wished it wasn't to a good friend.

"I don't need yer pity," Gobber began. "I've lost an arm and a leg, a daughter, I think I'll survive losin' a job…"

"I'm really sorry, Gobber…" was all Gustav could get out before a loud boom was heard from the plaza and both went out to check out the problem.

It was almost as if on cue that a large stream of fire and the blood churning cry of a Nightmare bellowed out in the night, sending many of the villagers in a panic as they saw Snotlout running towards them.

He was puffing and huffing by the time he got to Gustav, Hookfang in a frenzy of wild dragon rage. "I… never thought I'd say this, but Gustav!" he grabbed onto him and shook madly. "HELP!"

Gobber, Gustav and Fanghook looked to Hookfang as he lit his entire body aflame, thrashing about as large amounts of lava-like spit felt from the sides of his mouth like rabies.

"What happened?!" Gustav asked trying to focus on both him and the Nightmare.

"I don't know what happened! I was just rubbing his head, he usually loves that! But this time he went crazy. My dragon hates me."

The other dragon riders soon dropped in on their dragons, trying to cover Hookfang and calm him down. He kept rubbing his cheek to the cold hard ground, trying to relieve the constant pain in his mouth but to no avail.

"They do say a pet starts to take on the characteristics of its owner," Fishlegs said next to a worried Snotlout. "I think that's what's happening here…"

"Hey," Snotlout retaliated by hitting Fishlegs on his gut with his elbow, leaving him breathless.

"Yeah, I rest my case," Fishlegs got out before falling to the ground winded with Meatlug, his Gronckle, by his side.

Noticing Hookfang's thin body, Gustav grew worried. "When was the last time he ate?"

"Not for days," Snotlout answered.

"So you just starved your dragon?" Aarne asked with his axe at the ready if needed be.

"I didn't do it on purpose, he won't eat. I've been giving him dragon nip to chew on but not even that is calming him down!"

Taking a fish from a nearby basket at the plaza, Gustav presented it to Hookfang, hoping it was just simple hunger that had him in a bad mood.

Hookfang took it immediately and upon giving it a few chews, whimpered as his tooth ached and he could taste little bits of his own blood running down his throat. Spitting out the fish, it flew straight onto Stoick's beard who was less than impressed with it as he and several other villagers held their weapons at the ready.

"Gustav…" Stoick said.

"No, Chief, I can do this," he turned over to Hookfang, placing his palm onto his snout like he did the day he first started the training. It seemed to work as he calmed down, his growls turning into steady purrs. "There you go," he placed his other hand onto his jaw and it triggered the violent behavior once more as he covered himself in flames and let out more blaze from his mouth.

"_Gustav!"_ Fanghook was set into defense mode as the sparrow flew off his head and flew towards Gustav to maneuver him away as the younger Nightmare lit up and attacked the mature one.

"I warned ya, Stoick, but did ya listen to me!? No. You put a bunch of teenagers in charge, now look at what they're doing! At this rate, Berk will burn to the ground!" Mildew shouted as the two Nightmares ducked it out, Fanghook not yet able to maintain his fire coating for as long as Hookfang. "Caging is too good for those beast, they need to be slain!"

The crowd agreed with heavy hearts. Many of them now had dragons of their own, some were Nightmares, but this one was just buck wild. They had given him a chance, but this was the same dragon that nearly killed Hiccup. If they couldn't find a solution, it had to be put down.

Soon fire encircled the plaza as both rang around each other till Stoick finally placed his hand onto Gustav's shoulder. "I've seen enough, lad. I'm sorry, we tried it your way. Gobber!"

They all turned to see Gobber dressed to the nines in weapons. "Stand back." His expression was serious as he knew what had to be done. "I came here to do what I do best."

"He's gonna kill my dragon…" Snotlout uttered in disbelief. It felt like his heart was aching from picturing that when two weeks ago it was all he ever wanted to do. His viewpoint on dragons changed drastically when he and Hookfang first bonded, he couldn't have that taken away from him, not when they were so close to becoming friends.

"No, he's not," Gustav tried to convince.

"Uh, yeah he is," Tuffnut corrected.

"You don't use that stuff to butter toast," Ruffnut added crossing her arms.

"Well I mean we would, but you don't." Tuffnut confirmed to the group.

"Chief, you can't be serious, Hookfang is Snotlout's dragon!" Gustav raced to him, pleading for a different way.

"I'm sorry, Gustav. But sometimes you have to fall back on the old ways," Gobber addressed with a heavy heart.

"But he's a good dragon."

"He's a good dragon," Snotlout repeated, feeling the tightening pain in his heart grow.

"There's probably just something wrong with him?" Gustav tried as he yanked on Gobber's arm as he advanced towards Hookfang.

"There's definitely something wrong with him," a small tear fell from Snotlout's eye and though he would never admit it, he'd risk his own life just to find out what was wrong with him.

"We have to try and help him. We can't just get rid of him because he's having a bad day!" Gustav's feet were dragged as he desperately tried to stop Gobber.

"A bad day for a dragon could be a disaster for us. That's not a risk I'm willing to take," Stoick said as he tried to pry the boy from Gobber's forearm. Once he was off, he gave Gobber the signal to advance.

"Oh, this is gonna be good, Fungus!" Mildew cheered as he prepared himself to watch a murder.

Readying his bolas, Gobber entangled Hookfang's wings and legs, preventing him from escaping as the final blast of his shot limit choked his breath.

"Ha, you're all out of fire," Gobber taunted as he drew his sword, ready to end the life of another dragon, he hoped the last he'd have to take.

Hearing the wails from Hookfang the other dragons looked away. They couldn't understand why Hookfang was acting like this, he was usually very calm. Ever since the pairing, he seemed to grow distant and refused to speak to anyone, it was hard to see.

Gustav shook and twisted himself in Stoick's hold. He couldn't let this happen. If dragon blood was spilt onto the ground, the pact between Berk and the dragon could be severed and Hiccup would possibly never come home. Taking a deep breath, Gustav sank his teeth onto Stoick's hand hard, releasing him as he ran off to stop his mentor from making the biggest mistake of his life. "I can't let you do this! This isn't what Hiccup wanted!"

It made Gobber pause for a moment as the young boy latched himself onto his arm and the thought of her crossed his mind. "There's no choice… It has to be done."

Hookfang set his body aflame once more, destroying the ropes that held him down and raced towards the two, yelling at them with a wide mouth and both peered inside to see the root of his problem.

"Do you see that?" Gobber asked with his sword still held to the heavens.

"I do…" his junior apprentice confirmed as Hookfang stepped back.

Sheathing his long sword, Gobber stood proudly. "Time to put this beast out of his misery," he cracked his neck before marching towards the tired dragon.

"Gustav! What are you doing?" Aarne stepped forward thinking he had given up, Gustav merely raising his back palm to him to stop.

Tuffnut covered his eyes, not willing to see the horrors that awaited until his sister slapped his arm and knew it was something they all had to see. It was the Viking way… They all watched as Gobber jumped high into the air, clamping onto Hookfang's head as he wrestled about with him, swinging his head back and forth in an effort to get the man off of his but it was held on tightly as he forced his jaws open and hooked onto the cause of all the dragon's pain and misery before being thrown back to the crowd of Vikings and dragons.

Hookfang shook his head several times, feeling the sweet relief on his mouth and around his gums and for the first time in a week he was able to smile.

"Oh, you didn't kill him!" cheered Snotlout with a sigh of liberation.

"For a toothache? What kind of lunatic are you?" he showed them the open area of the Nightmare's fang.

"Doesn't that look it it'd fit Snotlout's horn?" Ruffnut asked.

"Maybe he hurt his tooth the day we first went fishing, that's why he's been rejecting food." Fishlegs examined the tooth closely as he rubbed his chin.

Feeling calm, Hookfang flew over to Snotlout and knocked him onto his back, tapping his midsection with his jaw, causing the Viking to chuckle gratefully now that his dragon was alright and safe from harm before lifting him off the ground. Snotlout continued to laugh till he realized everyone on the village was watching and ordered him to stop and put him to the back to the floor. "Ugh, I don't know where that came from? Can you train that out of him or…"

"_What? Not good enough for ya? Stiff-necked Viking," _Hookfang grunted as he walked home, the one he shared with his human.

…

"Thanks, Gobber. I'm sorry I went there and used Hiccup as means to stop you. I should have faith in you, you know what you're doing after all," Gustav kicked the floor as he stood by him and Stoick. "And I'm sorry I bit you, Chief."

"It's alright, Gustav. You did a good thing today, I'm sure Hiccup would be proud," Stoick smiled.

"That's it!? No punishment for the beast? That walking fire pit nearly burned the village to bits!" Mildew complained.

"But he didn't. We can't punish one dragon because of a tooth, thankfully, no one was hurt," Stoick stepped forward, causing the old man o scoff before taking his leave with his sheep.

…

Gustav finished the portrait of the riders with their dragons by the gate of the arena. The sun was shining brighter than it had for weeks and all around dragons and Vikings were coming together. There were men and women riding them as they brought in the first catches of the day and several mending new bridges and roofs which were now a treat rather than a pain. Gobber and Bones worked together in the forge making false dragon teeth and doing dental work for their patients while Gothi and Etch shielded themselves from the sunlight with wooden umbrellas. A new sign was being posted over the arena, a round wooden crest with the image of a Night Fury with one red fin.

Aarne smiled as he walked forward to see it get hung up over the entrance by Fishlegs and Snotlout. He gave Gustav a firm punch on the arm. "Berk Dragon Academy, I like the sound of that. Is that the update for Hiccup?" he asked as he noticed Sharpshot impatiently pacing back and forth, waiting to go see her.

"Yep, I think she's going to be pretty impressed with what we've got in store for her when she gets back," Gustav grinned as he proofread his article:

_To Hiccup, Dragon Queen:_

_This is Berk. For generations it's been Viking against dragon. The battles were furious, then one day, everything changed. You met Toothless, and together you've shown people here that instead of fighting dragons we can ride them, live with them, even train them. Dragons can change who they are, but who would want them to? Dragons are powerful, amazing creatures. They reflect us in so many ways and teach us much more about ourselves from just being around them. I know they've done that for me._

_When the world around you changes, the good men find a way to change with it. There are many good men around here on Berk willing to take the good with the bad. And Gobber is one of those good men. In fact, he's one of the best. Everybody needs a place in the world. Some people are born to theirs. Some people discover theirs. And some people make a place for themselves. He changed his ways of killing and is now helping others to work with them and care for their needs. I think that's pretty cool._

_I hope you like the changes around here and I wish you the best in your role as queen._

_Your friend and student, Gustav Larson, Berk Dragon Academy Instructor_

…

After finishing his letter he tied it onto Sharpshot who was eager to head off when Stoick arrived, breathing in the fresh air. "It's a good day. I'm proud of you; you've all made me proud. This Dragon Training Academy is for you and the future of our people. Treat it well and it will last a lifetime." He cut the red ribbon placed over the gates and the crowd of dragons and Vikings cheered, all except Mildew who held a bitter expression on his old face.

"Now all you have to do is train them," Stoick smiled widely.

"Not a problem, Chief, I've got him," Gustav reassured as he petted Fanghook under the chin before hearing a less than subtle cough from the teens.

"And them too. And we've also got Hiccup out there, learning all she can about dragons," he finally allowed Sharpshot to buzz off towards the sunrise as he made his way over to spread the news of the epic change on the Isle of Berk, thanks to a Viking and her Night Fury.


	3. Chapter 3

_Hello again. In this chapter, we catch a glimpse into Hiccup and Toothless' new life on Dragon Island and encounter a new dragon whose presence slowly drives a wedge between the two as well as Hiccup encountering her personal nightmares and struggling with her memories. Posting this chapter 10-6-2014. Next chapter to be posted in 7-8 days due to work and for that I apologize. Thank you and please enjoy. _

**_Update 10-14-2014: Due to work hours changing and longer overtime shifts, I haven't been able to finish the next chapter to the story. I wish I had more time to do so but with my week fully booked with restaurant reservations (I work as a chef) the chapter as is not satisfying to me. I'm so sorry to have to ask for an additional two day extension just to fix things up and make the story a better read for you, the reader. There is nothing I hate more than to disappoint people and I'm sorry to have to do this. I will work my hardest to get the story out._**

**_To the reader, I apologize and I promised to try not to let this happen again. Thank you and I'm sorry._**

_..._

Soaring high above the clouds on the back of a Night Fury is the happiest girl in the Archipelago, sole human on Dragon Island as well as its queen. Her short brunette hair waves wildly with the breeze as the warmth from the sun kisses her almond colored freckled face. A smile spreads over her lips as she unlatched her safety harnesses attached to her dark brown boardshorts and clipped them behind her into belt mode.

"Okay, bud, you ready?" she looked down to her knight and teammate.

"_Let's do this_," he let out an impatient growl of approval, the rush of flying with her for hours still in his blood.

Unclamping her artificial metal left leg, she swiftly brought her limbs together to her core as she crouched on top of his leather saddle with her hands still firmly holding onto his rails before pressing herself slightly down. Taking a quick breath as the clouds below break and the image of her home and domain came into sight. A thick lush greenery covers the island's dense forest while the tall dormant volcano casts a cooling shadow over the black pebbled beach. She smiled once more before pushing herself off of his back till she was past him in flight and back flipped downward into a free fall dive towards the oceanic blue reef around the coastline of Dragon Island with a cheerful "Yeehaw!"

Following by her side, the Night Fury dove parallel to her, matching her speed and excitement as they let the warm air envelope their bodies while darting down without a care in the world. For them, flight was all about freedom, trust and taking a chance. Each couldn't fly without the other and they wouldn't have it any other way as they looked to one another with all the content and delight the world could possible contain. She shot him a sweet smile and he flashed her his signature toothless grin as he reached his right paw to her bare left shoulder, giving it a light tap to allow her body to rotate twice mid-dive. Facing him once more, they grinned as they sped downward and allowed their bright green eyes of peridot and serpentine to close, taking in the glow from the midmorning sun before synchronizing their body as he flipped and she spun herself back to his saddle before unbuckling her belt back into harness mode. Reattaching her metal leg, she activated his synthetic red left fin to the open position and pulled the rails upward.

She howled joyfully as he spread his wings and angled his flight towards the sunrise before turning back with a downward flip and spiral towards the coastline of their home, landing gently onto the warm pebbles on a patch of unshaded beach and allowed them heat his paws delightfully.

He chuckled as his rider and queen undid her binds on his saddle back to a belt position as her right dark knee-length gladiator sandal stepped onto the rocks. The names of these two individuals are Toothless the Night Fury and Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, but here she's known solely as Hiccup the Hope.

"That was a good dive!" Hiccup praised with a smile as she adjusted the string around her neck from her green halter top swimsuit behind her metal shield before doing the same to the back strings attached to the mesh around her midriff dyed the same shade over her brown leather vest.

"_Thank you, Milady_," he grinned as he pressed his cheek to hers lovingly and allowed her to retrieve her wooden staff from the holster on his saddle.

In all honesty, she didn't really need to carry a shield or staff with her while she roamed her island but it gave Toothless relief to know she still used them and trained with them on a regular basis as they playfully dueled with each other when work was done. For Toothless, he couldn't have been happier to be right by Hiccup's side. She meant the world to him in so many ways. It was nearly a month ago she risked her life to save not only his life, but the lives of every dragon on the island from the wrath of a false dragon god. Since then, things on the isle have changed, for the best all would agree. The first few days they settled on Dragon Island were the most difficult for Hiccup. She would wake up early in his arms and have to remind herself she wasn't living on the Isle of Berk anymore and didn't have all these responsibilities and burdens to perform anymore. She'd then shimmy her way out of his hold, miraculously not stirring him from his sleep -which bothered him to an extent- and try to find little things to do to keep herself busy while Toothless peacefully slumbered. It took some time, but she was finally able to relax and was soon able to move into her new role as queen, something that seemed to come naturally for her. Mostly, she took the time to learn about each dragon living on the island, developing a special bonds with them, and although she could only speak to Toothless fully, she was able to communicate with them via clicks and whistles. It was a language that tickled the tip of her nose and cringled it in just the right way for Toothless to continually coo and purr when she'd use it. He noticed she was now smiling more and it made his heart warm with this feeling of love for her, almost like this was where she was always meant to be, surrounded by dragons and the evergreen. But most of all, him. The other dragons never treated her with distain because she was a human, if anything they truly cared for her as if she were one of their own, even if she wasn't their queen. They respected her as a person, a friend, as a part of their mixed family. That's what made her special to them.

Taking in a breath of the morning air, Hiccup felt calm and at peace. The smell of the ocean breeze and the sound of the slow wave crashing onto the pebbled beach along with the late autumn glow of the morning sun on her little piece of paradise gave her all the liberty in the world. Here, there was no rush. No heavy obligations. Just smooth currents of both sky and sea and she loved every moment of her time. Even more so with Toothless there to share it with. He was there for her the moment she'd awaken to greet the new day and there to kiss her cheek lovingly before bed at night. Toothless...was irreplaceable.

Along with the familiar serene sounds of nature, there was a pattering of dragon wings with the cheerful chatters from a dear friend. "Welcome back, Sharpshot, how was the trip?" Hiccup smiled as she greeted his approaching flying dorm, catching him as he landed in her embrace. He nuzzled comfortably onto her bosom, hearing and enjoying the light pattering of her heartbeat.

"_Too long for my taste, but hey, that's what I get for being the all-important postal carrier of the Queen of Dragon Island as well as for the young Instructor of the Berk Dragon Academy. Yep, it's a gig not many Terrors can perform_," he confidently rubbed his right claws onto his chest, polishing them neatly. "_But when I'm on duty, the Airmail is delivered in a 'Sharp Shot'!_"

"_So glad we can place our confidence in a dragon so important_…" Toothless drowned with a smirk, rolling his eyes but still happy to see his friend. Although he wasn't too thrilled with him getting so comfortable with his Hiccup…

"I'll take that as things are going smoothly over on Berk," Hiccup laughed as she undid the string around Sharpshot's paw, taking the letter and reading it with a smile. "I knew he could do it… I'm so proud of him. Everyone."

"_Yep, kid's got the whole island on a revamp. You should see it. Total transformation…"_ Sharpshot cooed as he rubbed the top of his head onto her neck, jiggling the shell necklace hugging about her collarbone.

Closing her eyes, Hiccup tried to imagine Berk anew, adorn in bright vivid colors that could make a rainbow blush with envy. The sun would be shining brightly as sound birds and Terrible Terrors zooming by the village rooftops, singing the melodies of joy and freedom at the top of their lungs. She could see Gobber working in the forge with Bones by his side, mending dragon saddles and making tools for Vikings; advancing their everyday living. She saw Gothi finding ways to use medicine to heal both man and beast with Etch shielding her visions from the sunlight. The everyday people would be walking side by side with dragons of their own and riders could be hear zooming through the clouds like hawks. A vision of Gustav came to minds as he spoke to others of how to trust and care for ones dragons with Fanghook there to aid him. There would be dragons freely roaming around the plaza and forests, going about their merry days without a care in the world or fear for the Hooligan tribe. She could see her father…

Her eyes shot open to stop anymore visions.

_No…_ she thought with a slowly fading smile. _I'm not his child anymore…_

For Hiccup, it still hurt to look too closely towards the future of her homeland. Even with the weeks passed, her wounds completely healed thanks to Toothless and a new feeling of bliss enveloping her soul, it was still going to take some more time before her heart and mind were ready to fully recover and face the Chief of the Hairy Hooligans once more. If she was truly honest with you and herself, she'd tell you she was secretly afraid of that man. There were mornings when she'd miss him. She'd wake up sometimes before the sunrise and would sit silently in the shadows on the far side of the cave while Toothless was still asleep because when she tried to reach into her mind to pull out her father's image, all she could see was a large bear-like creature with fists at the ready out to strike her. The very thought was sending cold shivers down her spine, shivers which Toothless and Sharpshot noticed as the paper between her fingertips began to shake slightly.

"_Hiccup…_" Toothless leaned in and pressed his snout onto her forearm, snapping her out of her trance.

"Huh?"

"_You okay?_" he asked, seeing the slight shadow of fear in her eyes and he knew she was thinking about that day again.

"Y-yeah, I'm just…so proud of everyone… Thank you so much for the letter, Sharpshot. You should rest off, you must be tired…" Hiccup smiled weakly before placing him on the beach gently, the warm stones warming his paws. While he was on the winded side, Sharpshot couldn't help but notice how her expression changed after reading the letter. It was a bittersweet moment.

Feeling anxious, Hiccup began walking towards the forest line to find something to do, anything that would get her mind off of these shadowed images wandering within her mind that seemed to manifest into her reality like transparent outlines of lost figures. Every time she'd open her mind and try to focus on the good times she must have had with Stoick the Vast, on Berk, there were foggy images of people she was sure she must have known but were hidden from her sights. Were these shadowy figments of her imagination real? Were they once a part of her family and why did it sting her mind so much when she wanted to dig in and pull out those moments, forcing her to stop? The past seemed so far and clouded and yet so close and clear. Lately she had been having more of those moments now that her thoughts were free from obligations; it was one of the few downsides to living in paradise. Thankfully, she knew how to remedy the feeling for a while and gave a light smile as she extended her staff outward and with a thrust lifted her body up a far distance and hopped onto a fallen tree trunk, balancing her stride with the staff horizontal in both hands as she continued deeper into the evergreen.

Toothless watched as she walked off and followed closely behind on the ground adjacent to her. He hated when she'd get like this, how quiet her voice would become and how her eyes would slightly dimmed. During some mornings he'd catch her seated to the far end of their cave, blankly staring into the vast void of nothingness on the stone walls. He'd do his best to comfort her in any way he could. Sometimes he'd find some berries and pluck her a branch full of ripe fruit or just simply curl up right beside her, telling her everything was going to be alright. Even if some of these mornings and moments were rare, it still ached his heart to know she was still facing her own demons and there was no way he could go in and fight them for her. He definitely would if he could.

Hopping onto a different log, Hiccup allowed the passing shadows and light from the breaks in the braches above to continually cool and heat her skin as she tried to organize herself. They passed a small herd of yaks and Toothless couldn't help but chuckled for a moment as they wandered about and grazed on the tall fields of grass. It was within the first week Hiccup had arrived that many of the dragon brought back live animals for her not knowing that their queen was an herbivore and since they themselves didn't eat them, they were left to roam the island freely and once realizing they were not on the menu, grew comfortable here.

Dragon Island was now a place of comfort, not cruelty.

…

After walking a fair distance, they made it to a waterfall where several dragons were gathered for a drink or to catch the small but abundant freshwater fish that swam in the cool liquid for a light snack. Many of the younger dragons were playing around in small mud puddles, splashing about and honing in on their hunting skills. This was one of the things Hiccup's reign -the reign of Hope as they called it- brought. Joy.

As the two were making their way towards the stream, the chattering calls of baby dragons hopping about caught sight of Hiccup and soon bombarded her to the knees with excitement, eager to greet their queen to another fine morning. She giggled softly as she kneed down to salute each and every one a good morning, calming them down with light soothing fifes similar to hushing but with a tinge of a whistling coo before she motioned for them to return to their playtime. With cheerful expressions, the young dragons rushed off back to their mud puddles or raced off into the forest to chase each other about. Hiccup gave a slow sigh of relief as she looked all around her. The sunlight was bouncing off of the crystal clear falls and stream, placing small diamond of light onto its calm surface as the warm breeze rustled through the tree limbs, swaying the leaves into the most beautiful melody of autumn. All around Nadders, Zipplebacks, Gronckles and Nightmares lounged around as they sun bathed on large rocks or on the soft mossy earth near the stream. There were days she couldn't believe this was her new home, it was just too peaceful to be real and yet here she was, and right by her side to experience this new world to her was her best friend and first true love, Toothless.

Lifting their heads out of the waters, a tall teal Zippleback came forward to Hiccup after munching on minnows, making their way to her and lowered both heads down to greet their queen and healer.

"Hey there, you two, how are your scratches?" she asked placing each palm onto each of their damp heads before turning over to show her the clearing marking on their sides. "Aw, they look much better. Take it easy until they fully heal, you're doing great," Hiccup smiled as she ran her fingertips over the slowly fading claw marks on his scales. Many of the dragons had large scars over their bodies, some even missing limbs or eyes from battling each other, facing the wrath of Red Death or human themselves. She did all she could to help their pain and with every healing she performed, it only seemed to solidify the dragons fondness for her. They had never known a human to be so gentle and caring to anything other than themselves. Hiccup saw them, their pain and fear, and could see herself. She treated them the same way she wanted to be treated and it showed greatly. With her approval, the Zippleback bowed their heads once more and went on their way to cool off in the tranquil waters as small fish tickled their claws.

Giving Hiccup a light push to her side, Toothless purred as he led her back into the forest. "_You feeling better?"_

"Yeah… I don't know, Toothless, I'm so happy Berk is accepting dragons and slowly changing but a part of me still refuses to believe it. It just seems like yesterday we met and now the world around us is moving so fast. I don't know if I'm ready to…" she looked down to the heather and traced her fingertips over their tall tips.

"_Then don't rush with the world. Like I tell you, take this slowly and wait it out until it's a certainty that everything has boiled over. I don't want you to throw yourself back into the pot and get hurt again, you're still recovering." _Toothless cooed, pressing himself close to her forearm. "_You're still having those visions, are you?"_ he asked helping her up a narrow incline

"Most mornings… It's like I'm being followed by spirits or something like that. When I try to make sense of them my brain only seems to hurt."

"_These things take time. I'm sure you'll figure out how to work it out."_ Toothless settled her down on a small stone before sniffing around for something she could eat.

It became a little game for him to track down hidden vegetables within the earth and give to her, it made him feel like he was needed. Their feeding routine changed since moving here. Every morning, afternoon and late in the evening Hiccup would gather woven baskets she made out of dried sea grass and place them into a small ship she and Toothless built together out one of the many broken Viking warships scattered around the sea stacks. They dubbed it _The Hopeful Puffin_ and while it was a small little thing, it was all the two really needed to go out and catch fish. She'd board the ship and he'd push her out into sea before climbing in and they'd sailed to a suitable spot before she'd release a net out to catch Toothless his meals. The waters around Dragon Island were teaming fish of all shapes and sizes and not fifteen minute later the two would have all their baskets filled with fresh salty fish. It would take all the patience and control in the world for Toothless to not simply gorge down on the tempting baskets before him but he'd somehow manage till they returned back to shore. Any additional baskets they'd fill she'd give out to other dragons who took to net fishing quite well as she taught them to scoop fish with them to feed themselves and their families. For the first time, her people could fill their bellies to their fullest and it was the best feeling in the world to not go hungry anymore.

Hiccup giggled as she watched Toothless bounce from one place to another, digging up small sweet golden beets and celeriac along with a branch of bilberries. While she could only eat the beet and the berries right now, she placed the celeriac in her satchel she fastened onto Toothless' saddle for later use when they returned to the cave.

Dragon Island didn't have the most abundant supply of edible vegetation but she wasn't picky and she was lucky enough to have saved some of the seeds from the fruits Gothi had packed her in the medical kit and scattered them over the island in a random fashion. During her first week on the island, she wondered if she should plant a garden but opposed to the idea and instead spread the fruit and vegetable seeds she'd find randomly. She wanted to keep Dragon Island as wild as nature had intended it to be for centuries. The dragons helped her by providing nutrient rich fertilizer for the growing seedlings and did their best to not step on them.

Once she was finished with her breakfast, Hiccup rose, stretching out and feeling better about things. Toothless really knew how to make her forget her worries and focus on relaxing. "Thank you for that wonderful meal, best I've had in weeks," she smiled as they continued through the evergreen.

"_But of course,"_ Toothless smirked as he kissed her cheek.

They had walked for a good forty-five minutes when the sound of a wild dragon's cry and the squeal of a boar came within earshot of the two and they sprang into action. While conflicts between dragon and the boars were rare, there were still times when the two would clash. Racing towards the noise, Hiccup jumped over fallen logs and the occasional boulder with her staff before reaching the site of a full-grown boar hovering over a stone closing trying to ream into it and whatever was within it. From the hideout she and Toothless could hear the faint calls of help from a dragon, one she wasn't familiar with but she wasn't going to stop that from having her aid the poor creature. Taking her staff she held it out like a spear and though it was blunted at both ends shot it near the boar below the hill, scaring it away with its tail curled between its legs.

"_Scavengers," _Toothless bit. It was his little nickname for the hogs as they made their way towards the small stone formation.

Pulling her staff out of the semi-soft earth, Hiccup lowered herself down to see the dragon that laid within the hole. She thought it could possibly be a small Nadder or Gronckle but that was inside was a dragon like she had never seem before. He was no bigger than a Terror and chattered cautiously at Hiccup's approaching form. Presenting her open palm she kneeled down to his level and did her best to calm his nerves.

"Hey, little guy. Who are you?" she smiled as he called out in high-pitched babbles before trying to snap at her fingers. Lucky for Hiccup she had quick reflexes and managed to pull her hand away before she had less digits to count with. "Whoa, settle down, big fella," she cooed before trying once more to coax him out.

Toothless' left eye twitched when the little beast tried to bite off at her fingers and motioned over to the opposite side to get a better look at the runt. Taking a whiff at the dragon, he could smell a sour charred mustiness. This was not a native dragon to the island and it had him now on edge at potential threats to his queen and friend. He could already tell he wasn't going to like this tiny monster…

"I've never seen anything like him," Hiccup gawked in amazement and a mix of curiosity.

She looked to Toothless who noticed her excitement and frowned as he glared back and roared out to the new dragon to "_Go Away_", although this was the censored version of the phrase he used.

"You're not helping," she groaned lifting herself up, scratching under her chin as she looked down to the now exiting little dragon. His head to neck were tinged in a pale shade of blue, decorated with two horns atop and one slightly curved one over his snout. The rest of his body was a beautiful shade of burnt orange-red with the lower tips of his wings the same shade as his head. She had to admit, he was definitely a cutie. "You know I think we may have discovered a new species…" she said with a sparkle in her eyes. It had been a while since she categorized a dragon and her mind was now racing with the possibilities of what this dragon had to offer.

Before she could even think a moment more, Toothless stepped forward and pushed her as far as he could from the new dragon. He knew that look in her eyes and if it meant she would be making a new friend with this little mess, he was going to put his two cents in and deny her the luxury.

"Whoa, hey, Toothless!" she managed as he shoved her body back and while she could never overpower him if she pushed back onto his snout, she knew he wouldn't shove her anymore. "What has gotten into you?" Instead of answering her, Toothless let out a low overprotective growl, slightly bearing his teeth.

Hiccup focused back to the new dragon and could see him fidgeting with his right-wing, slightly crying out in pain. "Looks like he's hurt," she blinked as she stepped back towards him. "Don't be afraid, I'm a friend."

The little dragon tested the word 'friend' on the tip of his tongue and it excited the roof of his mouth as it vibrated.

Reaching into one of the inner pockets of her vest, Hiccup pulled out a small wrapping of sweet grass she saved from the medical kit and presented it out to the dragon as he chattered and snapped his jaws by her actions. "Here. It's okay, it's just a little dragon nip."

The sweet scent of the herb lured the little one out of hiding. It was a smell he had never experienced before but it nipped at his nostrils lovingly as he leaned forward to take it.

Fueled with a new feeling of jealously, Toothless shouted out once more for the creature to leave, only scaring him onto Hiccup's form.

"Hey, come on, play nice," she motioned over to Toothless as she placed her hands onto the dragon, now sniffing her body and could pick up the sweet flavor of dragon nip on her skin and hair. It have him a warm feeling inside and his instincts told him to latch into her scent and not let go, which he thusly did so. And once his talons retracted, they slightly pierced into the skin over her breast, cutting into her lightly. She let out a small groan of pain and she pried the dragon off her flesh, holding him at bay. "Little dragon! Big claws!"

The warm feeling of blood trailed slowly down her reddened wounds as the little dragon kicked his feet slightly in midair. Standing up once more, Hiccup held the little dragon out gently as to not injure his already tender wing. "Come on, let's go. We'll fix you right up."

The tiny dragon looked into the female's bright green eyes and smiling face, the smell of her sweet grass scented blood wafting into his snout as the word, "_Friend!" _passed his sharp-toothed grin.

…

Back over near the stream, all the dragons gathered around to see the new dragon as he curled onto Hiccup's lap as she dressed his wing with a little splint. By that time Toothless had already healed her cut marks and cleared away her blood but his was boiling as he saw the little demon purr so comfortably on his woman's legs. This was just like the time he had met Sharpshot only ten, no a hundred times worse because she'd constantly praise the little guy for being so good for not fussing as she bandaged his wing. All around, the dragons wondered and asked what he could possibly be, none ever seeing a dragon quite like this before.

He kept quiet as he let the sweet-smelling creature cover his wing in cloth and adored the warmth from her skin on his belly. He made sure not to claw her and even rubbed his bull-like horns onto her boardshorts, loving the sound the fabric made on contact with them.

"_I see the queen has made a new friend,"_ a titan-winged dragon named Goliath smirked as he stood by the sulking Night Fury.

"_Punk's only here till that wing heals then he's off the island,"_ Toothless growled under his breath, seeing it cuddle closer to Hiccup's torso.

Goliath chuckled at this and gave his former student a cheeky grin. "_If I didn't know better, I'd say you were jealous of him."_

"_Pfff, as if. What do I have to be jealous of? He's nothing compared to me…"_ he continued to snarl.

"_It does raise the question of how he got here and where he's from. A few were saying you two found him being attacked by a Scavenger, this is quite disturbing indeed…"_

"_Hiccup's gonna be sending a letter soon to Gustav about this. Maybe there's information on him in the Book of Dragons?"_ His eyes slit and narrowed even more as Hiccup gave a small peck onto the little dragon's cheek and it took every once in him to not go overboard. "_I don't care where he came from or how he got here, I just want him gone…"_ And with his tempter high, Toothless marched off into the forest to go claw at some trees, anything to sink his black daggers into and imagine it as the obnoxious little brat seated so happily by his female's side.

…

Still going over measurements on the new dragon to mark down on the letter, Hiccup smiled from ear to ear as she documented everything she could about this strange little dragon. A part of her felt like Bork the Bold and wondered if he had felt the same jittery patter in inside as he observed a new dragon for the first time.

"Okay, wingspan: Twenty inches. A good size…" she said as she placed the measuring rope down and marked it on the sheet of paper. She examined the single claws on the tips of his wings and noted their sharpness, as well as any other special feature she could finds before lowering her charcoal pencil.

"Well, looks like we covered all the basics," Hiccup smiled as she rubbed underneath his chin, he leaning into it adoringly. "Soon we'll figure out what you are and have you on your own two wings in no time." She was grateful he only had a small sprain and not a broken wing. She knew a dragon who couldn't fly had little chance of surviving on its own. That was something she thought about a lot for Toothless. He was so independent and strong, even without one of his tail fins. It was something she really adored and admired about him, he never let his injury be his crutch.

From the far end of the stream, Hiccup could hear the all too familiar sound of heaving and her suspicions were confirmed at the sight of not just one, but several Gronckles desperately trying to heave outward. She sighed patiently before walking over to the group, the little dragon perched over her shoulder.

"You guys overdid it, didn't you?" She crossed her arms as she looked to them while they tried to hide their shame. "It's okay, I'm not mad. We can fix this," Hiccup chuckled as she lowered herself to rub one of the Gronckle's bellies and after several good scratches expelled a piping hot mass of red lava that cooled into Gronckle iron. Hiccup did this perhaps eight times and soon a stretch of the bank near the stream was covered in a silver-ish glow of metal.

"That's a lot of Gronckle iron," Hiccup stated as she lifted one up. She could use some in her and Toothless' cave for emergencies or tool mending but the rest would just collect dust and it was a shame since the ore was so versatile. An idea popped into her head as she gathered the rest of the sheets and raced over to the sheet and wrote down an additional piece of information:

_...P.S. Some of the Gronckles are producing a lot of iron and I can't possibly use it all. If Gobber would like, he and Bones can come pick up the ore to take back to Berk. Bones knows the way to my new home and we'll be patiently waiting for your reply on both the dragon investigation and the offer._

_Your friend and mentor, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III._

With the letter now complete, Hiccup rolled it securely and whistled out for Sharpshot to come forward, which he did so on a flash with a determined sense of duty. Letter in paw, Sharpshot darted out into the sky towards Berk, the late afternoon light from the sun gracing his wings on his voyage.

"I better get these and myself home. Do you feel comfortable on your own or do you want to come with me for the night?" Hiccup asked the dragon purring over her backside.

He let out a cheering, "_Friend!"_ wanted more than anything to not be left alone in the dark.

"Alright then, let's head home," she smiled before saying her farewells to the remaining dragons and made the fair distance hike back to the cave she shared with Toothless.

…

"_No."_

"You didn't even let me finish what I was about to say," Hiccup alleged as she placed firewood over the small area they used to light the cave at night.

"_It's written all over your face what you're going to say and the answer is no. He can just sleep out where he was found…"_ Toothless groaned as the tiny dragon scurried from one end of the cave to another. He still wasn't too pleased she was still with him and even less so with him here. This cave was for him and Hiccup, not for a third-party member to just barge in and make himself home.

"Oh, but just look at him, he's all alone in this world with nowhere or no one to turn to but us." She pled to him as she finished aligning the chopped wood together. Placing her palm under Toothless' chin, she pulled him close to her face and kissed the tip of his snout. "Just for the night, please."

Toothless loved it when she'd do this but tonight she was really testing his patience and feelings by doing this. He knew he couldn't deny her anything if she asked like that and batted her long eyelashes at him, it got him hot and bothered and he was sure she knew it too.

With a heave grunt, he rolled his eyes and sighed. "_One night…"_

Hiccup leaned down and kissed him once more. "_Thank you," _she purred and chirped trying out her Dragonese she was slowly learning for him.

If he could blush, his face would most likely be red from hearing her say that and even though he couldn't it didn't stop him from turning his head bashfully.

"Hear that, little guy, looks like you can stay for the night," she giggled walking over to stop him from running around wildly.

The little dragon squawked in delight as he saw Toothless ready himself to ignite the pile of wood and wanted to show off to the sweet grass smelling female he was just as good as him. His fire was much faster to ignite and he shot a burst of fire out to the fire pit, providing a torch for the enclosure. Toothless was taken aback by the action and stared at the younger dragon as he leapt into Hiccup's arms.

"Looks like we got ourselves a little Torch," she smiled and rubbed under Torch's chin.

"_Lucky shot…"_ Toothless mumbled under his breath.

"Okay, who's hungry?" Hiccup asked not hearing Toothless' complaints. Taking the celeriac from her satchel on his saddle on the end of the cave, she cleaned away it's surface before walking over to a wooden she built and using a small dagger, cut off the stem, peeled the skin off and sliced into the bulb of the root before using the new flying pan she made from some of the Gronckle iron and poured in a bit of water so she could par boil the root for a light soupy mash. While the pan was heating up by the fire, she brought out the basket meant for Toothless' dinner and placed it before him.

"Okay, a hundred for you," she said before taking one from the top of the pile and placing it on a small wooden plank of wood for Torch, "and one for you." Toothless licked his chops, readying himself to dine. "There you go, boys, your first supper together."

Turning back to stir her pan, Hiccup left the boys to enjoy their meals. Toothless smiled watching her go and once he looked down to feast on his meal, it was nearly all gone. At the bottom of the basket was a fish carcass, the head still attached mockingly as a burp escaped Torch's mouth as he looked to Toothless with big innocent gold eyes.

"_Why, you little…!"_ he spat out as Torch chattered off to one end of the cave.

"Whoa, Toothless, you're sure hungry tonight, aren't ya, bud?" Hiccup returned back to retrieve his empty basket with a smile. She was afraid he wouldn't have eaten but was glad he still had his appetite.

Toothless turned his sights to the thriving dragon on the side of the cave and roared out a threat in some fairly colorful language low enough for only him to hear.

"_T-T-Torch still hungry,"_ he complained to Toothless.

…

After Hiccup finished her dinner and washed her dishes while Toothless gave a quick sweep of the cave with a twig bristled broom they got ready for bed and normally this consisted of him lying on the ground with his wings held open as Hiccup changed into her sleeping gown and placed herself into his hold before giving each other a goodnight kiss, but they had company so the routine was thrown off. For starters, Toothless had pushed Hiccup to the dark end of the cave and spread his long black wings outward to cover her body from the younger dragon's eyes, only he was allowed to see her bare form. It was when Hiccup cleared a small stone for Torch to sleep on that he refused to let go of her white nightdress, forcing Toothless to yank him off of her, sending him off with such a racket.

Torch then returned to Hiccup's side and whined about not wanting to sleep alone and be cold that Hiccup couldn't help but hold him close. "Toothless, you don't mind if we all sleep together for the night, do you?"

"_Oh no, I draw the line there. No way I'm sleeping with him." _He was already fed up with the little brat. First he steals Hiccup's attention, eats his dinner and now he wants to cuddle up with them in bed. He wasn't about to share that with him and tried once more to pull Torch from Hiccup, only to have him wrap his little wings over her neck and hold her tightly so that if he did pull him, he'd take her down too.

Frustrated, Toothless growled once more before moving to the left of the cave and scorching the floor in a circle before laying atop it and shutting his eyes hard, trying to sleep away this nightmare.

Hiccup's heart fell when he walked away from her. This was the first time he ever did that to her and she somehow felt cold from it. She reached out for him but his face was towards the wall. She could tell he was obviously mad but what choice did she have, she knew what it was like to have to sleep alone in the dark when you had no one to turn to. Torch didn't deserve to sleep like that… Kneeling to the hard ground, Hiccup cradled Torch in her arms before lying flat and curled her legs to her core for warmth. Torch was her only warmth that night, but it didn't help remedy her silent shivers as she drifted to sleep. A small tear fell down her face, unnoticed by the small dragon in her arms and the dark one on the far side wanting to shed one too.

When he was sure she was asleep, he turned to see her, balled up and trembling. He hated his stubborn pride almost as much as the snoring little home wrecker in her arms that she held close for security. Toothless could see that Torch's sore wing was fully healed already, meaning it wasn't as bad as he was making it out to be. The little imp even proved it by flapping them in his sleep. Toothless let out a heavy sigh as he leaned over Hiccup, brushing the lose strands of hair away from her face with his snout gently, earning him a soft moan from her.

_I'm sorry, Hiccup. It's not you, it's him…_

…

Meanwhile, on the opposite side of Dragon Island, while every dragon rested in their caves and nests, a giant mother dragon soared in on swift wings and landed at the spot where her son's scent ended. He was flew off from home after a heated argument with his siblings and seemed to have made it here. She sniffed the surround air where the small stone formation was, desperate to track his scent but a heavy aroma of fields and sweetness blocked her from grabbing hold of his. While sweet grass calmed most dragons, it did little to soothe the anger and maternal rage of the dragon as she roared out in fury for her son. She unleashed a heavy stream of fire onto the trees, burning them in an instant as she cried out to the heavens for her child.

…

Toothless could hear loud roars, their message too blurred by anger to understand and he ran out the cave to the darkness of the sandy cool beach. He sped to a high rock hill and listened to the horrible cries as Goliath came flying in from his sleep.

"_What have we got?"_ Toothless commanded in his military-like demeanor as if the new reign of Hope didn't exist.

"_Hard to say. It's a female but from here I can't tell what she wants? Perhaps a challenge on our queen?" _Goliath asked worryingly.

Toothless growled at the thought. He was already on edge, now he had to deal with this potential threat from a female dragon. "_Set up a small brigade to monitor the situation up close. If she leaves the island let her go, if she steps closer to this end to NOT hesitate to take her down. Our top priority is to protect Hiccup."_

"_Should we alert her to the intruder?"_

"_No. She's already dealing with her own demons, I don't to have to burden her with this. If anything happens, **I'LL** handle it for her."_ He gave a firm look out as a bright glow emerged from the forest before slowly fading. Soon the female's cries ended and the night grew calmer once more.

"_She's gone. Should I still set out the troops?" _Goliath asked.

"_Negative. I'll stand post for now. I'll alert you to any further activity."_

"_Alright, sir." _And with that, Goliath went off to his own cave on the south side of the island.

Toothless stood patrol for a good part of the night until the close break of day and grew restless before heading back into the cave. He could still see she was shaking in her sleep and he ached to just embrace her in his warmth. Instead, the sound of loud snoring from Torch had him puff his breath as he went off to his previous spot to finally sleep, his stomach growls acting as a cruel lullaby.

…

When Hiccup woke up, she was cold and her side hurt from sleeping on stone. Her movements did nothing to stir Torch from his slumber and she slowly placed him on the ground as she rose from her stiff position. She looked over to Toothless who was curled into a tight ball, his body slowly rising and falling with his every breath. A part of her wanted to go over to him, greet him to the new day, but what if he was still upset? She didn't want him mad at her because she was feeling insecure. She needed to be strong and independent like him, not weak and unsure like she was on Berk. Here she had to be a queen and that meant protecting others. Turning over to change, Hiccup quietly hoped today would be better than the last.

She was getting ready to go for a fishing trip when Torch finally rose from sleep, chirping merrily that he was the first to arise before Toothless and ran towards Hiccup, hugging her leather strapped leg. Hushing him to not waken Toothless and examined his wing. It seemed better and she was sure he'd be able to fly in no time, but he whimpered falsely seeing the concern in her eyes fade away. After second guessing herself, she exited the cave with several baskets, Torch following behind as she loaded The Hopeful Puffin before pushing it out to the warming morning waters.

The sun was beginning to rise and she could see the slow speckles of first light touching the waters with its warm fingers towards the vessel. Hiccup rowed the boat a fair distance before tossing over the nets, Torch watching closely as she performed every task like lowering the sail and dropping the small stone anchor overboard. He was so fascinated by her every movement that he felt he couldn't blink lest he missed her doing something amazing. His gaze on her was distracted as small bubbles formed over the side of the boat and from it, popped up the head of a Scaludron.

He held his head high before bowing to the young human queen of dragons, greeting her with fair winds and tides.

"Atlas, _Good morning,"_ she said in a mixture of her tongue and his.

"_And a fair morning to you, young Queen Hiccup. I see you are without your wary Night Fury of a partner and I must say it is a finer day not having to hear his insisting rambles and muttering, but to be young and in love as they say…" _The Scaludron continued and even though Hiccup could only make out little pieces of his nearly one-sided conversation, she was happy to see him. "_Where is that chap? Hasn't run off on such a beautiful lady such as yourself, has he?"_

Hiccup shook her head as she pulled on the netting to retrieve the last catch, Atlas talking for so long she managed to finish her fishing. "_Sleep."_

"_On such a glorious day? The nerve of some youths I must say… I don't understand how and why you put up with his uncouth mannerisms at times, my lady, when you are quite possibly the most civil creature I have met and I've seen the world over innumerable times."_

"_Love,"_ Hiccup blushed as she grinned and confessed to her Scaludron friend.

Torch watch as the honey glow sunshine touched Hiccup's face, lighting up her smile even more and making her peridot eyes sparkle with an amber flare. She gave off this energy, this aura of radiance and it drew the young dragon to her in a way he never thought possible. This Hiccup, was the kindest, sweetest, and nicest creature he had ever met and she was his friend. But she saw that nasty, mean Night Fury, Toothless as her love? He felt Hiccup deserved better than that. She deserved someone who would hold her at night and go on fishing trips with her, like him perhaps?

"_Aw, innocent adoration, what it does to us at times?" _Atlas cooed. "_Love can be a powerful force. Sometimes more so than a typhoon… I'll leave you to be, my lady, you and your small little friend here."_ Before Torch could tell the water dragon he was not little and was almost an adult, he sank back into the deep, leaving the queen and the small one on the Hopeful Puffin.

Hiccup smiled as she reached out to grab the last fish when the texture felt different, slimy almost and looking down she could see it was not a fish at all, but a black eel with yellow stippled markings over it. She let go of the Clouded Smoked eel and panicked slightly, this was the first time she had caught one and it set her in a fright as it wriggled around on the deck of her ship. Her reaction to the eel sparked an idea in Torch's head and he dove down and quickly slurped up the delicious meal in one go. Hiccup was about to protest but seeing his seemed alright eating it she wondered if it was a natural diet choice for him.

"Wow, Torch, thank you. You're one of a kind," she lowered herself to pet him under the chin, to which he full heartedly accepted. "Toothless hates eels."

Torch's expression slightly deflated upon hearing the mean dragon's name. It was going to take a lot for him to out shine a Night Fury, but he'd try. He felt determined as they sailed back to shore, the morning sun climbing up to start a new day.

…

Heavy, tired eyes opened, Toothless stretched himself out of his sleeping position. His arms felt empty without Hiccup there and when he turned to see her, she was gone. It wasn't just her, the little brat, Torch as well and while he was glade the little monster vanished, Hiccup's disappearance set him on a scramble. He sniffed around for her, looked over the cave three times before racing outdoors to see her pulling up towards the shoreline, Torch by her side with cases of fish.

_She went fishing without me… _Toothless felt hurt. They did everything together. Just them, because they were a team. So why was she out with a new dragon? In his half-awake state, he wasn't going to think it over logically and marched towards her in a rage. "_Where have you been?!"_

"Good morning to you too, Mr. Bossy. Torch and I went fishing, that's all," she replied with a crooked brow. This wasn't his usual behavior.

"_You should have woke me up! You know you're not allowed outside without me!"_

There was something about his comment that rang into her ears. It was from a different voice and it seemed so long ago that it was said to her.

_**You know you're not allowed outside without me, Sis…**_

Her head began to hurt, and it spun out of control from her state of vertigo that she had to take hold of the Puffin for stability. She was confused about many things right now, but for now she'd focus on the one before her.

"I didn't want to disturb you while you slept and I can make decisions of my own free will, Toothless. If I want to go outside, I will." She panted firmly to him as she regained her balance.

"_Not without me you don't! You may be the Queen but if I tell you something, I expect you to listen and not be stubborn about it!"_ he was still on defense mode and letting his general voice out on her.

"Don't talk to me like I'm a subordinate, Toothless! I'm not lesser than you, I'm your equal here!"

"_You're NOT my equal…!"_ was all he could muster out before her face went from defensive to offended. He could have finished his sentence, that she was most important than him and he worried about her but Torch flew onto his face, trying to claw at him.

"_I-I-Is meany to Hiccup!"_ Torch cried out before being tossed to the sandy beach hardly, landing him on the side of his healed but bandaged wing.

"TORCH!" Hiccup shouted as she raced to pick him up, Toothless stopping her by yanking on her vest. He had it with the twerp, Hiccup was his and they were going home, now.

Fidgeting, Hiccup slipped out of her vest and ran to Torch, slowly picking him up off the ground. "Are you okay?"

"_T-T-Torch's wing hurts!"_ he mewled, acting hurt.

"Toothless? Why would you do this? What's gotten into you?" Hiccup's eyes were filled with fear, concern and confusion. She didn't recognize this Toothless and she wanted him the way he normally was.

"_Get over it and get out of here!"_ Toothless snarled loudly to Torch before running off into the forest.

It was the last time she heard from or seen of him for the rest of the day.

…

Hiccup waited the whole day by the entrance of the cave, hoping for Toothless to come home but he never did. The sun had already left the sky and the full moon seemed to be the only light in the world. She barely ate her dinner of beets and wild mushrooms and the basket meant for Toothless' breakfast, lunch and dinner had gone untouched. For the most part, she remained silent and on occasion would say little things to Torch as she checked his wing.

He, on the other hand, was enjoying his time alone with Hiccup. When he had left, she nursed him back to health with fish and a hot shower, something he had never had before but thoroughly liked as she massaged her fingertips onto his scales and washing him clean. If the Night Fury would never return, he could get used to this life.

Dressed in her nightdress, Hiccup sighed a lonely sigh as she killed the fire on the pit and sat on the stone floor where she and Toothless normally slept together. She felt so deserted in this cold dark cavity. It made her mind think the walls of the cave were closing in on her, making her feel cramped and the lost voice she had heard before crossed her head.

_**You don't need to be afraid, Sis. Bro's here to protect you…**_

She didn't have a brother, so why would she hear this voice that made her feel good inside tell her so? It made no sense to her and that frightened her a lot more than calming her down. If she did have a brother, she'd want for him to be brave and big, someone who could scare away all the fears in her mind. But she was an only child, and she didn't have a brother. She didn't even have her dragon anymore. Hiccup closed her eyes and let several tears fall. When she opened them again, she could swear there were two big glowing eyes staring directly into her soul. Two oval predator-like eyes that never blinked or moved, they just kept staring at her shapelessly in the darkness.

Hiccup dreaded looking away and yet she didn't want to face this demon of her own manifestation. Curling her body, Hiccup trembled from the cold and from fear as she could feel the two eyes watching her every breath in the shadows…
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…

Slowly, Hiccup inhaled and exhaled in a soothing rhythm after what felt like long hours of restlessness with her eyes closed. It felt like forever that the glowing orbs of another existence watched her, doing nothing but staring as she breathed. The manifestation didn't move, didn't seem to have a breath or seemed to blink but this was something Hiccup wasn't too sure on since she refused to open her eyes and acknowledge its presence. At first she thought it was Toothless, but she could feel something different from this force than the one she was accustomed to with him. And if it was him, wouldn't she be able to hear his breathing, sense his warmth, and know for certain it was him? When sleep finally took hold of her, her body felt stiff and weightless but in reality she was shivering in a cold sweat, groaning inaudibly holding Torch as close and firm as possible to share in his warmth while he remained oblivious to her troubles, snoring loudly and nuzzling onto her bosom.

As Hiccup's world began to grow cloudy, veiled by whispers of mist and mystery, a light before her transported her into a surreal dream:

_She found herself in the middle of an endless golden tall heather, swaying peacefully in the afternoon sun as long boulders of crystals in assorted shades and sizes shined their colors in mesmerizing patterns like a kaleidoscope. _

_Hiccup could trace her fingertips over the grass as she walked forward, a warm kiss of sunshine making her feel cozy and relaxed. The smell of freshly disturbed earth and autumn winds wafted into her nose with every step she took and the clouds in the sky were pearl, iridescent as the light pierced through them, creating cooling shadows on the prairie before passing by with the traffic of nature. Turning to the left and then to the right all she could see was an ever going field of heather and quartz, her existence being the only one in this world and yet she didn't feel alone. If anything, she felt…connected to something. Hiccup could hear her own heartbeat, thumping along with the pulse of wind and for a moment, she could have sworn there was a second one just off in sync from hers._

_The sound of grass rustling behind her turned her attention around and before she could see what it was that was behind her, it seemed to vanish. Left behind were almond tinged petals, scattering in the breeze. They looked mystical as they passed by her, some even combing through her short russet hair and tickling her neck. _

_Turning back around to watch them, they gathered atop a large clear quartz, the sun directly in her vision as the outline of what looked like a wolf pieced itself together and looked to her with almond shaded glowing eyes of peridot like hers. She wasn't afraid as she and it just stared into each other's eyes for the longest of eternities._

_Lifting its head towards the heavens, the shadowed wolf let out a melodic howl that held a tinge of whistles, clicks and coos. It sounded harmonic, echoing throughout the land of prairie and gems as they glowed even more, blinding her with bright lights of the spectrum in the most magical of ways. Soon the light dimmed and the wolf disappeared with a puff of smoke. The sun then faded into the light and shade of the moon, cooling the world around her as the wolf appeared from the shadows and she could see…_

A loud piercing cry in the physical realm shattered the image before her life shards of broken glass and her eyes shot open, dilated as the darkness of the cave featured two shadowed figures, clawing and clashing…

…

Toothless felt a mixture of shame, envy, regret and sadness as he tried desperately not to envision Hiccup holding Torch in her arms, smiling like he was the greatest creature in existence. She had her eyes on him, only on him and it stung his heart to the very nerve endings to think of such horrible things. He knew very well her duties were to the people, not only him. So why was it that this small, good-for-nothing crybaby was getting him so riled up? Was he really jealous of Torch? Or was it the thought that despite his rarity, strength and dedication towards Hiccup, that he could easily be replaced? This was something he never had to contemplate before but now it seemed a possible theory. Toothless was accustomed to being praised, honored, placed on the highest pedestal because he was the best. Was all of that not important to Hiccup? Did she look for other qualities to measure somebody's worth? And now was he even good enough for her? He was so confused and that only sank him into a deeper hole within his heart.

He sort of envisioned it as them together, side by side for as long as possible, exploring the vast and untamed open world, laughing over all the fond memories, wild adventures and experiences they were going to have…maybe they'd even grow deeper in love? And although he knew plans were always subjected to change; that picture in his head just seemed so alluring and romantic that he just wanted it so badly to be real. Even now he tried to convince himself she was there in his arms and he was holding her close. But it wasn't her. It was her vest. The one and only piece of her he still had to caress closely: a small, sweet grass scented leather vest and it did nothing to warm him like the real thing. Hiccup was so close yet far off on the other side of the island in a dark cold cave without him and he hated that.

She looked so frightened, so ashamed of him for lashing out on Torch and even though he knew and felt he was in the right that single glimpse of terror in her dilated eyes pushed him to the point where he questioned whether or not he was an overly protective jerk for no reason other than to hide Hiccup forever from the world.

It was now something he thought about for a bit.

Had he forced her away from her home? Her family? Friends? Everyone?

Thinking it over, the circumstances over her situation as well as his spur of the moment confession really didn't give her the time and space to think things over. She was so petrified at the time and wanted nothing more than to escape from her fears that he gladly, nay, longed to swoop her away from her troubles. Now that she was in no real threat by the Vikings of her homeland or anything else, would she want to go back and forget dragons altogether? He nor the other dragons gave her five minutes to herself when she arrived a month ago and they had already dubbed her queen which was entitled to new responsibilities that she probably wasn't prepared for or even wanted… She was free from her human obligation only to be pulled into a new set of responsibilities to a culture she knew so little about. He knew she was trying her hardest to please everyone, to make them smile and happy and forget their nightmares of years and experiences past. It was a valiant effort on her part but he could see sometimes the longing in her eyes to be accepted, feeling she could never truly belong in a world full of dragons. She'd never voice it to him, but was scared, and he didn't have the heart to tell her she was for the fear of shattering her frail world.

_How could I be so self-centered?_ Toothless scolded himself as his arms clenched tighter around the tiny vest in his grasp. _I'm terrible…_

It was a piercing cry that roused Toothless from his fatigued rest. It cut through the tree limbs and vibrated the exterior of his wings as he hung upside down on a tree by his tail. Unfolding his wings and landing to the ground on his paws with silence, he could see a tall shadow roaming in the distance, plowing through the forest like it was made of straw. Not thinking for a moment more, Toothless stealthily ran towards the figure whose cries could have woken the volcano from its slumber. From this distance, it sounded like a female, most likely a mother, but her call was too foreign to him and yet vaguely familiar in a way. Making his way through the evergreen jungle like a focused panther, he clawed himself to several tree trunks before landing on a suitable one to mask his figure and prints in the shadows as he looked closely to two little dragons chatting to each other in a childish tongue. Their appearance and speech patterns were near exactly like Torch's, the only true difference being their scale palettes, one tinged in teal while the other was bright as a summer lemon.

_Oh great, there's more of them. _He groaned to himself as he watched them interact with each other. Now he was curious to figure out the reason for this species of dragon to be housed on the island. Dragon Island wasn't really what you would call a vacation site what with its dark past and darker dragons. Toothless stayed silent, watching the two Torch-like dragons when a sound of a snapping twig captured everyone's attention…

The sound came from the left along with the audible noises of stomps to the cold dry ground, growing louder with each passing second. A terror-like squeal sirened all around till a full grown boar burst forth from a patch of shrubbery, taking aim towards the two small dragons now frightened and desperately flapping their wings, trying to get away but it seemed they were still on the young and weak side to fully take to the air and escape. This was a great disadvantage to them as the hog plowed forward, faster and faster towards them, even managing to thrust his tusk to the yellow of the pair, letting out a loud shrike of pain as its body was pushed to the ground forcefully before being pinned down by the psychotic beast with reddening eyes and sharp tusks.

As much as Toothless didn't like the Torch lookalikes, he could just stand by and watch as a defenseless dragon was being harmed, especially by a Scavenger. Before he could pounce off the tree to aid the small dragon, the tall shadowy figure appeared from out of nowhere, operating on silent wings and nothing could have prepared Toothless for what he was about to lay witness to. Standing at a tall and frightening height, was the female dragon whom had been roaming the island's surface for the past two days in search of her lost son. Her eyes were a blazing copper, crimson and coal black in the center as she glared at the boar hovering over one of her young.

Dragon Island was not place known for its pleasantries to the young, old or weak; a foul reputation left behind from the reign of Red Death. The dragon mother was well aware of this fact and feared for her young hatchling of her likeness that he was faced with a horrible fate and searched high and low, turning over rocks and burning parts of the lush forests with her wild flames of motherly rage just to find even the small trace of him. Anything that would and could sooth a grieving mother's heart. Now seeing a boar, foam dripping from the side of his mouth from fury, set her off like nothing else and spreading her massive wings let out a cry that could have shattered the heavens into fragments of glass.

Seeing the giant dragon before him, the boar bolted in the opposite direction, his fury now turning into fright. Luck however, was not on his side as the female dragon soared high into the air before turning back down, spiraling as a burst of flames soon encircled the fearful boar as he frantically tried to find and exit to the real life Hell before him. She continued to let out her stream of fire until the boar was so cramped in the flames he had little to no room for movement least he wanted to burn his flesh and have the fires bite at his still living body. With pleading eyes and shriveled screeches, the boar begged for forgiveness, but his message fell on deaf ears as the female landed and merely watched as he slowly lost all the air in his lungs from his pleas and the extreme heat before the tight ring of fire around him enclosed around him, burning him alive. The boar's body thrashed around in the fires, looking like a torturous dance from a hell spawn before letting out a final high-pitched muffled scream and subsequently dropped to the ground, dead. Flesh began to bubble and burst, letting out boiling blood and internals along with the foul odor of animal hair curling tighter before withering away into nonexistence. The flames continued to burn with the mother, her two young and Toothless watching in silence before the blaze slowly died out, leaving only the charred and smoking carcass of the boar, its mouth gagging wide open as a memory of his dying cries of pain. Left behind under the corpse, was a large spiral-like scorch mark, resembling the swirl of a typhoon, thorn-like barbs protruding from each line of a helix. If she needed evidence of her kill, it was the black marking tattooed onto the now torched earth.

Toothless had to keep his breath from growing too loud as a sudden reality came to mind. A mother dragon was no laughing matter, in fact, they could be far more deadly than any other creature on the planet. This mother was looking for her young, and seeing what she could do to a boar so easily sent a whipping shiver down his spine. That boar, could have been Hiccup. If she was spotted by the female with her young, Torch, she would not hesitate to take down and kill whatever was him her way. All she would see if a small, defenseless human girl who capture her son. If he wanted Torch gone before, he wished the little monster never set foot on their island. Every passing moment he was with Hiccup, his mother would continue to return until she found him and eliminated whatever it was that was keeping him here.

He had to warn Hiccup, now more than ever that she was in grave danger.

…

Once the burned remains of the boar cooled off, the two small dragons ran over to their mother, who lowered one of her wings for them to board and fearing more danger for her young ones was bound and son to return, reluctantly left Dragon Island for the second night. A fear struck her, perhaps her lost hatchling was gone, his life taken away by a mad Scavenger like that one. It pained her heart to think such things and she hoped if it were true that she exacted revenge on the boar whom took his life from her. Flying back home to her island, vowing to herself to return the next day, the female failed to notice the serpentine eyes of a dark shadow watching and glaring as she left with the wind.

Toothless was certain know more than ever that he needed to get Torch, the baby Typhoomerang as he dubbed it for its wild spiral flames and for it coming back each night, away from Hiccup before it was too late and her fate was met similarly to that of the blackened boar. Not waiting for an image of his beloved being smothered in flames, Toothless ran as fast as he could, back to the cave and with his chest huffing, managed to get from one side of the island to the other in record time.

Upon entering the cave, he could sense something wasn't right. It seemed colder, damp and obscurer, even for him. Adjusting to the darkness, he could see Hiccup, curled into a tight ball as she quivered in her sleep, her teeth chattering from coldness. Looking closely, he never realized she disliked the cold. When they slept together, his wings covered her, warming her up like the perfect blanket. This was the second night he left her like this and it made him want to claw at his skin for doing something to cruel to someone who only wanted to help others. Speaking of others, Torch was snuggled comfortable wrapped in her arms, a big sleepy grin plastered over his face as he snored. If he didn't need this little brat alive he would have gladly wiped that cheeky smirk off of his fangs, but alas Torch needed to remain unharmed if he wanted him to leave, permanently.

Locating Torch's tail, Toothless slowly pulled at it, his body soon following as he inched out of Hiccup's hold. He knew it would mean she'd be colder but it was for her benefit in the long run since he refused to have her become a piece of charcoal for an angry Typhoomerang. Successfully, he loosened Torch enough for him to finally be out of her hold and with great skill and patience pulled the little dragon towards the exit of the cave where he'd have a small squad return him to his homeland as if he had never left in the first place. Unfortunately, one of Torch's horns caught with a crack in the stone floor and upon being pulled, let out a small shirek as he saw Toothless trying to drag him away from Hiccup.

"_TORCH STAY!"_ he let out a loud whine as he flapped his wings, sending little sparks of fire to trail out as he pulled himself back towards Hiccup. Toothless however refused to allow him to return back to her side and soon the two were claw to claw, Toothless scratching a deep cut onto Torch's right side of the face, leading him to scream even louder out of anger and not pain.

The echoing cries of a fight awoke Hiccup and still in a daze could nearly make out the outlines of Toothless and Torch. "Toothless? Torch? What's going on?!" She rose up only to have her balance off as she wobbled a bit before running over to pry the two from each other.

"Toothless! Let him go!" Hiccup shouted, trying to force his jaws open and release Torch who he had by the neck. She looked to his eyes and with the moonlight coming out from hiding behind a cloud, she could see his eyes were slit, thin and wide with wild animal aggression. _What has gotten into him?_ She never thought bringing Torch here would lead to this as her eyes trailed to the small puddle of blood on the ground that was coming from Torch's face as he thrashed around in a tantrum. Something inside of Hiccup just snapped. This wasn't like Toothless at all. It was like he was long in thoughts of bloodshed and anarchy. Sure he could be rude and insensitive at times to others, but he never inflicted real damage onto them, right…?

It's not like she didn't know of his darker past. He told her he was a killer, a soldier born under the ever watching eyes of evil and was bound by duty and nature to be a monster. Toothless had always spoken so lowly of himself in this regard once he met Hiccup because he learned true remorse for his actions. She knew what he was but that didn't it was who he was. Yet, the Toothless before her, with demon cat eyes and an aura of death had her gasping for air.

When prying his mouth wasn't working, she sped over to the first thing she could see from her limited light: a wooden chair. She lifted it over her head and with as much force as she could muster, she swung it onto his skull. It was enough to daze him, allowing Torch to get away, but Toothless was still in a wild mood and lost in his frenzy glared over to the shadow who struck him and lunged forward, pinning it to the wall. The force was enough to bruise her shoulder blade as they collided with the stone walls and before she could cry out for him to stop, she felt sharp dagger-like claws sweep over her collarbone and from her shock said nothing as her body slumped to the ground, her eyes clouded with one single question…

_Why?_

It was the smell of her blood that broke his episode. He stepped back and his breathing hitched as his eyes trembled from what he had done. Red soaked onto her white sleeping gown, giving her the appearance of a ghost and her foggy eyes looking as though drowning in a bog looked to him. Her expression was a combination of a blank and confusion, her lips slightly agar and quivering. The moonlight entered the cave as if to allow the whole world to lay witness to the misfortune that was held within.

Toothless brought his right claw forward and could not only see but smell the violence be committed. He had slit the throats of countless dragons with these claws, cut open a multitude of Vikings in the shadows stupid enough to try and harm his battalion and every time he felt no regret, no mercy; Hiccup's blood on the tips of his claws, made him feel like a beast. A monster. Devil. His mouth opened to speak, but he couldn't even usher out even a sound. He was speechless…

It was finally Hiccup who broke the long silence as she reached out for him. "T-Toothless…" she struggled to say it. Her chest burned with heartbreak. She could see he didn't mean it, she startled him and it was dark. She wanted to know why he hurt Torch. Why he ran away from her? Why he was avoiding her? She needed to know what was wrong with him. She didn't want to lose him.

His eyes widened as her palm reached for him and he desperately wanted to let her touch him. He's glad take a beating if she wish, he deserved nothing less of pain. He wanted to heal her, beg for her pardon. He could have killed her and it disturbed him far more than any torture scene he watched as a hatchling from Red Death's cruelty.

"W-why…?" Hiccup uttered. Her heart was pounding so rapidly she couldn't catch up. It was all she could muster before beginning to pant from exhaustion.

That single word was far worse than torture, pain or any other dark natured horror he could imagine. He began to panic, breathing out of control and when her eyes returned to meet him, he couldn't handle the look of utter sorrow and loss as tears poured down her now pale as moonlight cheeks. Toothless' heart shattered into dust and now felt like an empty cavity within. Shutting his eyes as tight as possible as to not dare witness to his crime, it didn't help as the image was already framed in his mind. His wings spread out from tension, Toothless dashed out of the cave, skidding on the loss sand before running more.

He went back to warn her of danger, to protect her. Instead, it was clear she needed protection from him.

…

After the events of last night, Hiccup couldn't see a wink, let alone return back into the cave. After the shock cleared away, Hiccup had cleaned herself up in a bath tub made out of concrete she and Toothless built together housed on the far left side of the cave; a tall and wide cement wall with a large black pebbled design of a Night Fury with one red fin decorating the center. The water was heated by the volcano to a manageable temperature that was fed via long metal pipes she made and drilled into the mountain where a giant trough collected water from atop the mountains spout. It was a steaming hot bath, but inside Hiccup felt nothing. No heat. No stinging pain from the four claw marks over her collarbone area. Nothing.

She couldn't even think. Logic and reason went out the window and instead her mind was held a blank to everything that had happened. After her bath, she mended Torch who was shaking up a storm on a column hanging from the ceiling. He curled up next to her, somehow feeling a bit victorious and yet not so much. Toothless could have ripped him to pieces but only scratched him as a warning to settle down. Not knowing this, Hiccup came to defend him and from the confrontation, he might have inevitably drove a spear between the two. It didn't make sense to him. Hiccup seemed to always put Toothless first. When the fight broke out, it was him she went to first, him she called out to first. Even with the large marks on her skin and the blue bruise on her back, how could she still find it in her heart to love him? Call out for him in the middle of the night when she was in her dreams? Why?

_How could I have been so stupid? I'm so pathetic. I'm supposed to be queen and I can't even defend myself and truly hurt him…_She kept thinking, her legs curled and held close to her torso as she sat on the sandy beach and looked towards the rising sun, her eyes tired. Toothless was her only family here on the island and yes she still had the praises from the other dragons, it was him she always turned to and now he managed to turned away from her, twice. Three times if you add the day he flew off on her when she made him his automatic fin. _What am I doing wrong? Why am I still a 'hiccup'? Toothless, I need you…_

…

"_I yelled at her… I hurt her. I let my stupid emotions and jealousy get over me and I hurt her."_ He had been like this when Goliath found him running around the island, purposely thrashing himself onto trees and boulders like he wanted to hurt himself. He told him everything that had happened and looking over it now, she only had his best interest at heart and he snapped at her for it. However he could also see the reasoning's for his actions as well as the undeniable evidence that time was running out. "_She must hate me now. I do… I don't deserve to be by her side…"_

"_She doesn't hate you, my friend. You made a mistake, we all do. Now go to her before you make a bigger one_."

"_I can't. I'm nothing but trouble for her. I said she was not allowed to go out without me and when she tried to defend herself and another, I lashed out on her in the worst way possible. Do you know how creepy and psycho that all is? I didn't want her getting attacked if that female Typhoomerbang came around again and I managed to make everything worse. Now we've got this potential hazard on our paws and I refuse to let Hiccup get hurt by her or me_," Toothless lowered his head more on the boulder he was laying on. "_And worst of all, Torch is nowhere near being away from Hiccup or closer to his mother... He has no idea what he's put Hiccup into._"

"_Yes, this is a terrible predicament_," Goliath added.

"_And I know Hiccup means well…but she's so gullible sometimes it upsets me. I'm no picnic myself…I can't believe she puts up with me some days. How am I gonna fix this, Goliath? I want to defend her but I don't want her to hate me in the process…_"

Once he was sure Toothless' tempter was gone, Goliath walked over to Toothless and nudged him to walk with him. "_I'll be the first to admit, you're a lot to handle, but I know if given the right patience and nurturing, you can show others your brighter side. Toothless, you care deeply for Hiccup and she shares those feelings for you, however as Queen her obligation is to the hive, not just you. You can't always be selfish and possessive and you know this. You need to find a balance between being her solider as well as her partner. I see the way you two look at each other and I like to see you two happy, but keep in mind she is entitled to do as she wishes. Not just as a queen but as a living being. If this Typhoomerbang wishes for her child back, we need to inform Hiccup and restore the balance. You can't leave her in the dark to these situation anymore. She needs to know and she needs to make the decision._"

Toothless knew Goliath was right. They both had their reasons to be upset and if they wanted this relationship, friendship if he even still had that, to work they needed to communicate better, which meant informing her when things were bad and not trying to be her knight in dark scales. But at this rate, he was beginning to feel like a demon…

…

During their fishing trip, Torch dove into the ocean and gobbled up several eels that were encircling Hiccup's tiny ship, slurping them slowly as he rose up the side of the vessel. He felt rather impressed with himself as he was proving himself to be useful companion to her and while she'd praise him for his deeds, the light in her eyes and the glow of her skin seemed to dim even with the bright shine from the rising sun.

"Good job, Torch, I'm glad you're feeling better," Hiccup weakly grinned, the chill morning air blowing through her ears making them whistle and her hair causing it to sway. The clime made the claw marks burn a little as she reached forward and cleared away the debris from Torch's long scar on his face.

From the icy north, a freezing chill crept up her spine. She wondered if it would be getting colder by the time nightfall came and she subconsciously shivered just from thinking about it. It was a shiver soon accompanied by the image of the dream she had had before the big fight. She couldn't remember the fine details anymore, all she could remember was sunshine, yellow grass and pillars of gem. The meaning of it all just didn't add up to her. And the feeling of those eyes that watching her before she went off to bed troubled her greatly.

With Torch's scales now clear from the salt water and bits of seaweed on his wound, Hiccup raised the final load of fish onto her boat, praying that hopefully this would be the last day she'd have to do this without Toothless by her side. Even with everything, she just knew he wasn't acting his usual self. From the distance towards the direction of Berk, Hiccup could hear a voice so familiar to her as she turned to see and a bright smile crossed her face as she waved eagerly to her guest.

"Gobber!"

…

Before exchanging pleasantries and long hugs, Hiccup covered her claw marks with her long-sleeved tunic and soon presented Gobber with the orbs of ore she had condensed and he took them eagerly, telling her the current weather on Berk was making it difficult to forge metals as well as their situation with the animals.

"…And so we have no eggs or milk for the townsfolk with all the animals spooked but Gustav is trying his best to remedy the situation," Gobber finished as he milked one of the female yaks Hiccup had lead him to in the forest, carrying the fresh liquid in milk jugs made of durable glass Hiccup had blown.

"Well I hope this helps, it's the least I can provide for you guys until everything thaws out," Hiccup said as she placed another bottle of milk into a wooden crate for him and Bones to take to Berk.

"It'll make everybody's day," Gobber added as he handed her the last bottle, making a total of eighty-nine jugs of milk from nearly fifteen different female yaks who didn't really seem to mind the small reddish dragon brushing his wings over their long coats during the process. "So, Toothless and this little one aren't getting along?"

"It's…complicated," she said lightly grazing her fingertips over the mark under her tunic.

"What does Toothless have to say about this?" Gobber asked as he mounted the crate onto a support hook on Bones' saddle.

"I haven't seen him since last night. We had a bit of a falling out yesterday morning and some words were said… When he came back, we…got into a bit of a fight. I messed up, Gobber. I'm scared, and without Toothless, I feel so weak and unsure of myself," Hiccup said as she tried to get Torch away from an agitated yak. "I know it isn't Torch's or Toothless' fault, he was hurt and Toothless was just a bit on edge. I'm the one to blame. I couldn't leave an injured dragon on its own and in the end I lost my best friend from it…" Hiccup looked to the ground in shame, knowing she deserved no pity from anyone. She brought this onto herself.

Gobber placed his hand over her head, rustling her hair slightly. "You haven't lost him yet, Hiccup. You two just simply have your reasons to be at odds and maybe this separation is for the best. Dragons are complex creatures, Hiccup. They operate on many emotional levels. Me, I've only got the one."

"Thanks, Gobber," Hiccup hugged him once more before seeing him off, watching as his image turned into a speck before disappearing.

She wasn't too sure what to do now. Her best friend was gone. She didn't know if she could face the other dragons. She wondered if Torch would ever be able to be out on his own now. Everything was just confusing her. Making her doubt and with doubt comes insecurity.

If things weren't troubling enough for Hiccup, she'd soon learn her troubles were yet to come when the piercing eyes of a mother Typhoomerang flying above the clouds and out of sight spotted her beloved child, with a human. She had returned and upon looking onto one of the beaches she could see a human, a female with a false leg, leading her young one into a cave. Even from her high height, the winds gathered the female human's scent and it verified to the mother that the creature that took his child was not a boar like she had thought, but a sweet-smelling, horrible girl. Surely this was one of Red Death's new way to lure young dragons into his prison, tricking them with a young maiden like candy before trapping them forever into a life of slavery and torture. It was a dishonorable tact, and she was not going to allow one of her children or any other for that matter to be entranced by this horrid vixen. She could easily swoop down and kill the girl, but then she might not get her son back. No, she needed to wait it out until they were both out of the cave and in the open. Only then would she have the satisfaction in destroying the witch.

…

For the third night, Toothless didn't return. Hiccup waited for as long as she could by the fire pit, sketching Torch's image onto a sheet of paper to send to Gustav once it was finished. He was a bit of a fidgeter but with a bit of persuading, she managed to have him pose properly. Once completed, she placed the page onto her table, missing a chair, the only one she had as well as the weapons she had used to assault Toothless with. She hurt him, she hurt her love, and it seemed like there wasn't any way to mend things.

Noticing her quietness, Torch walked up to her, wrapping his wings around her left leg for support.

"I'm fine, Torch. I just…" she wasn't too sure what to say. "Toothless is my family and I trust him, but lately…I'm not too sure who I can trust. I can't even trust myself."


	5. Chapter 5

_Hello again. I'd like to first apologize for being late on the deadline due to work hours and the upcoming holidays, I'll try to work on my time management. In this chapter, Berk faces a storm, the likes of which tests the limits of our heroes to set the balance between dragon, Viking and animal. Posting this chapter 10-26-2014. Hopefully the finally installment to the Torch Saga will end next chapter in 8-9 days. I do hope this chapter was worth the wait. Thank you and please enjoy._

…

Chilly winds from the north brushed the tips of a tall and proud alps on an early morning isle, releasing small flakes of crystalized shades to drift down from the high puffs to the thick forests of study and healthy pine trees. Carried away by the breeze, chips of snow twirled and spun in spirals as if played around by mischievous winter sprites before making their way down to the village of Berk. Below, many people were peacefully going about their day, busy with chores or duties to businesses while others rest snuggly under their warm covers, some even curled up right next to their dragons for comfort.

If something like this was done on Berk a month ago, people would have called you mad but things have changed and now dragons are as much a part of Berk as the people and the resident livestock. However, change is not always welcomed so warmly, especially by those whom were once considered prey…but for now all is peace and well.

A relentless little snowflake in particular, managed to maneuver gracefully between a slightly cracked wooden window of a sleeping boy with dark wild hair; peacefully dreaming about dragons and cogs and as if to wake the young lad from his thoughts, the sparkle of frost nipped his at the tip of his nose with such effort he crinkled his snout from the cooling sensation. Gustav Larson tightened his eyelids, knowing the orange glow of sunlight leaking its way into his room was just taunting from the outside and reluctantly opened his jade eyes to the sight of a brown and grey sparrow bouncing up and down his pillow, tilting his head from side to side eyeing Gustav with small black orbs. The sparrow chirped as he bounced as if to beckon him to rise and greet the new day.

"Okay, okay, I'm up." Gustav yawned out with a wide stretch before reaching over for his helmet on the bedside table, oddly positioned on its side instead of on its base like he usually placed it, but in his half-dazed state he failed to notice this detail and was truly awakened by the cooling and unwelcomed sensation of water over his head when he finally put it on. For the longest while, he just sat on his bed in silence, trying to find the patience in his heart for his dragon, Fanghook, who for some reason felt his helmet just made the most perfect bird bath for his sparrow friend, Wither.

With droplets of water dripping down his soaked and now flattened dark locks, said sparrow perched himself onto Gustav's shoulder and allowed the dewdrops to plop onto his own head for a refreshing morning rinse, singing a merry little tune as he did so.

"Well, looks like my bath for the day is done." Gustav sighed as he rose from his damp covers, changing into a fresh pair of clothing, dried his hair the best he could and replaced his horned helmet atop his head before pacing down the steps from his room to the den where the smell of morning sustenance invited him.

Downstairs with his mother, Fanghook patiently monitored the flames over the pit just in case it needed rekindling as well as to watch the beautiful dances of cinder and smoke as Gustav's mother fried the last egg on the skillet. A hearty breakfast of eggs, buttered scones with fig preserves, smoked bacon slices, sausages, thick cabbage and potato cakes with a generous serving of baked beans were piled high on a plate for them to enjoy together. Gustav had to confess, mornings with his mother were simply grand with her home.

"Good morning, Gustav, you're up early," his mother smiled as she poured him some fresh yak milk into a cup for him along with a full plate of food and a small dish of seeds and berries for Wither who greedily pounced on a bilberry. "I already fed Fanghook," she added giving him a rub under the chin. "He's such a good helper in the kitchen."

"Yep, really knows how to liven your day, doesn't he." Gustav said between a bite of his warm scone in a truthful and slightly satirical tone.

"Off to go trainin' with the others at the academy today?" she asked as she sat down herself to start her meal.

Gustav had to finish chewing the potato and cabbage cake in his mouth before answering but managed to confirm her question with a nod first. "Uh-huh! Yesterday Hiccup sent us a letter about a possible new dragon species, so we're going to review her notes and see if we can find any information about it in the Book of Dragons. It's gonna be awesome!" he pumped his small fist into the air with eagerness. "What do you have planned?"

"Oh, Mrs. Ingerman and I are finishing off some quilts and mending a few sails and nets for the boats. Full day of work ahead of me," she grinned as she pinched her son's stuffed bean cheek. "Looks like we'll both have our fair share of work to do. I'm so proud of you, Gustav."

It felt nice to hear that from his mother. She was always very courteous to him but it usually came with the same dialogue of hellos and goodbyes before she'd leave off to go on the next scouting mission. At times he felt alone, but he'd always find something to do till it would inevitably lead to him being teased or bullied by Snotlout for a long period of time before Hiccup would silently swoop in and rescue him from his worries and troubles. Now with the war over, Hiccup gone and Snotlout a bit less of a bother, his mother was now there to stay and it make all the day even brighter and the house warmer just to know she was alright.

"Thanks, Mom," he said with a smile once he finished his breakfast, washed his dishes and whistled for Fanghook and Wither to follow him out before giving his mother a goodbye kiss on the cheek.

As they opened the door and gazed upon the world from the outside, they could see the sunlight slowly inching over the horizon, casting a warm embrace of light over Berk. The air smelt fresh and the songs of morning waves crashed around on the stones of the island. A call of several Terrors and Nightmares rang out as their shadows touched the healthy and dewy greenery, soaring overhead and sending out the morning sirens of awakening for Berk's people. The villagers who were up walked side by side with their dragons, aiding them in chores however they could and for a moment one could forget all the years of blood between the two as if it were all stories and fairy tales. Gustav, Fanghook, and Wither each took a collective inhale of the vibrant air and just knew today was going to be a good one as they headed towards the academy, the faintest chill of the north in the passing wind.

…

On the other end of the island, where wide prairies were beginning to become covered in light sprinklings of snow and where sheep, chickens and yaks roamed like kings and queens, two heated dragons approached; both in a tizzy over a collision mid-flight and were now going to settle this like two adults, by bickering and aggressing a challenge in the middle of a sheep pen. As the two colorful dragons approached their area, one Nightmare and one Nadder, the resident sheep flew into a panic, bumping into each other so many times you would have guessed them rams.

Landing on the ground, the two dragons sized each other up, extending their wings in a form of dominance and power, sending the petrified sheep off to the edges of the fenced pen like large plops of cotton. Luckily before any trouble could occur, two brave heroes swooped in and separated the commotion.

"Oh, not again!" one of our valiant heroes and local fisherman and farmer, Mulch, shouted as he and his trusty companion, Bucket, separated the two wild pair. "You go on now! Get! Get! Shoo! You know you're not supposed to be in here!" He pointed to the Nightmare to exit the pen and reluctantly he jumped out but not without issuing a rechallenge to the Nadder who too was pushed out of the fence by Bucket.

Once the two left the area, the animals calmed down allowing Bucket and Mulch to resume harvesting the essentials from them.

"Alright, everybody!" Mulch smiled jollily with a pail at hand as he limped over to a yak. "Time to earn your keep!"

Bucket proceeded with his duties by inspecting the chicken coop, lifting one after another only to find their nest bare, with nothing by straw and loose feathers. "Eggs? Chickens lay eggs, right?"

"Do we REALLY need to go over this again?" Mulch asked in a dry tone as he sat on a stool by a yak.

"No," Bucket answered simply before lifting a nearby sheep with one arm just to check if there was an egg under.

Mulch merely grimaced and sat up with a snap, "Apparently, we do. Well, pay attention, Bucket…"

He proceeded to go over how things worked, like how the sheep supplied the wool for cloth and trade, how the hens laid the eggs and how milk came from the yak that could be churned into butter. It seemed like a simple system to understand, but you'd be surprised just how many times people were left unaware or would simply forget, like our good friend Bucket. But even with the detailed description, Bucket stared blankly at his shorter friend, silent still.

Mulch sighed and walked over to the yak. "Observe. Just grab the utter, like so, and pull…"

Upon tugging on the utter however, nothing came out, only the dry and barren sound of sadness. Of course to an experienced farmer like Mulch this was a tad bit odd, but nothing a second tug couldn't handle. With a stronger grip, he yanked the utter with yet again no milk and the chime of liquid, only air as the yak let out an aggravated cry. He did this multiple times, harder and harder with the only effects being the long fur hairs over the yak literally fluttering out with the pressure of dry air expelling from the utter with such a force it pushed Mulch back a few feet and onto his backside.

"Uh-oh. I think we're empty… That's not good," Mulch's expression worrying Bucket. If the village didn't have milk or eggs, they'd be in serious trouble…

…

"Ah, uh-hah! Ah-huh! There it so! Mm-hmm! Just what I thought!" Gobber exclaimed as he finished inspecting the last yak around the farmlands. Bucket and Mulch had sent an airmail to the chief about the situation and he and Gobber were there in no time thanks to Bones. Now after closely examining each yak, chicken and sheep, he felt he had the proper diagnose for their problem. "She's not giving milk," he confirmed their worries as he stood from his wheeled plank on the ground. "None of them are."

"We know that, Gobber," Stoick replied, already at his wit's end. "We want to know why?"

"This reminds me of the time I moved my mother in with my goat," Gobber began to reminisce. "She was mean, ornery, ate everything in sight… The goat was so scared of her, she couldn't give milk."

"So what are you saying, Gobber?" Stoick confusingly asked, not too sure how this story applied to their current dilemma.

"Mothers and goats don't mix. Same with farm animals and dragons," he established this hypothesis by motioning over to Bones, calmly and silently staring at the trembling sheep on the farthest side of the fence from him. "We stopped fighting the dragons, so now they're around all the time. The animals are spooked."

Trying to make a good first impression on the small farm animals, Bones let out a loud and respectful roar which only caused many of the yaks and chickens to flee the sight in a panic and several sheep to freeze and faint stiffly onto their sides.

"Like I said: Spooked."

Off to the far right of the farm, Bucket began to groan in pain, holding the top of his bucket on his head. His spine began to tingle and he was experiencing the worst headache of his life. Soon his whole body was swaying back and forth, up and down and side to side from the torture, his moans getting louder as the others watch him perform his dance of agony.

"Uh-oh, your bucket's not tightening on ya, is it?" Mulch asked.

"Noooo! I'm just…" was all poor Bucket could muster before the sound of shrinking metal constricted over his noggin with such a grip, he yowled out so loud it seemed the entire island could hear his cries "FINNNE!" All his energy vanished and soon he was laying on the cold earth, hoping for some relief from the snow laced soil.

Concerned, Mulch ran to his side, the sound of metal shrinking and creaking in the air. "Well whenever his bucket gets tight, it means a storm is coming."

"No storm! Everything's fine!" Bucket groaned out to the chief and the blacksmith who were now confused themselves with the contradictory information.

"Bucket…" Mulch pressed for a confession.

"I don't want there to be a storm!" the tall blonde man whined. "If lightning strikes me bucket, I could end up less intelligent."

Once again the pail atop his head held tighter and tighter, only making Bucket scream out in more pain. Mulch reached out and tried to tug on the bucket, only to find it locked tight over his friend's dome.

"Oh, ho, ho, that's one tight bucket," he said with a clang to the vessel with his hooked hand. "And the tighter the bucket, the bigger the storm."

"But that's crazy," Stoick began. "Storms don't hit this early in the season."

"And besides, whoever heard of predicting the weather with a bucket?" Gobber added with a laugh. "That's what chicken bones and goose feet are for."

"If you recall, that bucket of his predicted the Blizzard of Olaf, the very storm you two were trapped in years ago," Mulch informed as he marched forward to the two naysayers.

"That was a bad one. It took us a week just to dig Mildew out," Bucket managed as he held onto his aching head.

"And the rest of our lives to wonder why we bothered," Mulch finished before turning over to his chief with a serious look on his brownish messy beard. "Trust the bucket, Stoick."

"You trust the bucket, I want a second opinion. Let's go, Gobber," Stoick said as they both made their way towards the Boneknapper, chasing around a yak.

"You know you're not helping by doing that, Bones," Gobber scolded as he grabbed the railings and climbed aboard the saddle before flying off to Gothi's hut as the skies began to darken and become grey.

It didn't take long for them to get to her, she and Etch outside the hut. Once they landed, Stoick and Gobber walked over to the elderly woman, watching Etch closely as she shot spines from her tail onto a wooden plank over the window.

"Gothi, I've come for your counsel ," Stoick greeted as he and Gobber lowered their heads in respect for the wise sage. "Is there going to be a storm?"

The grey haired elder lowered herself and opened a large bag of sand onto the edge of her wooden plank porch precariously overlooking the open ocean and pointed sea stacks. After pouring a fair amount out, she reached out for her long wooden staff and slowly scribed in her message of wisdom.

"What's she sayin', Gobber?" Stoick asked with great curiosity over the figures marked out in the pale sand.

"She says, '_What do you think?_'" Gobber translated as she finished. "Heh?" He looked over to Stoick utterly confused, he read her message perfectly and yet it provided them with no new knowledge, only more questions.

Gothi and Etch rolled their eyes and sighed before pointing to the hut, boarded up with a table, sandbags and planks over every possible opening.

Both men now knew and exchanged amazed glances before turning back to Gothi.

"How can you be so sure?" asked Stoick. "Was it the chicken bones or the goose feet?"

This time it was Etch who flew over and carved out several images onto the clear patch of sand while Gobber translated yet again. "Uh-huh, uh-huh. Yep. She says they could hear Bucket screaming from way up here."

Trust the bucket…

…

"…So as we can see from Stormfly's excellent demonstration, a dragon's wings can block the snow as well as sunlight like an umbrella," Gustav said as Stormfly hovered her wings over her eyes. After their reviewing of Hiccup's notes, they spent the rest of the day on a lesson of how dragons adapt to certain environments and how those adaptations give them advantages over others. "However, for those dragons that possess a shorter wingspan, like Whispering Deaths, they develop their own unique way to deal with the elements. They burrow underground tunnels where there is limited light for their sensitive eyes as well as for the warmth of the soil." Gustav said pointing to a diagram draw onto a large slab of soapstone. "With their rotating sets of teeth, they eat through solid stone, making them master diggers and excellent dragons for navigating in dark caverns."

Fishlegs raised his hand off to the far right of the arena, to which Gustav acknowledged. "I've never heard of anything like that, not even in the Book of Dragons!" he smiled, eager to learn.

"Yep, every day we learn something new about dragons and with every discovery," Gustav said as he reached out for the book. "We add new information and update from where our ancestors left off. Remember, today's lesson is about new experiences, so your homework today is to learn something new about your dragons, something you never thought they could do."

"Wait, this is the first day and we're already getting homework? What a rip-off!" Snotlout slightly complained.

"I know, must be so difficult for you when your dragon does the exact opposite of what you tell him," Aarne teased with a smirk as he preened Stormfly's snow covered wings.

"Hey, he's a free-spirited warrior, like me," Snotlout answered back smugly. "You can't cage his inner warrior."

"I have a question!" Tuffnut shouted. "When did the Chief join the academy?"

Gustav looked over to the entrance where Stoick the Vast walked in, looking around at the changes in the arena. For starters, the Riders had spent a good chunk of the previous day scrubbing the stone walls and floor to wash away the smell of death and blood, with only one spot remaining untouched; the area where Hiccup's blood and scent still lingered. The weapon racks were now replaced with shovels and barrels of fish and even the metal cage doors were exchanged for a more open design to allow in light and air. If he didn't know better, he'd say this couldn't have possibly been the very grounds where countless dragons and Vikings lost their lives to violence and war. Now it was a beacon of knowledge, hope and peace for both creatures and hopefully soon, for so many more.

"Chief, what a pleasant surprise this fine evening. Can I help you with something?" Gustav asked as he shook the large man's hand.

"As a matter of fact, you can. I came here to make a request as well as to file a bit of a complaint."

"Whoa, first day and we're already getting complaints…" Ruffnut said.

"And it wasn't from us this time? We really need to step up our game," Tuffnut finished.

"How can the Academy be of service, Chief?" Gustav's voice cracked slightly. He didn't want to have any complaints already, he only just started.

"You might want to follow me, this is something everyone with authority needs to hear," Stoick motioned for the young lad to follow.

"Me? An authority figure?"

"You're the only one on the island with the most dragon experience and knowledge. We trust you and your abilities, Gustav."

It was a lot of responsibility to hold over his shoulders. To be in a certain possession of power meant leading others and knowing what decisions to make and above all, to make the right ones. Nodding his head, Gustav dismissed the class and followed his chief over to the Haddock residence where hopefully he'd not disappoint everyone.

…

The moon was already out and many of the villagers had either closed shop or were heading home to have dinners with their families. Dragons were moving over to their nests, scattered around the village or to the windmills on the farm side of Berk where many of them called a residence right by the very animals they frightened. Inside the Haddock home, the smell of burning pine wood and ash filled the air as the fire pit roared on the chilly night, a little indication of frost yet to come.

"With a bad storm comin', we could be locked in. We might not be able to hunt or fish for months," Stoick paced around the main room, the crackling fire being the only other sound over his voice. There to oversee the meeting was Gobber, Gothi, Gustav, Wither, and Fanghook.

"But it's way too early for a storm. We're in the middle of winter. Devastating winter isn't due for another month," said Gustav. From the looks of things outside, everything was perfectly normal for Berk. Sure it was a bit brisk for this night during this time of year but what do you expect from a place with its dominating season being winter?

"Not according to Gothi," Stoick said with Gothi nodding her head in agreement.

"Well what am I supposed to do? I can't control the weather."

"No, but you and your riders can control dragons. If they don't stop scaring the animals, we won't have provisions to live on asides from the vegetables and fruit in storage and I highly doubt we can all last with that if this storm freezes everything." Stoick added as the front door opened and in arrived Bucket and Mulch, a pail in Mulch's hand.

"Any luck?" Stoick asked as he retrieved the bucket filled only with weightless air.

"Not a drop. And this is after yankin' on that poor yak for three hours," Mulch answered.

It wasn't really the news Stoick was hoping to hear, and he sighed heavily from the crisis at hands. Businesses needed these supplies, not to mention the people. As chief, he had to be able to keep on top of things like these but he was finding it all so difficult now with Hiccup gone. When she was still around, it was her who usually took care of the animal tending on the side with the local farmers and would help with deliveries to the plaza when work in the forge was slow. It was one of the many things Stoick missed most about his daughter, that she was always there and it took her leaving for him to finally notice all the little things she did for her people that seemed a mile high in volume. He often wondered how it was she managed to do it all so smoothly and without error for so long.

Everyone in the room then turned over to Gustav who felt a heat of embarrassment run over him. He wasn't used to this much attention. "But it's not like the dragons are trying to be scary. I mean, they don't even eat farm animals, they eat fish," he defended as he tucked an arm under Fanghook's neck.

"True, but they're huge, they breathe fire, and now that we've made peace with them, they're everywhere." Gobber said as he stood from the chair he was seated on. "The animals are terrified of them."

"Here's where you jump in with your academy and say, 'We'll fix it'," Stoick added.

"Okay…but how long do we have before the storm hits?" Gustav asked.

"About a week," Mulch answered from behind him.

"No problem, more than enough time," Gustav said with confidence, he was sure his team could handle the task with that much time.

Just then the bucket over Bucket's head tightened once more, this time with more power and force causing him to let out a bellowing moan of discomfort.

"Correction, three days, six hours," Mulch amended.

"Okay, less time. Might be more of a problem, but I'm sure we can do this," Gustav pouted, Wither cheering him on from atop his horned helmet. And here he thought today was going to be a smooth running day.

…

When Gustav woke up the next day, he could faintly make out the puffs of breath from his mouth as his teeth began to slightly chatter. He hadn't felt the cold grip of the upcoming storm all night which meant the temperature had just dropped recently and at a rapid rate. Gustav pulled on his covers tightly, wrapping his exposed shoulders in a brief warmness before even that wasn't enough. Outside it seemed so dark and yet he knew that normally at this time the light from the sun would have warmed and stirred him from his slumber.

With a lot of mental encouragement, Gustav finally planted his bare feet onto the wooden floor, the icy sting of cold crawling up each of his toes to the ends of his wild hair on his head. As he placed his warmest socks over his feet and began putting on his boots, a jumping action in the right one caused him to jump back and off the bed with a thump. From his boot popped Wither, chirping in annoyance for having been woken up on such a dreadful day and right when he was dreaming about a warm nest.

"Sorry, Wither," Gustav apologized as he walked into the bath room to be welcomed by an icy cold shower and constant shivers. At this moment, he would have preferred a helmet bird bath like yesterday.

On his way down the steps, he noticed the smells in the kitchen were a bit different from the usually when his mother cooked and he soon remembered that he had a job to do today.

"Morning, Gustav," his mother called out to him from close to the fire pit where she was stirring a pot of porridge with spices and raisins. Curled up right by her feet was Fanghook, humming lowly as the heat from the fire warmed his sides.

"Good morning, Mom. Off to help Mrs. Ingerman again with quilts, huh?" he asked as he fixed himself a plate of flat hotcakes, baked beans, a roasted yam and a bowl of porridge handed to him by his mother with a cup of honey tea. She placed a small dish of seeds and berries for Wither, to which he buried himself into before chowing down.

"Yes, I sense we'll be making more of them today than yesterday. Sorry breakfast so a little different, dear. The shop at the plaza was fresh out of eggs and milk," his mother apologized as she sat to begin her breakfast with her son.

"It's alright, I don't mind, everything is really good," he smiled as best he could without shivering as he took a big sip of the hot tea, feeling it burn down his throat and tongue.

"What do you have planned for today?" his mother asked as she dug her spoon into the thick porridge.

"We're gonna see if we can get the farm animals and dragons to get along so we can hopefully get milk and eggs before the storm hits. I'm kind of scared I won't be able to do it on time and disappoint everyone," Gustav frowned as he took a spoonful beans.

"I know you'll find a way, you're a smart boy," his mother said as he leaned in and kissed his forehead.

He felt encouraged, but that still didn't stop the little bubbles of insecurity from forming in the pit of his stomach. "Thanks, Mom. I better get over to the academy," he grinned weakly as he washed his plate once he was finished with his meal and walked to the main entrance.

"Gustav," his mother called out before he opened the door. "I'd feel a lot better if you took a warmer vest."

"…Okay," he honestly wasn't going to complain about this one this time like he normally would when she'd insist he'd take one. Reaching into a nearby chest, he pulled out a sleeveless fur coat with deep pockets that fit him far too big but felt so snug and cozy on his skin with Wither's even planting himself into it even before Gustav managed put it on.

With a warm vest, a filled belly and a heart full of hope, Gustav said his farewells to his mother as he, Fanghook and Wither faced the tundra winds that blew heavily over Berk. From the far distance, Gustav could vaguely catch a glimpse of sunlight before it was swallowed up by dark clouds that seemed to spread and grow like a bad weed over the horizon. As though the gods themselves were waiting for the storm to build up its fury on the Island of Berk and gobble it whole, it loomed overhead ever so menacingly and crept closer and closer with each passing second.

By the end of the day, Gustav wondered if a vest would be enough…

…

"Come on, big boy, you can do it," Gustav encouraged as he tugged on the large horns of a yak he and the other recruits rustled into the academy along with a few sheep and chickens to help get accustomed to the two dragons who volunteered to assist them with their task. At the moment, it was clearly obvious the farm animals wanted nothing to do with the dragons as they all boxed themselves to a far corner away from them and the riders' dragons.

"Ugh, come on," Gustav yanked the yak by his snout now, trying to inch it closer to at least one dragon with little progress till Aarne began shoving the dark haired beast from its back side. "You'll really like them if you get to know them," he said, trying to convince the still frightened yak.

"The dragons look scary but they're just big, scaly reptiles," Aarne added as his pushing finally gained them some good distance between the two creatures.

"Just like Snotlout," Tuffnut chuckled before the brim of his shirt was hauled, lifting him slightly off the ground by Snotlout with a fist at the ready before he stopped with an irritated look on his face.

"You're the guy, right?" Snotlout questioned. Even after years of being friends to both Thorsons, he still had trouble differentiating the two, even with the two of them fraternal twins.

"No," Tuffnut attempted in his most highest of voices.

Back to the two volunteer dragons, they both began to bicker over who could befriend the animal first, only leading the yak to panic and scatter over back to the corner with the other farm animals where he refused to budge.

"Okay, what if we looked at this from an animal's prospective?" Fishlegs suggested as he lowered himself onto his hands and knees and began to motion around like a lamb. "Oh, hello, Mr. Dragon," he smiled to the Nightmare of the two. "I'm just a little sheep here, walking, doing sheep things. Baaah."

As he circled around the Nightmare, the actual sheep watched the large blonde boy with little enthusiasm or emotion as sheep were a very difficult animal to gauge in expression. They simply stared at him with blank and snug glances as they chewed cud and listened to him bleat random nothings to the reptiles.

"You know, he doesn't really seem so big…" was what Fishlegs began to say before staring up to the Nightmare from his position to be greeted with the gapping mouth of large assorted fangs and a roar of hello aimed towards him that came off as 'I'm going to eat you'. Startled, Fishlegs raced over to Meatlug on all fours, hiding under her belly from the red and greenish-blue tinged dragon. "Sorry," he said with a quivering voice. "But I'm siding with the sheep on this one."

"Look, I've learned that once you have a positive experience with something you're afraid of, it isn't so scary anymore," Gustav said as he motioned the apathetic sheep over to the two dragons to prove a point. "Okay, there you go boys, over here." He managed to herd three sheep, two large of white and one small black wooled lamb, to the two dragons who both purring as they took large whiffs of the fuzzy creatures as they stood still. "And that's what we'll have to do with these sheep. We gotta prove to them that they have nothing to fear…"

As Gustav gave his speech, a thread of loose white fur made its way up the Nightmare's nostril, tickling the inside till he couldn't handle it anymore and let out a sneeze of hot molten lava snot onto the coal colored lamb, sending all of them in a frenzy. Springing into action, Aarne caught the slightly lit lamb and Gustav bolted after it, patting away at the flames with his bare palms and breathed a sigh of relief that the charred hairs matched perfectly with the little one's already black coat.

"Oh-ugh, at this rate, we'll never get any milk or eggs!" Gustav groaned in defeat as the ominous approaching storm clouds continually slinked closer towards the unprepared isle.

…

Outside the Great Hall, men and women were gathering, supplying it with needed essentials if the upcoming storm was as bad as Gothi and the bucket were claiming it to be. While Berk was no stranger to the onslaught of blazing winds and piercing ice associated with the cruel and somehow enchanting climate of the Archipelago, there were times when even the boldest and most tenacious of Vikings would turn frost blue from the blistering cold.

While several people were dunking long poles of wick threads over a cauldron of beeswax to form more candles and others were organizing food and medical supplies in case of an emergency, Mrs. Larson sat silently as she sewed blue thread into a patch of a quilt decorated in the shape of a bird and wondered how Gustav and the other teenagers were faring over at the academy. She, Mrs. Ingerman, and several other men and women worked on making enough quilts to pass around and despite the large pile of newly made and neatly folded blankets, they were still short by a few dozen. The howling winds from the outside that only grew louder had her on edge and every gust of wind the swept by caused her to motion slightly from her seat and had her contemplate whether or not to go check up on her son for his safety.

"Don't worry now, Gustav and the others will be fine," Mrs. Ingerman chimed as she finished sewing in a square with the picture of a deer holding a fern in its mouth. "They have the dragons to look after them."

"I know… I just hope they can manage to get the farm animals and the dragons to get along long enough for us to gather some milk or eggs before the weather turns sour."

"If there's anyone on the island who can do this, it's your lad, Helen. He's got a good head on his shoulders," Mr. Thorson said to Mrs. Larson as he helped his wife gather the freshly finished candlesticks.

"How many candles and blankets have we gotten so far?" Spitelout asked as he passed by tallying up the provisions to hand over to Stoick by days end.

"We've managed to make six dozen candles today and fifteen dozen in total from supplies. As for blankets we've sewn thirteen dozen in total but we're quickly running out of material and sheering the sheep for wool now would be too risky for them," Mrs. Thorson replied as she wiped the sweat off her brows.

"How are the food storages looking so are?" one man gathering logs for the central fire pit asked as he passed by.

"So far we've got plenty of water, vegetables, and fruits thanks to Hiccup's cove harvest but in terms of cheeses, breads and meats we're in short supply. I don't even think Mildew's cabbage patch harvest will be enough if this storm last as long as we think," Spitelout answered as he marked down the numbers onto a clipboard. "We can all survive on the cheese and breads for a short while, but our main concern is getting milk and eggs when those run low and we have to start using the vegetation to fed the animals. Another things is those dragons, we won't have enough fish to go around if the storm hits us hard."

"There's really a lot at stake. I somehow feel things would have gone smoother with preparation if Hiccup were still here," a woman cleaning off tables solemnly lowered her head.

"She would have gathered everything in advance and when it came to the weather, her, Gothi and Bucket always had the most acute senses for it. I'm sure she would have been a big help with the animals too…" Mrs. Larson smiled as she knotted the last inch of her thread into the finished quilt.

"We all miss her, but if we don't move fast and work together, there may not be animals or even Vikings on Berk when this is over. For now, all we can do is keep going," Spitelout motioned before walking off to deliver the spreadsheet over to Stoick.

From the entry way of the Great Hall, a blast of wind surged through and spread the large heavy doors wide open, Mildew standing just outside with a crate filled with as many cabbages as he could salvage. Slowly he wheeled the crate into the room with Fungus be his side as he made his way towards Stoick.

"That's the last of me cabbages, Stoick. Although I still think we can eliminate all this trouble by bootin' the dragons off the island," Mildew complained in his usual tone. "It's bad enough that they've gone off and scared the animals, dooming us to possible starvation, but now we're providing them shelter and our hard earned food. Where's the justice in that?"

"The Academy is handling the situation, Mildew. This storm was unexpected and we can't hold the dragons accountable for it and we can't simply allow them to starve either we want them to eat the farm animals as a last measure." Stoick replied in a bit of a mood, he didn't have time for a complaint, not when everyone needed to move fast before everything.

"Fair enough, but mark my words, Stoick, you can't have a dragon and livestock in the same room. It's impossible."

And with a grumpy huff, he and Fungus made their way out the door, leaving the room silent as many were now thinking the same thing. If Mildew was right and the animals and dragons couldn't be housed together, let alone near each other, how in the world were they going to be able to feed themselves? They could house them in separate windmill chambers over on the far side of the island, but that would mean people would have to go and venture out to gather supplies from them on a daily basis until the storm passed and that was if there was anything to collect.

For now, all they could do was hope for the best and that the members of the Dragon Training Academy had made some progress over the course of the day.

…

All night the waves crashed off the cliff sides as the darkness of cold approached Berk at an alarming rate. Overnight the storm had sped faster towards the small island and even with it in the early glimpses of day, the skies were a dull and lifeless grey. In town and on the farm, the windmills were spinning out of control in constantly changing directions as if not sure where this storm was coming from and on certain parts of the island the slush and ice had spread from the alps to the forest lines, some trees even with sharp icicles from frozen water droplets on the ends of every leaf. Winter wonderland was not the first word that would have come to mind upon viewing the scenery and the worst was yet to come.

With the biting chill of the air looming over the village, Stoick and Gobber took several long planks of wood and were securely boarding up loose windows and doors over the food storeroom. Small piles of snow and frost were beginning to gather and form over the structure and it worried the chief greatly as he bent down to retrieve another piece of wood.

"Just as I feared, we haven't had time to fully stock the food storehouse. If this storm is as bad as we think it is, we've never going to survive." Stoick placed the board over the doorway to the storeroom, Gobber handing him a hammer and nails to bolt it shut.

"Not with this inventory," Gobber said looking towards the beast-like clouds moving towards them.

"We're going in need everything we can get from those chickens and yaks."

"I'm not really comfortable putting my fate in the hands of a brainless bird and a big wooly beast who sleeps in its own dung."

"Well luckily it's not in their hands, it's in the academy. Hand me another nail."

Gobber reached into his nail pouch, only to find it empty. "Uh-oh, looks like we're out."

"Can't you just make more? We're going to need enough to bolt up the rest of the houses before the freeze hits."

"I don't think I've got enough metal in the warehouse to use for nails… But I know who does." Gobber said rubbing the bottom of his chin. "I'll be back as fast as possible," he said as he motioned over to Bones who had his eyes over to the solid dark clouds.

"And where are you going?" Stoick asked confusingly.

Gobber paused for a moment before confessing, he wasn't too sure if this was something that would upset his friend and chief. "Hiccup just got a batch of Gronckle ore from her island. It's lighter and stronger than the material we use here. If I use that for making nails, it'll hold better to the winds."

Stoick's eyes widened to the mention of his daughter. A part of him wanted to join Gobber on his quest so he could see her, possibly convince her to come home again, but right now he had to focus on giving her her space and preparing Berk. With a sigh, Stoick looked over to his friend mounted atop his dragon. "Go. Tell her we all miss her and hurry. We don't have much time."

Giving a quick nod, Gobber gave Bones a light tap with his boot and soon both were off in flight in a direction away from the storm. If there was one thing Stoick was happy to learn about, it was that wherever she was, it would be as far from the cold as possible.

…

Dodging the oncoming traffic of yaks and chickens, Gustav hopped out of the way as the next day's attempt to make progress continued.

"Another way for the animals to overcome their fear, is to show them that dragons are afraid of things too," he said as the others gave him unconvinced stares. If yesterday's incident was going to be any indication of how things were going to turn out today, they still had a long way to go.

"Remember Magnus the Merciless?" Aarne began, being the only person on Gustav's side. "He was a pretty scary guy."

Fishlegs shivered just thinking about the tall man who used to slowly roam around the village, wearing his helmet that nearly covered his entire face and his arms exposed to show off the many tattoos and scars he had acquired over the years while traveling the seas, killing dragons and giant sharks with nothing but his bare hands and if some stories were to be taken to truth, his big toes.

"I was afraid of him until I learned that he was afraid of the dark," Aarne finished with a calm smile.

"So during the day: Merciless…"Tuffnut gestured his arms out for dramatic flair.

"And during the night: Tuffnut," his sister finished with a big smirk on her face as she pointed out to him.

Tuffnut gave a quick punch to her arm as he got defensive. "Hey, that's a real problem."

"I'm just saying, knowing he was afraid of something made him less scary to me," Aarne added as he watch the twins now wrestle about on the floor before being separated by their Zippleback.

"Yes," Gustav agreed as he walked over to a woven basket and pulled out an eel with each hand. "So let's show the yaks that dragons are afraid of things too," he said hovering the two eels close to the dragons as he stood between to yaks for them to observe.

The very sight of the eels caused the two volunteer dragons to hiss and cringe as they looked away but that could do nothing to mask the horrid odor of them in the air. Seeing these large creature cower in fear over something as harmless as an eel had the yaks feeling slight empathy, that is, until one of the slimy eels slide out of Gustav's hold and began slithering towards the Nightmare. His breathing began to deepen as he backed up as far as he could against the wall. With himself in such a panic, his tail started whipping from side to side, colliding with one of the sheep and sending him flying into the air before planting on the cold stone walls looking like some sort of sheep spider before sliding down to the ground with a bleat.

Gustav banged the side of his helmet in fatigue. Nothing he was doing was working right and he was running low on time. The pressure to help the dragons, save the town and bet the storm were all weighting down on the young boy that he felt like the story of Atlas holding the world and he knew he could do nothing about it, not even shrug.

"Don't worry," Aarne placed a palm over Gustav's shoulder, trying to help him carry the burden from him as well as calm him down.

"Worried!? I'm not worried. Do I look worried?" he grinned with a false smile, trying more to convince himself than anyone else.

…

By midday the winds had grown stronger to the point that people had to hold onto their helmets just so they wouldn't be drifted away. Everyone had a job to do and with the blacken storm just watching them from the distance, it didn't help relax anyone one bit. As one man helped pull the nails off some shields to use for boarding windows and doors, the image of Gobber riding over the far distance and approaching catch everyones attention as they gathered around to see what he had brought back.

"How'd it go?" Stoick requested, pushing his way through the crowd.

"Got the ore as well as a special gift from Hiccup," Gobber began as he jumped off of Bone and began fiddling with a crates attached to him. "Turns out she's got a few yaks of her own living with dragons, the only difference is they're producing milk," he lowered one of the crate and revealed to them the glass bottles filled with fresh milk. "Hopefully it'll be enough to go around just until we can get our own to start producing again."

Everyone started to cheer and smile again, delighted in not only the gift and to know Hiccup was doing well but to know that having farm animals and dragons coexisting together wasn't an impossibility, but a reality that hopefully would soon happen to them.

"Thank Odin for her generosity," Stoick praised as he lifted one of the bottle. The glass was strong, durable and shaped with a narrowing necks. "Place the remaining crates in the Hall with the rest of the supplies for the storm, this one can start being handed out to families."

Soon, every family on Berk had one bottle of milk for the rest of the day and while to many it might not seem like a lot, to them it was worth more than liquid gold. Mildew, who had been aiding in moving items from storage to the Hall begrudgingly took a bottle and wickedly cursed for each to be spoiled and bitter like his heart.

…

Fanghook hardly slept through the night as he would pace up and down the steps of the Larson home to curl up next to Gustav to keep his warm and then down to Mrs. Larson to do the same. He also had a warm fire burning over the fire pit to try and keep the cold shadows at bay and wished he could do more to sooth Gustav's trembles at night even when covered by two thick blankets of fur. The other day he tried to convince Wither to migrate or take shelter away from the cold, but the little sparrow was bent on staying right by their side, even when he himself was shaking under his feathers. It was pretty much the same around the village for the other dragons who would try to warm their human companions. Amazingly for being reptiles, they did surprisingly well in the cold and it was thanks to their internal heat and their layered scales that retained it. Although there were some dragon species who took to migrating or hibernating during the colder seasons, they were nowhere near the Archipelago and thus safe from the chill.

Many of the dragons without a home began roaming the open ocean waters for fish to bring back for themselves as well as for the humans and their storage since their supplies were very minimal. It was the least they could do in order to help their former enemies since their presence seemed to hinder their collection of milk and eggs from the farm animals and while they tried to be more docile and less threatening, it was difficult to do so when all the sheep, yaks and chickens saw them as predators.

By the time the first indication of morning lightly brightened the world, thunder and lightning began to roar out from the heavens as if Thor himself was preparing a battle on the unprepared village. The calamity outdoors rose everyone from bed as they jumped out and began their day collecting more essentials and sharing the last cups of warmed milk between their families and when Mrs. Larson rose from bed to start a small breakfast for her son, she was surprised to see him already up and preparing them both a meal.

"Hi, Mom," he shivered as he waited for a pot of water to boil.

"Don't worry about making breakfast, Gustav, I've got it," she said as her sock covered feet stepped onto the icy planks of wood.

"No, I wanna do this, Mom. Please," Gustav begged. He knew his mother had been working hard with everyone with making blankets and candles; she even came home late with bandages over her sore and pricked fingers and wax burned hands. She and the others were at least contributing to the cause and he felt he and the riders had barely even made a lick of progress and today was the final day for him to set things right.

Knowing there was no way she could convince her son otherwise, Mrs. Larson took a seat by the kitchen table, Fanghook handing her a fur shawl for her to wrap herself in as Gustav finished. He presented her with a bowl of hot baked apple slices, baked beans with the last bits of bacon and mushrooms they had, fresh flatbread with onion marmalade and a hot cup of spiced apple cider. It was a simple breakfast, but Mrs. Larson couldn't have been prouder of her son for working so hard and ate everything on her plate. Gustav gobbled up his food in a hurry before washing up and saying his goodbyes to start training before time was up, leaving Helen alone in the house with the roaring fire and Wither, whom Fanghook commanded to stay put and watch over her. She felt a tinge of loss as he closed the door and exited out to the whistling winds and wondered if these were the same emotions he felt when she was away to fight dragons. That seemed like so long ago now.

Savoring the last sip of cider, Mrs. Larson prayed for protection over her son as she herself prepared to start off her day once again.

…

"Bring in everything you need!" Stoick shouted over the thunder as he helped villagers place the final bits of supplies into the Great Hall. "We don't know how long we'll need to be hunkered down!"

He placed large sacks of supplies filled with clothing and bedding as they came in from the villagers. He saw men and women, young and old make their way up the steps to the large chamber, many with red hued cheeks and noses from the biting freeze. The effects of the storm were already taken their course as snowfall began to drop onto the ground, leaving everything in a thin layer of sleet that was much too early for the season. The sound of wooden wheels colliding with stone caught Stoick's attention as he saw Mulch pull a cart, with Bucket seated on it moaning and groaning above the clashing rumble.

"How's Bucket doing?" he asked making his way down to them.

"Look at him. He usually loved a wheelbarrow ride," Mulch frowned knowing his best friend was in terrible pain.

Thunder trashed over and over again, causing many of the young children within the Hall to yelp and curl up by their parents for protection. It was only the beginning of a blizzard and it only seemed to evolve into more chaos as every second passed. Stoick looked to the blue lights zapping from the clouds and glared at it to go away but it held its ground and only challenge him with more crashes and booms.

"Mulch, I'll take care of Bucket. You and Gobber go find the kids and bring them here," Stoick ordered with the two nodding their head and heading off to the academy as the flakes of ice grew heavier and harsher.

…

It was already the third day of training and the dragons were already growing frustrated with the farm animals who they felt were begin very stubborn for not wanting to accept them. Every time they'd get near, the animals would become spooked and begin to gallivant like a chicken without a head. On his last string of patience, the teal and crimson Nightmare and Nadder began chasing after them, thinking that by force they could get them to like them but as you could suspect this only made things worse.

"Hey! Calm down! " Aarne barked as he pushed the Nightmare away from a yak by the snout, Snotlout doing the same with the crazed Nadder. "Get back over here!"

"Nightmares not so easy to handle there, huh, Aarne?" Snotlout teases feeling a spark of victory as he pressed his palm down in the Nadder's snout. The action triggered its tail to spike up and shot fast spine outward, catching him by his vest and hanging him on the wall like an ornament.

"Looks like you've still got a lot to learn on Nadders too, huh, Snotlout," the blonde retorted with a smug look.

"You know what I'm learning from this: Chickens are really…well, chicken." Gustav sarcastically grinned with two hens in his arms.

"What if we showed them how much they have in common with the dragons?" Fishlegs suggested only receiving odd stared from everyone. "They both lay eggs, right. A Terrible Terror laid one last week." He processed to scurry to one of the pens and brought out a large green egg.

"You're saying a Terror laid that? I find that hard to believe," Snotlout crossed his arms once he finally managed to release himself off of the wall.

"It's actually a fascinating process, you see the Terror…" Fishlegs ranted as he placed the egg down before being stopped in conversation.

"I don't even want to know," Snotlout motioned as the teenagers watched one of the hens roost atop the large eggs, seeming comfortable.

"Alright, see. An egg's an egg, right ladies?" Gustav smiled hoping this was the first milestone when the female Terror stormed out of the pen and hissed at the hens before retrieving her egg and retreating back into her cage. "Until the mother shows up and takes it back…" he pouted in defeat once more.

From the entrance of the arena, Gobber and Mulch motioned for the farm animals and the teenagers to exit. "Everybody out, the storm is here!"

"Wait! We haven't made any progress with the animals! We need more time!" Gustav shouted as Gobber lined up the sheep and gathered the last of the chickens.

"The Chief wants everyone in the Great Hall!"

"Take the others. I need to stay and keep working with the animals, they're still afraid."

"Ya can't get eggs from a frozen chicken or training from an iced instructor! We need to get the animals in the barn!"

…

The barns were frozen solid in ice so much so that the windmills were hardened like stone and refused to budge even with all the gales passing by. The entire landscape was painted white in thick layers of snow that it was difficult to make out where the forest and open fields that once were so visible began or ended.

"So much for the barn…" Gobber said from atop Bones.

"There's no other place to hold them!" Mulch exclaimed over the sound of wind.

"The Great Hall!" Gustav shouted out, pointing back towards the village.

"So we're gonna have the dragons and the animals under the same roof?" Mulch said as he swayed his hooked hand about. "We know that won't work."

"We have no choice. Let's go!"

Huddling the animals together, the dragons formed a barrier around them and the animals to lead them through the blinding whiteness of the world.

"Alright, keep them separate!" Gobber led from above on Bones as the riders herded the sheep closer at the rear.

From above, a shot of lightening took aim for a snow covered pine, sending it into splinters in front of Stormfly. The sudden event startled her greatly and her spines unraveled out and as she moved to avoid the falling tree, her spines collided and scraped the side of Hookfang's face. Letting out a yelp, Hookfang's body ignited in both anger and pain, upsetting the already frightened farm animals to flee and scatter in all directions as memories of fire and darkness filled their minds. In the midst of the confusion, the young Vikings ran around like marionettes on the loose, trying to capture the rampaging yaks and sheep with no effect other than being trampled over or having their faces covered in snow upon falling flat to the ground.

Seeing the animals scatter into the whiteness and disappear among the snow covered trees, Gustav put in his determined face and jumped onto Fanghook who took to the air after them. Before he could venture out, Gobber and Bones blocked their path.

"Where are you going?!"

"I'm going after them!"

"Forget it, Gustav! We'll never get them rounded up in this storm!"

"With Fanghook, I can! I have to try! If I don't, we starve to dead."

"No! Your mother would kill me if I left you out here!" Gobber plead as he tried to reach for Gustav's railings but the young rider was more experienced in flying and managed to dodge his mentor swiftly and took to the open skies in search for the animals.

"Sorry, Gobber!" Gustav shouted back and disappeared into the white.

"Gustav! Come back here! Aarne will you talk some sense in… No, no!" was what he managed as he saw the young Hofferson mount onto his own dragon and zipped into the winds like a storm. "Not you two! AARNE! You're not going with…" When he turned over, he could see all the riders now on their dragons and taking to the air after the animals, leaving Gobber a bumbling mess as he and Bones tried to catch any of them but it was of no use. They we're gone. "GET BACK HERE ALL OF YOU!"

Gobber looked down to Bones and both gulped loudly, already hearing the lashing they were mostly likely to receive once they returned to the Hall without the animals, dragons and now children.

…

Over at the Hall, everyone huddled right by the main fire pit, the torches and candles surrounding the room swaying their flames wildly as the winds since to ignore the walls of stone surrounding them. Families were covered in large quilts and the dragons within the walls did their best to shield them from as much of the cold as possible. Many of the small children cuddled up right next to Terrors who sat on their laps like hot water bottles and the large dragons kept the fire pit lit as more logs were thrown in. Nobody said anything and the combined sound of chattering teeth gave the Hall an eerie and spooky vibe.

Suddenly, the giant doors of the Hall swung open, letting in the cold, nearly extinguishing all the lights and warmth from within. The air sounded like the piercing screams of crying children that had once lost their lives to the cold from the furthest reaches of the world and the haunting bellows sent even more shivers down the villagers' spines.

"Move those tables against the door!" Stoick orders as men began to lift the wooden stalls as if they were paper. They quickly ran over and bolted the door shut, silencing the howls for a moment before once again the doors swung open, this time Gobber and Bones pushing their way inside.

"Stoick! The barn's been destroyed! The animals are scattered!"

"Where are the others?" Stoick asked as he noticed on one else coming through the doorway.

"Where's my son?" Mrs. Larson pushed through the crowd, looking around for her little boy.

"I tried to stop them, Helen, they went after the animals," Gobber confessed and was more than sure he was going to be rewarded with a smack on the head for losing and leaving him out in the blizzard.

Mrs. Larson covered her mouth in shock and held in her breath. "Gustav."

Stoick marched towards the front door, a pain in the pit of his stomach feeling he had let them down in some way or another. He already lost his own child, he wasn't about to lose anyone else on his watch. As he and Gobber headed towards the exit where once again the doors slammed open, but it wasn't the children like many of them hoped but Mulch and two yaks.

"I caught these two," Mulch cheered as he wiped the loose snow over his arms and shoulders. "I figured at least with these we could start a new herd."

As they walked in, Gobber took one look at them and shook his head. "You might want to take another look, Mulch."

Doing so he realized he had two of the same gender and not a breeding pair and his face grew a slight red from not catching it sooner. "Oh, um… Never mind, boys."

Bones took several steps to go out once more but was stopped by Gobber. "Ah, stay put with the others, Bones, they'll need all the firepower they can get once the others run their limit. We bring them home."

Reluctantly, Bones obeyed and watched as the doors to the Hall closed slowly and the sight of Gobber's smile disappeared into the wind.

…

The sky had grown dark with no sign of the animals in view. Fanghook lit the way with a small channel of condensed fire in his mouth and looked from side to side for any indication of tracks of the smell of them in the air. Behind him, the other dragons followed close with their riders, knowing that with the darkness came more freeze.

"You find as many as you can!" shouted Gustav looking over his shoulders to the others. "We'll herd them back to the Great Hall!"

"Can we swing by my house!?" Fishlegs trembled as he wrapped his arms himself close. "I'd like to get my heavy coat!"

"Check this out!" Tuffnut shouted over to his sister as he proceeded to slap himself in the face. "I'm so cold I can't feel my face!"

Wanting to test out this theory, Ruffnut opened her palm and slapped her brother's face with all her might, sending him back a bit from the force but relatively unharmed.

"Didn't feel it!"

"That takes all the fun out of it!" Ruffnut scowled as her palm stung slightly.

Continuing to hover high, from the corner of his vision, Gustav could see the herd of animals racing further into the white jungle. "There they are! Come on!"

The others followed right behind him as they swooped down towards the yaks and racing chickens cursing evolution for giving them useless wings.

"Yaks to the left!" Fishlegs pointed out.

"Chickens to the right!" Snotlout added as he and Hookfang flew by him and Meatlug, bumping into them and sending them spiraling off course. "Hey! I'm flying here!" Getting closer to the runaway birds, Snotlout and Hookfang glided low to the ground. "Chickens! Over here! Follow me this way, come on!" he motioned for them to go with him but it seemed this was doing nothing but causing the flightless birds to run faster than they thought possible.

With Snotlout's focus on the birds and not where he was flying, Hookfang could see they were quickly approaching a tree and angled himself upward to maneuver away from a possible collision.

"Wait! Where are you going?!" Snotlout insisted as he saw the snow-covered tree nearly camouflaged perfectly with the backdrop of paleness and shouted as Hookfang made a split second tilt and perfectly avoided being hit.

"Sheep! Hey sheep this way!" Fishlegs commanded as he gained control of Meatlug and hovered over them lowly, gathering them all together into a tight cluster, bleating as they went along. "Hey! It's working!" However with their bodies so low, they managed to trap themselves under a fallen tree truck between a thick layer of snow.

"I got them!" Aarne called out from behind him and with great aim and careful flying shouted out for Stormfly to let out her spine shots, using them as a pen to hold down the still clustered sheep. "Gotcha!"

Unfortunately since Snotlout and Hookfang were coming in too hot from their quick flying, they dropped low and tumbled several of the spines caging the sheep, allowing them to escape once more.

"Snotlout, what are you doing! You're all over the place!"

"YOU TRY HERDING CHICKENS WITH A DRAGON THAT DOESN'T LISTEN TO YOU!" Snotlout yelled. It seemed the constant bleached background with the addition to the sudden flight change had Hookfang on a temporary vertigo as he spun out of control, unable to get his bearings correctly.

Flying over to help him, Aarne spotted several sheep heading up the mountain through a narrow pathway. "Gustav! Three sheep!"

"Come on, Fanghook, fire it up!" Gustav pointed and soon they were closing the gap between them over the cliff side.

As the path up the alp grew steeper and steep, the small black sheep lost his footing in the loose snow and was sent hurdling down the mountain side, squawking loudly as gravity and the wind pushed him down rapidly. With the snow as a momentary cushion, the black sheep slide down until the snow lining ended and he was soon free-falling for his life as the earth below became closer and closer and right when he was sure his life was about to end he was swooped up and cradled snuggly in the talons of a yellow and violet Monstrous Nightmare. The black sheep's heart raced out of control and soon calmed down once he realized he was not being carried off to be eaten but to be rescued and was placed on the ground gently on a safe and open area with the rest of his pale coated family.

"Good job, boy!" Gustav praised.

"Gustav!" Aarne called out from the distance as his and Stormfly's image came into fruition from the haze. "The storm is getting worse! I can't see anything!"

The crying winds sang out like a horrid banshee as Gustav gave a soft pat to Fanghook's side. "Give us some light!"

With the order, Fanghook's body temporarily blazed up, lighting the surrounding for no more than ten seconds but it was enough to signal Hookfang to balance himself as he lit his own body and flew around the landscape, illuminating the way. From the distance, the outline of two yaks could almost be made out and Gustav pointed out for all to see. "Stray yaks! Twelve o'clock!"

"I see them!" Tuffnut confirmed as he and his sister rode closer on Barf and Belch to nab them. "And they are huge!" With their Zippleback swooping low and claws at the ready, they latched onto the two yaks and carried them high into the air. "I got the yaks!" Tuffnut hailed with a grin until realizing they weren't actually yaks.

"PUT ME DOWN!" a harsh voice from under Barf and Belch swayed back and forth. The shouting sounded very familiar and upon looking down the twins could see their chief giving them the stare that they usually gave when they were catch pulling one of their pranks. "RIGHT! NOW!"

Obeying his orders the twins tapped their dragon to release, letting both Gobber and Stoick down to the ground right next to some real yaks, Stoick swiftly landing on his feet while Gobber's face planted with the snow.

"Do I look like a yak to you!" Gobber shouted bitterly on all fours before getting up.

The other dragons flew towards the commotion, landing down as they were confronted by Stoick. Jumping off of Fanghook, Gustav walked over to his chief with a low head. He felt like he disappointed him, and with the first task given to him no less. He was given the responsibility to handle the situation and he failed miserable and let everyone down, now the entire village was possibly going to starve thanks to him and his lack of making a difference. Gustav waited to be told he shamed him as well as the academy's standing.

"You shouldn't be out here, Gustav," Stoick calmly spoke, glad to see everyone was alright.

"Chief," Gustav lowered his head with a meek voice. "I'm sorry I let you down."

Stoick could see the sadness in Gustav's face. He had really done his best to tame both dragon and animal to the best of his abilities but time just wasn't with him. It was a heavy burden for such a short amount of time but all in all, he knew if given the right circumstances he could have done it. "It's not your fault, lad. I'm taking you all back."

"Which way?!" Gobber asked unable to determine what was straight and what was back.

"Follow our tracks," Stoick said, but the heavily falling snow had already covered any evidence of existence and disturbance, leaving them all in the middle of a winter wasteland.

"So much for that idea," Gobber added as the hissing squall rattled the world around them.

"Sir," Fishlegs came forward as the riders gathered close. "What do we do now?"

Every one of them were shivering madly from being out in the cold for so long with only the light clothing on their backs to keep them warm. Stoick knew that too much exposure to the element of frost could kill a man and he couldn't stand the thought of losing several of the bravest children he had ever had the honor of knowing.

"Everyone, come together," he said extending his arms out to them, Gobber and him doing the best they could to shield the young ones from the blistering chill.

Seeing this Fanghook chimed out for the others and all the dragons walked forward towards the huddled group and spread their wings out as wide as they could to block out even more of the winds then the two large Vikings ever could.

"What are they doin'?" Stoick asked, never before seeing such a sight.

"They're protecting us," Gustav smiled as he could feel slightly warmer from the shielded area.

"It's their natural instinct…" Aarne added as he looked around to see them all, purring lowly in a caring manner before each left out a stream of condensed flames onto the center of the open circle, creating warming fires for them to stand by.

Soon, the difference was clear and everyone's violent trembles vanished. It was from the far side of the storm that Fanghook could hear the silence cries of sheep, all curled together to try and remain warm. Racing over, he went to their side, the two larger sheep fleeing from the sight of him while the black one remained still, watching closely as he nudged for him to go forward to the shelter. The bright orange light became a beacon of warmth and understanding for the young sheep as he could feel the lingering waves of heat permeate from it. Taking the first steps, he motioned himself over to the flames and welcomed the sensation of heat over his dark coat. Within the shelter, the flames washed over the scales of the dragons and he could see how they glowed and shined like stars. The fear he had once held inside melted away like the snow of the ground as he called out for the others that there was nothing to fear and to come towards the light.

One by one, the sheep, yaks and chickens came forwards from the white shadows to the warmth within the darkness and cold, their doubts and terrors evaporating like the snow over their bodies. Together from the tall and scaly to the small and wooly, everyone bundled together and basked in the tender embrace of balminess, feeling more as one than as separate creature from different realms. The little black sheep curled up right besides Fanghook's talons, content and grateful for having his life saved by one how could have so easily taken it.

"Your dragons are really something, son," Stoick beamed as he placed his palm over Gustav.

"Yeah, they really are."

…

For the first time in four days, the sun finally shined over Berk, melting some of the ice crystals over the leaves and branches of the mighty pines. From its amber glow, the dragons slowly rose from slumber, the thick layers of snow slowly brushing off as they twitched them and soon the farm animals and Vikings opened their eyes to greet the new day as if the storm had only been a terrible nightmare. Even though the air was still frigid and thick with the scent of frozen winds, they all could have been warmer than on that day when they all shared in the sight of the first sunrise of winter. Everyone turned to one another and smiled, knowing that last night was a night they would hold in their hearts as the first mission they completed as riders, as Vikings, as Berkians.

Smiling over to the sun, Gustav prayed for more adventures with his friends and even though he knew not every mission would be a success or that things would go to plan, he wouldn't stop pushing himself to do his best for his people and for the dragons, but most importantly for his mentors and friends.

That day, Berk felt all the bit warmer.

…

Mrs. Larson hardly slept the night before. It wasn't from the cold but from the fear that her son was somewhere out there, lost, cold, alone. She wondered if Stoick and Gobber were able to find him as well as the other missing children. She'd go the rest of her life without caring about milk or eggs, just so long as she could hold her little boy in her arms on last time and tell him just how proud she was of him. All she wanted was her son back.

A commotion at the entrance stirred everyone and the sight of the children's silhouettes caused a great uproar of joy for their safe return.

"They're back!" Mulch smiled as he and a better feeling Bucket walked to greet each of them as they entered the Hall. "And they're alright!"

Everyone cheered more as the chickens and sheep entered the room, thankful for them bringing them home.

"And, the animals are alright too!" Bucket added.

"Uh-oh! Here come the dragons," Mulch cringed.

Hookfang let out a satisfied roar that echoed throughout the Hall and from his back, let off several sheep who showed no sights of discomfort of fear. The crowd let out a simultaneous sigh of relief and smiled knowing it was possibly to have both dragons and farm animals living together in harmony.

"Well, will you look at that…" Mulch grinned as his doubts disappeared.

"Hey, everyone!" Aarne shouted out for all to hear.

Gustav walked in slowly, a chicken under his arm and a bright white oval in the other. "The chickens are laying eggs again!"

The crowd went wild with excitement as Bucket turned over to Mulch. "I was right, chickens do lay eggs."

"Gustav?" Mrs. Larson said as she made her way around people and saw her son. It took everything in her not to just break out and cry on the spot.

Taking the chicken and egg from him, Stoick motioned for him to go to her and without a second thought, ran over to his mother's embrace, happy to see her again. Wither flew over to Fanghook's horns and began whistling a tone of delight to find that his friends were safe and all around people began shaking hands and being thankful and grateful for all that had happened because in a strange way, it brought them all closer together as a community.

As the celebration continued, the chatters of a Terror entered into the Great Hall, a sound synonymous with one Terror in particular.

"Sharpshot!" Gustav smiled as his mother let him go and he reached out for the green and reddish-brown dragon, a small leather pouch on his back with the image of a letter with dragon wings. Pulling the ties on the leather pouch, he could see a letter within and looked over to his mother.

"Go ahead, read it out loud," she cheered.

_To Berk Dragon Academy & All,_

_When working together with a dragon, communication is key. Communication between dragon and rider goes both ways. You almost have to read each other's minds or else conflicts occur and lines in the sand are crossed. And you have to have an open-mind, because sometimes your dragon knows better than you. _

_Not only must the dragon follow the rider's lead but the rider must listen to the dragon as well, because sometimes what the dragon is trying to say is something you really need to hear. I believe this can go the same way with others. When we all come together and work towards a common goal, we become much stronger and more resourceful from the experiences. I will never stop trying to listen to what others have to say and hope that one day, we can all share in knowing we are all one._

_Your friends and ally, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III & Dragon Island_

Everyone in the hall silently smiled, knowing wisdom and hope was spread around. Attached to the note was a completed entry for the Book of Dragons and Gustav couldn't help but smile and wonder what sort of adventure Hiccup must have had facing the giant Stocker known as the Typhoomerang…

…

Back home from a day of celebration, Gustav lit the candle right by the desk in his room and pulled out a piece of paper to read a progress report to Hiccup. He didn't mind that Fanghook had filled his helmet with water for Wither and snuggled comfortably in a new fur blanket his mother made as a thank you gift to Hiccup for all her help.

Taking the feather pen she had bought for him the first day he became an apprentice at the forge, he dunked it into a pot of ink and began his message:

_To Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III,_

_Here on Berk, we've made peace with the dragons. We're finally living and working together and it only took us three hundred years. There was one slight problem…we forgot to tell the animals. It was a struggle at first to get everyone on the same track and it took a blizzard and a black sheep to bridge the gaps between everyone._

_We made our peace with the dragons when we saw that we could trust them and now the animals know that too because it turns out they actually have instincts to protect us. All of us. Maybe someday we can spread this peace all over the world and show others the kindness and warmth that is a dragon's friendship._

_Your friends and family, Berk_

Finishing his letter he whistled out for Sharpshot who eagerly zipped in through the window and patiently waited as Gustav attached the letter and gift onto him. After everything was secured, he took off and with the day done and the weather steady, Gustav blew out the candle and watched the small flakes of snow pass by before he drifted off into sleep about winter wonderlands.


	6. Chapter 6

_Hello again. In this chapter we finish the Torch Saga. With the threat of losing her home, island, and dragons, Hiccup must face her most dynamic foe yet, alone. I do hope you enjoy the chapter, I really wanted to show just how capable Hiccup is on her own now and just how much the dragons of her island care for her. Posting this chapter 11-5-2014. Next chapter to be posted in 9-10 days. Thank you and please enjoy._

…

A bright tangerine glow washed over the sky, painting it vividly with light. The cicadas and crickets on the limbs of trees were coming to a closure on their midnight serenade, allowing the melody of crashing tides on the soft sand to trance the residence of Dragon Island out of their rest. All around dragons young and old were beginning to stir out of their nest, spreading their wings outward to capture the warming rays of the sun and preparing to start their day like any other with their benevolent queen, Hiccup as their guide. They hadn't seen much of her yesterday or the day before, some only capturing glimpse of her in the forest with a tall blond man with missing limbs and the Boneknapper by his side gathering milk from the many yaks still roaming around the prairies of the isle.

One dragon in particular however, had rose before the constant sun even gave a thought about rising and was currently pacing back and forth on the sandy beach several meters away from a cave that housed said ruler, attempting to motivate himself to walk in and say the right words to her. These words would hopefully explain his sporadic behavior to the situation at hand with the Typhoomerangs, and with luck she'd understand and come to a reasonable decision to the matters at hand. The last thing on his mind was making a big scene in front of her, causing her to worry and doubt her abilities to govern, not with her physically and emotionally hurt by him as well as still being troubled by the inner shadows of her mind.

All in all it seemed like the endeavor of simply going forward and speaking to his monarch. She was a fair ruler and very kind, as well as intelligent for her age; she was also a human, his riding partner, the best thing to have ever happened to him, and his battered ego was preventing him from even getting close to the entrance of the cave.

Toothless had spent nearly all day yesterday gathering himself from the rut he dug himself into. The first thing he did was file down his claws to a flattened bluntness, not wanting to repeat the same incident as the night before. It pained him at first, feeling the constant scrapping of his talons over hard stone so different from the usually sharpening one would get from it. His motions were repeated and with every grind he kept telling himself it was all for her, to just prove he was willing to change in order to be with her. He tried to clear his mind of his jealous anger for a lousy little Typhoomerang named Torch, who had clearly overstayed his welcome on Dragon Island. He then retrieved Hiccup's vest he had left over by the scotch mark where he had seen the tiny Typhoomerang's titanic mother and memorized her signature of fire that he'd soon to never forget as well as inform a select few to monitor the skies for any strange activities.

"_Okay, Toothless_," he breathed as he loosened his tense shoulders and wings, shaking the rest of his body to put his blood going. "_You got this. This isn't the first time you've talked to her. She's just a girl. A girl you're deeply in love with as well as your superior," _he motivated as he swallowed the coal-sized lump in his throat. "_You can do this. Just walk over there. Be professional. Be yourself. And don't screw it up._"

Exhaling and closing his eyes to reach his final level of clarity, he relaxed. He knew exactly what to say, what to do, and how to make everything go back to the way they were. "_You're the Night Fury. You got this, man." _Upon reopening his serpentine eyes, he gained the confidence and stride to progress forward, certain in himself and his duties as both her soldier and partner. Once everything was settled and back to balance, he'd spend the rest of his days being there for her, even when things were rough and upsetting, he'd stand by her side. He knew what to do.

"_Hiccup, I need to tell you something…Hiccup?"_ Toothless announced as he cave entrance, waiting for a response, only to find the cave to be silent and darker than usual. His ears fell back and the first bubbles of insecurity formed in his heart, but he wasn't about to give up, he had to keep trying. "_I get that I'm probably not someone you want to see or listen to right now, I know I wouldn't if I was in your shoes. Shoe! I meant shoe, I mean…boot!? Whatever, that leather strap footwear thing you put in your right foot!" _

He had to pause to focus on the topic and not go off the railings. "_What I'm trying to say is I'm sorry for everything. For taking you away from your home and bringing you here. For yelling at you and saying you can't do things on your own and your nothing like me. It was wrong and uncalled for on my part because you're entitled to do your own things and you're more important to me than anything in the world. I'd gladly give my life for you, and I'm not just saying that as a soldier, I'm saying that as a friend, if I can still call us that." _There was still no response. "_Hiccup, I love you, but you can be so stubborn sometimes. Torch needs to go and I'm not saying this like an 'It's me or him' kind of thing, I'm saying this because he's just a child with a massive mother with a possible vendetta over whatever's in her path. So please, I'm asking you as a friend and as your guard, let him go…" _

Again the cave was void of any response, not even from Torch who he was sure would have chattered something foul his way. Furrowing his brow, Toothless stepped into the cave, the smell of Hiccup and sweet grass lingering in the air but upon examining the cave was lifeless.

Hiccup was gone.

Torch was gone.

Tossed half hazardly on the stone floor were three empty woven fishing baskets. He leaned down to take a whiff and noticed they had yet to be filled. The scene looked as though she was about to go out for a fishing trip, so why were the baskets here on the ground? Examining the room further he could see the bath area was empty with the exception of a mended and cleaned sleeping gown thrown on the floor as well and all her belongings missing. Her satchel, staff and shield; all gone. This didn't make any sense to him, neither did the fact that his saddle and fin that were usually placed on the ground were now placed onto the wooden table. Speeding over to it, he noticed several parchments on the wooden table, one being a half-finished rendering of Torch. Something was definitely not right.

Toothless' once calm demeanor quickly turned to panic when he realized the boat was still on the beach and yet not too far off he could see a trail of foot and metal leg prints on the sand going in the direction of the east before disappearing like ghost tracks.

"_Hiccup…"_ he called out. Maybe she went for a dive or something and yet if she had he would have seen her coming up for air the hour he had been there. "_Hiccup!"_

He pressed his nose to the wind, trying to capture a trace of her but the salty brine of the ocean masked everything. Running back into the cave just to make sure he hadn't missed her in the darkness, he looked over every stone and turned over every basket, only furthering his worries when the persistent odor of her remained strong but her form was invisible.

_She couldn't have left the island, right? The boat's still here! So why are her things gone like she never existed? What's going on!?_

It was then a thought came to mind. Had the mother dragon returned and…

"_HICCUP!" _Toothless shouted as he stormed out of the cave and out into the forest, repeating her name at the top of his lungs, trying to catch even the tiniest glimpse of her. She had to be okay. She had to be on the island somewhere. And yet where was she?

By now the resident dragons could hear his cries and hurried over to figure out what was going on and managed to find him near the stream scoping for her anywhere among the dragons around.

"_HAVE YOU SEEN HICCUP?!"_ Toothless asked one of the female Nightmare's drinking water by the water.

"_Not since yesterday when that man came over,_" she responded, dazed by the panicked reaction to the usually collective Night Fury.

"_WHAT MAN?!" _Toothless pressed in a frenzy, his wings and shoulders tense again to the thought that someone might have kidnapped her off the island.

"_Toothless! Calm down,"_ Goliath flew down to the racket that he could hear from the other side of the island. "_What's going on?"_

"_I can't find Hiccup!"_ he panted in jittering breaths._ "Torch is missing too!"_

This statement put everyone in the vicinity in a tizzy repeating the phrase. "_The queen is gone?"_

"_Everyone, remain calm!"_ Goliath orders before turning his attention to the young black dragon. "_What happened?"_

"_I went over to apologize and tell her about Torch's mother and all her stuff was gone!"_

Goliath held his breath.

"_Torch was a hatchling?"_ one Nadder confusingly spoke.

"_A mother dragon was here on the island!?"_ another called out.

"_Where's the queen!?"_ more protested, wanting to know the answers.

"_Nightmare, you said earlier a man was on the island. Can you describe him for us?"_ Goliath asked, now in need of answers for himself.

"_He was an elder man with golden hair and a fake leg like the queen, also he had a false arm and was with the Boneknapper."_ She eagerly gave the information, hoping it would help in the finding of their queen.

"_Gobber…"_ Toothless said looking over to Goliath.

"_What was his business here? Did anyone see him take Hiccup?"_ the Gronckle asked the crowd of increasing dragons.

"_They were with the yaks,"_ a Zippleback confessed. "_But as far as we know, he left with only the Boneknapper and boxed of milk and iron."_

"_That's right!"_ One Gronckle on the far right spoke up. "_She invited him to collect the ore. I saw him flying out towards Berk alone."_

The evidence wasn't looking too good in clues of Hiccup's whereabouts, only causing Toothless to hyperventilate. "_This is all my fault… I wasn't there for her… It's all my fault…"_

"_We'll find her, I'll go around and ask the patrol for any suspicious activities,"_ Goliath said, trying to sooth his friend from his anxiously attack. "_Everyone!"_ he called out. "_A lone female has been roaming the vicinity for several days looking for her hatchling! If you have any information on the matter, inform Toothless, the patrol or me! Fan out and scope the entire island from the volcano to the coast!"_

Every dragon let out a mighty roar and took to the sky in search of their beloved young human monarch, Toothless desperately trying to do so himself but with no avail.

"_USELESS FLIGHTLESS DRAGON!" _he cursed to himself.

"_Toothless. I need you to calm down and focus,"_ Goliath said to the Night Fury digging his blunt claws into the firm earth. "_We need you to navigate ground patrol, you're the fastest and know her scent the most. You did your best on your own but right now you need to trust the rest of us to defend and find our queen. We'll find her."_

This was supposed to be a simple day. He was going to make everything right and well again but he couldn't even do that on his own. Hiccup was missing, Torch was gone and he felt more useless than ever before.

The big question was still on every dragons mind as they flew through the air and turned over every nook and cranny: Where was Hiccup?

…

It had been difficult for Hiccup to get comfortable all through the night. The stinging bruises on her back provided her a challenge to lay peacefully and Torch's constant cuddling, while sweet, ached as he pressed his head onto the claw marks over her collarbone. She had managed to wash away the red strains on her night gown and stitched the fabric back together the day before, slowly sewing her needle and thread into the fabric while Torch had played with a ball of collected yarn. Now she was tired and the sun had yet to rise over the waves breaking of the shore and horizon however she knew daylight was but a few hours away.

Her body felt heavy like stone and she could feel the each goose bump over her cold body. Shivering, Hiccup rose from the hard grit floor, careful not to stir the sleeping dragon as she wobbled, trembled and walked over to the bathroom to hopefully wash her sleep and fatigue away. She felt miserable as she stripped herself and filled the tub with hot water, balancing herself on her right leg as she undid her left. Once her artificial limb was off, she slowly climbed into the tub, feeling small as she backed herself to a corner. For the longest time she just sat in the warmth of the water, allowing it to heat her comfortably before grabbing a bottle of sweet grass cleanser to wash herself from all the sorrow in her heart. As she traced her fingers over the wound on her collarbone, she flashbacked to the image of Toothless hovering over her with slit irises and a furious growl. When she compared it to the images in her head of him purring lovingly with large saucer-like pupils she let large tears form over her eyes before they dripped into the hot water, the dripping sound echoing all over the cave.

All she wanted was to help an injured dragon, mend him to health and release him back into the wild. That had always been the plan when she and Toothless met. She learned so much from him and his kind but it seemed she failed to realize the most obvious detail of them all, they were still wild creatures. She could try and delude herself that they were tame and easy to manage but the honest truth was she was on an island filled with animals that at any moment they wished could easily tear her to pieces. This wasn't the first time she had thought this since living on Dragon Island but it was the first it was really put into prospective. When she hit Toothless, he wasn't trying to hurt her per say, but defending himself like a rational being would do in that situation. The look in his eyes when he saw what he had done, the look of sheer horror and terror; she did that. None of this would have happened if she hadn't have hit him but if she didn't, what would have become of Torch? Was Toothless seriously trying to injure him, or something worse…?

It was a possibilities she didn't want to think about but she knew it had to be put out there. Exhaling deeply, Hiccup laid her head onto the concrete tub and wished she knew why all of this was happening. She needed answers and the only one she could truly get them from was Toothless but she was probably the last person he'd want to see. Today she'd go out and ask around for answers. Her Dragonese was still a work in progress but she had to try.

Off on the other side of the cave, Hiccup could hear fidgeting and chirping before seeing Torch flap his way over to the stone bath, perching himself on the edge and smiling over to Hiccup. Weakly, Hiccup smiled and covered herself with her arms. "Morning, Torch, feeling better?"

Torch flapped his wings slightly, showing her they were perfectly fine.

"That's good. Let me take a look at that scar," she said as she leaned towards him, running her digits lightly over the long cut on the right side of his face. It trailed down from his right eye over to the end of his jaw, thankfully not injuring his vision or hindering his ability to eat. A frown crossed her face as she cupped Torch's face and brought him in for a light hug, Torch taken aback by her actions. "I'm sorry, Torch. You're such a good boy."

Torch could feel the pattering of his heart increase as he slowly brought his wings around Hiccup for an embrace and hitched his breathing when he felt the hot tears streaming onto his back. A ball of guilt formed in the pit of Torch's stomach. He really liked Hiccup. She was kind and nurturing, paid attention to him, even saved him from a boar and Toothless twice even when it hurt her to do so. All night he'd awaken to see Hiccup with her eyes wide open but it was as if she was seeing nothing, restless to sleep and restless awake. The sore marks on her skin made him cringe just thinking that if she hadn't charged in and saved him, those markings would have never happened. Toothless was trying to take him away from her to who knows where and he panicked and in doing so, managed to get Hiccup wounded and Toothless going rogue for another night. Sometimes when her eye lids betrayed her and she'd sleep for a few moments, he could hear her muttering out Toothless' name, pleading for him to come back. Those times he'd press himself closer to her, to maybe try and replace the hole in her heart but only seemed to stir her awake to another cycle of sleeplessness.

They stayed like this for a while longer till Hiccup let go and fished her bath, washing away the last traces of cleanser and tears off her body before draining the tub, reattaching her leg, and dressing in her island attire.

…

After making her way towards the fishing baskets, Hiccup looked over the Toothless' fin and saddle, collecting dust on the far side of the cave. Seeing it like that, just lying on the ground like it meant nothing caused Hiccup's fingertips to tremble. Turning back to it, she lifted it off the ground and wiped away the light dusting of sand over it and walked back to the wooden table, setting it down in the center. It seemed like so long ago that Gobber and Gustav build this for him, the amount of work and effort that went into it. This simple saddle and fin were Toothless' only way to touch the clouds again, to taste freedom and be boundless to the earth, but not her. With them at odds now, neither of them could enjoy that freedom. They were both trapped.

"_Torch, sorry,"_ he whispered as he slowly walked over to her, placing his wings around her right leg.

With the Dragonese she did know she managed a few words to him. "_Not your fault. Fault mine."_

"_No,"_ Torch said as he pried himself off of her gently, flying over to the opposite side of the cave with a shameful look on his face, facing away from her. "_Torch did a bad thing…"_

"What do you mean?" Hiccup asked, gathering the fishing baskets for the morning run.

"_Torch lie. Not really hurt first day Toothless threw me. Torch wanted to protect Hiccup, but bad for Hiccup if Torch stay…"_ he ducked his head under his wings from the guilt.

"You're not bad, Torch," Hiccup grinned as she walked over to him with the baskets over her back, placing his hand over his head.

"_Really, Torch bad. Torch run away."_

Hiccup looked to him with confusion, wondering if she caught the right chatters out of his mouth. "What do you mean run away?"

"_Torch run away from home. Big brothers big meanies to poor Torch. They say Torch small and weak and big Mama's boy so Torch flew away here to island of Red Death to prove bravery. But stupid meany Scavenger hit Torch's wing and hide. Hiccup save Torch and very grateful but Torch make Toothless mad by eating all his fish. Torch feel better next day but Toothless yell meany things to poor Hiccup and Torch prove strength by saving Hiccup but only made things bad. Then Toothless try to take Torch away and we fight but Hiccup got hurt for Torch. Torch bad for Hiccup. Torch small and weak,"_ he finished after flapping his wings around dramatically to his story and the baskets over Hiccup's back plopped to the floor.

"Torch, who's your mother," she said with a slightly stern voice. Placing the pieces of this puzzle together she could get a vague image of what was going on here. Toothless' erratic behavior, Torch's appearance to the island; were these two connected somehow?

Torch jittered and panicked slightly to the slight change in Hiccup sweet voice. He just knew she was angry with him. "_Mama big and strong and queen of home. Mama very brave and not scared of scary Red Death."_

This story was already starting to worry her even more. "Torch, how old are you?"

"_Torch runt. Torch four, almost adult. Soon Torch be big and strong like Mama!"_

"Does your mother know you're here?" Hiccup asked with concern in her voice for the residence of the island.

"_Mama's got a good nose. She'd find Torch."_ He lowered his head down, expecting to be scolded for lying and now upon realizing it, possibly putting her and everyone here in grave danger.

_That must have been why Toothless was acting so strangely, he knew the mother was here and was trying to warn me. I could have put the entire hive in jeopardy by simply helping out a single dragon._ Hiccup mind whirled around the thought. It would explain why he told Torch to go away and why he was trying to separate him from her. He didn't want to worry her with this problem.

"Torch," Hiccup said as she ran her hand back and forth over his head. "I know what it feels like to be treated like you're small and weak, but running away won't solve anything; especially to an island once ruled by Red Death, you're lucky he's not around anymore... I know it's tough but at the end of the day you're not alone, you've got your mother and brothers. Don't you think they're worried about you?"

For the first time since coming to Dragon Island, Torch let that thought sink in. He really did miss his elder brothers, even if they were rowdy and picked on him, but he most missed his mother and how she'd fly all of them on her back on sunny days. His home seemed so far away now and the tingling of homesickness kicked in his belly. Torch silently nodded his head in response to her question and sank onto her lap for comfort.

Hiccup was a bit upset with the young dragon but she couldn't help but sympathize with him as well. "You know, Torch, I haven't seen my mother in years…"

The small dragon looked up to her with big honey colored eyes.

"I don't remember what she looked like or how she disappeared…but I know whenever I was having a rough day or was sad, she was always there. She'd tell me one day I'd grow up to be the bravest of them all and the strongest. At first I thought it was just to cheer me up but I now know she had meant it. I got taller, even if I'm still on the small side and each day I get stronger and maybe a little braver. She never let me down…" She paused for a moment to clear her throat from the heavy lump forming. "I think your mother would tell you the same thing and that she loves you very much and wish for you to come home. What do you think?"

Thinking it over, Torch wanted to stay and be with Hiccup and protect her but his brothers had been right in saying he wasn't powerful or great yet. He certainly thought Hiccup was brave for living on an island once to be the throne of the furious Red Death and become its new queen as well as to stand up to a Night Fury and live to tell the tale. And he also knew his mother loved him dearly and would do anything in order for him to come home safely if she still thought the beast ruled the island.

Reluctantly, Torch sat onto her lap and held her midsection with his wings. "_Torch thinks it's time to go home."_

"I do think you're right, Torch." Lifting herself off the floor, Hiccup walked over to the left side of the cave and grabbed her shield, staff and satchel, placing them over her back, and looking out to the still dark twilight before dawn. "Okay, Torch, we're going. Let's settle this, alright," she looked over to him as he slowly approached her with his head hanging low. Noticing this, Hiccup bent down to his level. "Hey, it's gonna be alright, big guy. We're gonna go over to your home together and straighten everything out. I'm sure your mother is a reasonable ruler."

Torch flapped his wings and leached his wings over Hiccup's neck in an embrace. "_Torch really sorry, Hiccup."_

"I know, it's alright. The important thing is we get you to your mother before anything bad happens. Do you know the way to your home?" Hiccup asked as he began to walk out the cave to the cool sandy beach.

"_That way!"_ Torch confirmed in the direction of the south. "_But really far, Hiccup's boat take too long."_

"Hmm, well I guess we'll have to find another way to get there…" Hiccup hummed as she weighted her options of transportation. She could go find Toothless but who knows how long that would take or maybe she could ask another dragon? But who? Snapping her fingers, she knew just the right dragon to help her navigate and with luck he was still around. Placing her middle and second finger over her lips, Hiccup whistled out as lowly and loudly as she could. It didn't take long for bubbles to form over the surface of the water and a long teal head to emerge from the sea.

"_Salutations, young Queen Hiccup and small little friend. To what do I owe the honor of this audience on this marvelously starry night?"_

"_Ride, please,"_ Hiccup politely beckoned to the approaching Scaludron, Atlas.

"_My lady, but of course! To sail the seas with a Scaludron is to sail through life with wisdom. You're quite lucky I stay over these waters for a good part of the season, the catches here are simply to die for. But I digress, where by chance will your destination be to, my dear?" _he asked with an honorable bow.

Hiccup lightly bounced Torch and nudged him to inform the bluish-green dragon.

"_We go to Eel Island!"_ he said with a chattering smile.

…

"_Any sign of her?"_ Toothless asked one of the patrolling Nadders. The sun was already high in the sky and there had been no further evidence showing up on her whereabouts. According to the patrol, there had been no sightings of the Typhoomerang female or any odd activities throughout the night. It seemed as if Hiccup and Torch vanished off the face of the Earth and Toothless was quickly beginning to lose his patience and hope.

"_Negative, sir! We'll continue to search until night if need be!"_ the Nadder stood at attention to the Night Fury, most of the island resorting to using the old military style of hierarchy.

"_Thank you. If you're tired, please rest, I know you've been up there for hours,"_ Toothless sighed with the news.

"_Don't worry about me, sir! It's the least I can do in order to find the queen! We will find her!"_ he said remaining at attention.

"_Alright, keep me posted of any new information. You can go, Nadder,"_ Toothless order with a tired expression as the Nadder flew off to the skies once more.

It had been like this for hours and his legs were already beginning to shake and burn from the constant running all around the island. Everyone was on Hiccup patrol, it seemed from the young hatchlings looking under fallen hollow logs to the old and weary who hovered over the evergreen for any sign of her. They refused to lose hope in finding her. How strange how a month ago they wanted to wanted freedom from a cruel ruler with all their lives and now that they had a just one missing they yearned to get her back at all costs. Soon speculation began to spread that perhaps she was taken by the Typhoomerang or that she simply left without even a word of goodbye to them forever. Had they been too push with her in giving her the ruling of queen? Maybe they weren't friendly enough towards her or did something culturally insensitive to her human aspect?

All they knew was she was gone and it was effecting the Night Fury far worse than anyone else. They could see him running from one side of the island to the next, calling out her name and pleading for her to call out for a sign, any sign. Several had offered to take his place for a few hours to allow is to rest but he refused each and every time. Now the ends of his paws ached and every muscle of his being were screaming out in pain, even when he went out to sea to dive for any sign of her, the possibilities of her drowning in the back of his mind.

"_It's been seven hours, Toothless, you need your rest,"_ Goliath came down from another search to try and relieve his former student of his worries.

In all the years he had known his, raised him, he had never seem him at this low before. Toothless had always presented himself as the kind of dragon who could do anything, please everyone and for the past three days he seemed to just be deflating. It was quite possibly the first time anyone had ever seem just how vulnerable and well, mortal he actually was. He had emotions and a heart, cared for another being that was not himself and would go to the ends of the Earth just to simply know she was alright.

"_I'll be fine. I just gotta keep looking," _Toothless retorted, his body slightly wobbling from the fatigue of insomnia, physical and emotional strain. "_I'm not even mad anymore… I just want her back. I can't lose another friend."_

Goliath's eyes widened to the statement. It had seemed like ages since Toothless acknowledged the existence of the long gone dragon from his childhood. He knew the young dragon had only interacted with her twice in his life but it had been something he nor he himself would never forget. How a small flightless female dragon around his age living on Berk touched his heart and saw through the Night Fury's tough exterior. A small little smiled formed over Goliath's face as well as a chuckle escaping him.

Toothless looked over to him with tired eyes, not even going to attempt to ask what was so funny about the situation.

"_In a way, they're a lot alike, don't you think?"_ the titan-winged Gronckle asked.

Toothless thought this over for a moment. In a way, they were. Both were smart and held insecurities inside and they both managed to leave a lasting impression on his heart. He never thought that he'd also end up losing Hiccup to the same reasons, for not being there when they needed him.

"_I also seem to recall you saying you'd sooner lose your flight than fall for a girl like that. Seems fate can be quite cruel,"_ Goliath finished before taking off for another round of searching, leaving Toothless to stand there in the hot sun thinking how truly cruel fate was to him.

…

It was early morning with the light blue skies echoing its shade onto the blue waters of the sea as Hiccup and Torch rode on Atlas' head as he sped through the waves like a torpedo. The sweet smell of the ocean kissed Hiccup's skin and for a moment she picture Toothless and her soaring over the clouds by it was merely an illusion and she soon hoped to bring those days back once she settled this matter with the queen of Eel Island.

"_There it is, Milady,"_ Atlas announced once the dark blue outline of the isle came into view. _"Certainly not my first vacation getaway choice, but to each his own. I do hope you know how to handle this scandalous situation, my lady. Many a dragon far and wide have yet to learn of your monarchy over Dragon Island and hostility towards it is held highly over these open waters."_

"_Try,"_ Hiccup said as she held onto the horn over his snout as the winds brushed through her hair.

"_Ah, the old 'Wing it' strategy! Quite the risky maneuver for one so wingless so to speak. But I must say it's far more graceful than a full on militant strike most associated with your domain. I can fly you two up, but as for staying on land I'm afraid I won't be of much use, my lady, you see I'm quite the fish out of water."_

"_Thank you,"_ Hiccup smiled as she lowered herself to pet the top of Atlas' head for his assistance.

"_Hiccup like Eel Island. Very nice,"_ Torch encouraged perched over Hiccup's shoulder, careful not to sink his claws into her skin

"I'm sure it is and let's hope your mother is in a similar mood," Hiccup said as Atlas pushed his wings out of the water and began flying like a majestic peacock.

When they came closer to the island Hiccup could see with her very eyes the sheer mass of what Torch was soon to grow into. The island was laced with massive dragons with the colors adorned by the rainbow on their iridescent scales, all taking notice to the mature Scaludron approaching their home. Each sent out a piercing warning to the Tidal dragon who quite frankly wasn't so keen on being close to an island most noted by its mascot and namesake, the eel.

"_Land there! Land there! That's Mama!"_ Torch jumped as he pointed over to the right where a tall stone peak rose from the ground and where a fierce looking orange-red dragon pierced her eyes to the female human atop the Scaludron with a tingling of confusion as to seeing her son unharmed and cheerful.

"_Will you be certain your extended family will bring no harm to the young Queen, Hiccup? I would hate to set her down to her death understandingly,"_ Atlas asked as he circled around lowly.

"_Torch no make promises,"_ the young Typhoomerang said honestly.

"_Charming, simply charming…"_ the elder dragon sighed. If that was the answer he was going to receive he surely wasn't going to leave Hiccup on her own outnumbered by highly territorial dragons who looked as though they didn't take kindly to strangers.

…

Landing on the surprisingly grassy and beautiful island, Hiccup slide down Atlas' neck and tail swiftly, standing still once her legs made contact with the earth. Before he stood a tall dragon mirroring the image of Torch, only with a prolonged neck, immense wings and claws the width of tree trunks. Nervous was definitely not the word she would use to describe her state of being, more so petrified beyond belief as more of Torch's kin approached the scene, all growling and bearing their fangs at the unwelcomed human.

As scared as she was, Hiccup knew this was her duty and her obligation to do as queen. She had to face the matriarch of Eel Island face to face and come to a reasonable conclusion. Extending out her hands, Hiccup reached for the staff and shield behind her back, receiving hisses and spits of rage from several Typhoomerangs before the queen screeched out for silence, which all obeyed quickly. Taking her items of protection, Hiccup lowered them to the ground and extended her arms outward once more as a sign of peace and submission.

Torch's mother lowly growled at the young vixen before her how had the nerve and audacity to come into her domain. Narrowing her eyes to the human, she could see a large scar over her neck area, usually common in portraying dominance and rule over others but surprisingly to her, these marks were not of the Red Death but another. This was curious indeed.

Nudging her shoulder, Hiccup looked over to Torch who cooed and nuzzled her hair lovingly before flying off to his mother whose demeanor quickly changed from anger to bliss in the blink of an eye.

"_My darling! You're alright!"_ she purred as she nuzzled her child lovingly even with the stench of human and sweet grass over his body. Looking to his face, she could see a long cut running over his face, the same as the one over the human's chest and her blood boiled as she let out a ear popping racket towards Hiccup, trails of fiery spit flying in her direction but thankfully none made contact with her form.

"_No, Mama! Hiccup save Torch from meany Scavenger and sometimes meany Toothless. Scar on Hiccup proof she helped me. Red Death dead, Hiccup queen now. Very nice queen,"_ Torch explained to his mother who merely chuckled wickedly to the news of how a disgusting creature such as Red Death was supposedly overthrown by a pathetic little fox. The other Typhoomerangs joined in their queen's mocking laughter, all pointing to the still motionless human as she stared toward their queen.

"_My son, no creature alive can destroy the Red Death, he is evil in the flesh. Tell me, Human 'Queen' of Dragons, how you managed to rid a god?"_ the red-orange queen ridiculed from her throne of stone.

"_Now see here, Missy!" _Atlas hissed in Hiccup's defense. "_Young Queen Hiccup here has earned her title as matriarch justly and in the process has returned your young one and you have the pluck to lampoon her charity! You madam, are quite honestly, an arse!"_

"_Silence, you over grown goldfish!" _the queen hissed lowly to the Tidal dragon. "_Don't forget where your place is, you wandering sea serpent!"_

"Atlas," Hiccup interrupted as she could hear the bubbling water churning in the Scaludron's belly. "I've got this." Once Atlas' pot was cooled, Hiccup turned her attention back to the queen and walked forward with authority and stride that even several of the gathered dragons couldn't help but be amazed by this human's fearlessness to approach the queen so elegantly. "_Your son is home. Please leave mine in peace."_

"_So the vixen can speak a little Dragonese… How peculiar, not many can pick up the tongue so elegantly. Perhaps by the end of this conversation you'll no longer have one,"_ Torch's mother grinned as she lowered her head towards the approaching human. "_Why should I leave 'your' island in peace? If Red Death is truly dead I should just kill you and take it for myself."_

"_I didn't come to fight. I came to return your son and bring peace. I don't want trouble."_ Hiccup said, seeing her own reflection in the queen's massive golden eyes.

The queen had to admit, she had never known a human to be as calm and collective near a dragon as beautiful as extravagant as herself and to not shutter and tremble in fear. If this human was a queen of dragons, she was clearly showing the presence of one.

"_My dear, you've brought yourself trouble by simply encroaching on my domain and as such, you must pay a price. Perhaps we can settle on a little wager, 'Queen'?" _the Typhoomerang smirked wide to expose her sharp fang._ "I will present to you two small feats: one a riddle, the other I will save until the first is completed. Win and I put this whole killing and destroying you and your island behind us on account of returning my son. If you lose however, well, I'm sure you can use your limited human imagination. Do we have a deal?"_

Although Hiccup didn't like the idea of possibly losing her people's lives on her ability to solve a dragon's riddle and another task yet to be revealed, she really had no choice on the matter, what with being out numbered one to three hundred seventy-five and that was a rough estimate. Sighing, Hiccup shot a glare over to the queen before her and nodded.

"_Deal."_

…

_Walking, talking, breathing. _

_That is what we are._

_Take you, for instance, YOU are it to me._

_That is what you are._

_But even a murderous carnivore like myself will be it for worms one day._

_That is what I am._

_We're all snatching precious moments from the jaws of time._

That was the riddle Hiccup was presented with not too long ago. She had until the end of the day to solve the puzzle and the extra fete or have her entire island and personal being destroyed. No pressure. As Hiccup sat atop a boulder overlooking the landscape of Eel Island, she couldn't help but become mesmerized by its serene beautiful. The inhabitance as she learned were great Stocker's with a flight pattern of a firework and yet the residue left on the earth from their take off filled the soil with notorious and growth as shown by the patched areas of newly sprouting saplings and flora on the fingerprint-like scorches.

"_I must say, my lady, this riddle has got me stumped. It's just like a Stocker to be terrible and uncivilized unlike us regal Tidal dragons. The nerve of that oversized oven to taunt me…and you as well, my dear," _Atlas said as he cooled himself off in one of the many rivers surrounding the island and thankfully this one was void of eels.

"_Torch sorry Mama's being tricky. Not usually like this,"_ Torch apologized as he curled next to Hiccup.

"_I can see why no one wants to visit this dreadful place. Simply filled to the brim with horrid eels and dragons. I do hope you don't turn out to be like your mother, young Torch," _huffed the water dragon.

"_Eels good for you. Makes the hungries go away."_

"_Disgusting. Whoever heard of a dragon enjoying the foul stench of eel? Come to think of it, this entire island smells of rancidness. I swear, my lady, Hiccup, if we get out of this alive I'm surely never sailing over to these soars ever again."_

As Torch and Atlas exchanged in conversation, Hiccup trapped herself in the mind focusing on the riddle. It had to be something relatable to both her and the queen and everything. Clearly there were differences in the two queens but there was quite positively a connection between them. All the while her stomach growled and groaned, realizing she managed to skip on a meal for herself and Torch. She opened her eyes and could see the sun high in the sky and wondered if there was any edible vegetation on the island. Lifting herself off the boulder she walked over to a hill that provided a good view of the island. Among the greenery she could clearly spot a fruit bearing tree and paced her way down the hill towards it before the two dragons finally noticed her absence and followed.

After trekking the fair distance to the fruit bearing tree, Hiccup's eyes widened to what looked like a great orchid of fruits, some tropical and foreign to the region and yet here they were, gathered together as if brought by a devoted gardener.

"_Yuck! Fruit trees!"_ Torch whined as they approached the area. "_Stupid birds pass by and drop seeds in poop. Fruit yucky!"_

"_That, my friend is at least something we can both agree on. Who would eat fruit when there is a smorgasbord of delectable fish in the sea? Marlin, crab, salmon, squid…it's enough to get one's appetite going."_

"_I eat fruit…"_ Hiccup bitterly said as she climbed an apricot tree and plucking several of the ripe and fragrant treats, sinking her teeth into them. Once she filled her satchel with several of the golden beauties, she climbed over to the nearby cherry tree and picking a good bunch. She repeated the process until her bag was stuffed by the she made it to the mango tree. Mangoes really brought her back. Toothless loved mangoes and if she couldn't do something as silly as solve this riddle, she could lose him. She's give up all the fruits in the world just to keep him safe. He was really why she came here in the first place. To show to him that she could pull her own weight around the island and take charge. That he didn't have to do things on his own and could rely on her to get things done. She had to try.

Climbing down from the mango tree Hiccup's left leg managed to slip on a rotten peach, oozing with sourness and decay. "Okay, that was disgusting…" she said as she picked herself up and looked to the smacked peach and fallen fruitation on the ground. From ants and grasshoppers to worms and maggots dined on the spoiled feast and she couldn't help but stare closely as they gorged on the meal of life.

That's really how it all ended, wasn't it. Everything lives, experiences a glimpse of the world and perhaps leaving something behind before nature takes its course and decay becomes us. Soon we are all taken by the earth and changed into something spectacular.

"Life really is a feast…" Hiccup mumbled to herself before a ping set in a spark. "I know the answer…"

"_Seriously my good friend, Torch, how can you possibly say an oyster is tastier than a clam?!"_ Atlas bellowed to the young dragon.

"_Only ones with no black bits are good. Torch likes those,"_ Torch replied back, both unmindful of Hiccup's discovery as she raced back to the queen's throne and it was only when Atlas asked for her opinion on the matter did the two blunder over to catch up.

Racing with all her might, Hiccup dashed past boulders and trees with haste to the point where several passing Typhoomerangs had to stop and make sure it was the human flying by when and not sure blazing badger or something wild like that.

The queen had been busy relishing in her sure to be victory when the wisp of a human flashed before her eyes, hold out a finger in order to catch her breath.

"_Supper," _Hiccup huffed in between her tired lungs. "_We're all supper."_

The queen narrowed her eyes to the young human before looking up to the sky for a prospective on time. It was nearly noon and the darn thing had answered her riddle quite easily if she said so herself.

"_Clever one now, aren't you?"_ the queen smirked. "_Perhaps you're not as stupid as I first presumed. No matter, you still have one more task to fulfil and I can assure you it would be as simple as the riddle, but it is relevant however."_

It took a second for Hiccup to realized just what the next task was as the female Typhoomerang lapped her fangs with her long and thin tongue.

"_It's been some time since I've had 'fast food' but I do wonder if you taste just as sweet as you smell… Survive, and the deal is set. I don't think I need to say what will happen if you fail,"_ and as she uttered her last words, a glowing heat filled her mouth and Hiccup had just enough time from catching her breath to react. Turning around, she began her ace back towards the hills, grabbing her shield and staff as the Stocker's spiraling flames trailed behind her.

…

Atlas was huffing by the time he got over the last hill trying to follow Hiccup back to the throne. She was far too fast on land for him and most certainly could have mistaken her for a roadrunner. "_My lady, Hiccup,"_ he wheezed. "_Do be mindful of an old Tidal dragon's age, I'm not two hundred anymore…" _He quickly became confused though when she sprinted right past him going in the opposite direction until looking forward again as the mighty shadow of the queen hovered overhead. "_Scallops!"_ he managed to shout as he dodged the horrid Stocker's wild flames aimed for the orchid of fruits and shrubbery.

"_You can run, little fox, but you can't hide forever! ~"_ the queen sang out as she watched the forest burn to a cinder, just awaiting the pained cries of a human voice, but was presented with silence. She waited a moment more before squinting her eyes to gaze closely at the dying flames only to find former fruit bearing trees housing charred and shriveled vegetation before the feeling of something soft with a sweet rottenness slapped her in the face.

Whistling to the queen attention, Hiccup readied the crossbow of her shield once more with a worm covered pear and drew with great aim before releasing the spoiled fruit onto the steaming mad dragon. She had managed to scoop several of the putrid fruit off the earth before the flames came and jumped out just in the nick of time to formulate a risky and surely volatile plan.

"_You tricky little vixen! I'LL KILL YOU!" _the queen screeched out at the top of her lungs as she dove down to finish off the frail looking human, her wings sparking with flames from her anger.

Taking the few moments she had, Hiccup aimed once more for the queen with an apple, hitting dead center on her right eye before dashing back once more to the throne. A feeling of euphoria strangely filled Hiccup as she ran. It wasn't like her normal running, it seemed instinctual, almost as if she was born to race the winds; her admiration for her abilities however would have to wait for another day that is if she managed to make it out of this alive.

A crowd of Typhoomerangs had gathered to watch the fight and when the queen had lit the forest aflame they were sure of her victory but it seemed the human was sly and quick on her toes, something they would have to admit aided her greatly in evening the odds with such a powerful and giant like their queen.

Once Hiccup could crossed over the hill before making it to the stone throne, she took a quick survey of the area, calculated the time needed for her plan and went into action…

By the time the queen flew high to find the pesky little human, she seemed to have vanished. Torch and Atlas managed to gather themselves and looked over the clearing with the rest of the dragons, hoping Hiccup knew what she was doing. The world was silent for the longest fifteen seconds until the queen finally stopped her metal leg protruding from behind a boulder. A wicked grin formed over her jaws as she lowered herself down and lit the boulder pointblank, not wanting to miss for a second time. Typhoomerangs all around began to cheer as the smoke filled the air and the smell of sweetness spread around, Torch and Atlas standing still with their eyes wide open.

She lost…

The queen let out a triumphant song, knowing she bested the clever little fox and so called "Queen" in her little game. She was about to extend her neck down and claim her meal when a painful splatter of stinging plum collided with her left eye, burning her vision and confusing her until she heard a mocking whistle behind her. Turning over to her throne, she could see from the smoke the spectral silhouette of the human girl, clad with her shape shifting shield and pointless stick. Fury bobbled over as her temper reached its limits and without a thought of reason, spiraled her body forward towards the shadow, taking aim to swallow her whole and not even relish in the flavor of the surely bitter and rotten human flesh. Faster and faster she spiraled with her mouth wide and once she was close enough to escape the smoking veil, it was already too late and she rammed head first over her throne of stone, a mannequin made of branches scattering on the ground.

…

By the time the queen came around, her children were lovingly cooing and insisting for her to wake up. Opening her eye she could see it was a little past noon and the sticky feeling of sour fruit had been cleared from her eyes and face.

"_I win,"_ a voice by her side called out and she recognized it as that of the girl.

She was cross in her defense, she had never lost a game before and most certainly never to a human.

"_But how? I burned you,"_ the queen said in a tired and confused voice.

Hiccup walked over to the where the Typhoomerang could see and showed her a perfectly intact metal leg, although it was slightly charred and covered in soot.

"I detached the crossbow out of my shield and used it as a leg and left the metal end by the boulder as a decoy and with the time I had left, I made a quick dummy to distract you."

"_Well done," _the queen said as she rose her head and body up to the girl. _"Truly cunning like a wolf. I should have known better than to underestimate your abilities, you certainly have earned your rank as Queen. Fair enough, deal's a deal. You can keep your pathetic human life and throne, my island is still far more superior to yours."_

"I have a request, if I may, Queen of Eel Island?" Hiccup said.

"_I'm listening, Queen of Dragon Island,"_ the Typhoomerang indulged with a still beating head.

" I'd like to permit a peace between Dragon and Eel Island."

"_What is it with you and peace? Are you simply afraid of the might and strength of my people?"_

"Not at all. If anything, I respect you and your people and their dedication to their home. My goal as queen is to protect mine and my home, from the Nadder to the Zippleback. I'm not Red Death and I refuse to have my island continually referred to as such. Dragon Island is a haven, not a prison anymore. So please," Hiccup bowed her head low. "I beg for peace."

The queen and her subjects looked over to the young human, curiosity and respect for the girl. She certainly was a unique creature to have bested Red Death and to claim ruling over a hive, something no other human in recorded and unrecorded history had done as well as to defeat their queen with no talons or flames of her own. She seemed to have a way with them compared to the standard human and that only seemed to add to her already odd and wonderful image as queen.

A smug smile crossed the experienced queen as she let out a deep chuckle. "_That, my young Queen, is not how we royals solidify in a peace…"_

Hiccup looked up to the large dragon, thinking she somehow crossed the line in asking for a request.

"_A queen must remain regal while at the same time resilient in stance. That posture in your human bow is lacking. A queen must use her entire body to state command. Observe…"_ the queen said as she lifted her wings high into the air as if wanting to touch the sky. She then lowered one down to the earth and began to swiftly and gracefully rotate in place, slowly bending her body downward before extending the back of her wings forward to the young human queen whose eyes were glued to her every movements. "_Now you."_

Adjusting her posture, Hiccup raised her arms up before being stopped by the queen with a tisk.

"_No, no, no, no, my dear, with more refinement. You're trying to woe and charm a royal. From the top…"_

…

Sunset was nearing and the dragons of Dragon Island were tired and depressed. Their wings were sore as well as their paws from searching and digging high and low for their lost queen. Many had set up a memorial for their kind and fair ruler, praying to even the gods of man for her safe return if she ever did. Young dragons nestled close to their parents. They were the first to accept Hiccup into their lives. She refused to leave them trapped in the caverns of Red Death's nursery and risked her life for a violet Nadder whose wing was now fully healed thanks to her mending and tenderness. Many of the injured dragon were now able to live a normal life thanks to her use of herbal medicines and were finally ridding the countless scars of a one tortured past. All around the dragons from the once blazing Monstrous Nightmares to the formerly jolly Gronckles mopped around their home, feeling the worst pain possible, the ache of losing a loved one.

Over at the beach where a simple little boat sat on the sand covered shore, a lone Night Fury sat on its deck, reimaging the wonderful hours spent collecting salvageable lumber from wrecked ships and mending sails and binding ropes together to form nets. He remembered how Hiccup bit the bottom of her lip when nearly finished with a woven basket and the goofy little snicker she'd make when he managed to get his digits tangled in dried sea grass trying to imitate her. There were so many precious moments and memory they had together on this beach and all he had left of her was the tiny boat, her leather vest, his cuff and saddle and the once blood soaked gown she wore the night he attacked. He wished he could sail the Hopeful Puffin in search of her, sail the open waters and travel to the furthest parts of the uncharted world if it brought him closer to finding her and the reasons that made her disappear. But he couldn't navigate a boat like Hiccup could nor did he know where he would begin his impossible journey. All he had left were the remnants she left behind for him and everyone else to pounder as to why and what lead to her vanishment.

The sound of footprints over the sand didn't faze Toothless, he knew who it was.

"_I'm sorry… We'll broaden the search tomorrow,"_ Goliath said as he made his way closer to the ship.

"_I won't be able to go,"_ Toothless emotionlessly responded.

"_I know, but we would stop looking until we solve this…"_ the Gronckle sighed looking over the boat. "_You two put a lot of work into this. Finest little row boat I've ever seen."_

"_She said it was her gift to me for teaching her to swim…"_ Toothless reminisced. "_Hiccup made sure it was study enough to drift me out to sea and easy to maneuver in heavy tides. Everything she's ever done, has been for me and I blew it."_

Goliath silently stood and watched as his friend stared down to the wooden deck below him.

"_The worst part of it is I can't fly away from my problems now, I have to stay here and live with this like before but instead I can never go back and see her again…"_

The winds had been picking up and chilling the air slightly all day and for the first time Toothless could have sworn he could feel the cold shivering him to the core. The scent of salt and heavy winds wafted the smell of sweet grass from out of the cave, mixing it all together and giving off the sensation she was still there and with each passing of the breeze to his ears, he could hear the whistling sensation of the world, call out in her voice.

_Toothless…_

"_It's like I still hear her…"_ Toothless sighed, wanting to silence the universe and its cruel tricks.

_Toothless…_

"_Yeah, me too,"_ Goliath exhaled until coming to his senses.

"_It's scary isn't it, like she's haunting us from beyo…"_

"Toothless!"

"_No, Toothless, it's like… Oh great gallivanting Gronckles."_ Goliath began before his jaws hung wide open. "_Um, sir. You might want to see this."_

Slowly turning his head over in the direction Goliath was speaking of, he had to give a double take to make sure he was looking at what he thought he was looking at. From the south came a massive swarm of great shadows, their wings flapping effortlessly in the gusty gales and they were heading straight for the island.

"_Commanders Toothless and Goliath!"_ a Nightmare came flying by exhausted. "_Enemy Typhoomerangs approaching…"_ was all the message he relayed before completely collapsing onto the soft sandy beach from fatigue.

"_Damn it! We're in no shape for an attack!" _Toothless pounced out of the boat and readied himself in an attacking position.

"_Then we'll just have to defend with all we've got!"_ Goliath positioned himself as the other dragons who were able took to the sky to defend their home while the rest fanned out to the beach. If it was a war the Typhoomerangs wanted, it was a war they'd never forget.

"TOOTHLESS!" a voice from the sky called out.

"_Is that…?"_ a Zippleback asked.

"_It can't be," _an adolescent Gronckle replied.

"_It is!"_ the tiny violet Nadder jumped and flapped his wings enough for him to lift himself off the ground.

"_The queen!"_ Everyone shouted.

"_HICCUP!"_ Toothless called out as he raced in the direction of the approaching Typhoomerang clan, Hiccup atop Torch's mother.

…

With mighty force the Typhoomerang army landed onto the Coast of Dragon Island, standing tall and proud as their queen gracefully took to the sand with the young human queen.

"_Was the royal chariot ride ready necessary?"_ Hiccup asked the queen with her much improved Dragonese.

"_My dear, when the imperial travel for profession, it must be met with certain panache. This really gets the people's attention, don't you agree," _Torch's mother held her nose to the sky and could see the approaching dark dragon coming her way. "_That's your special one?"_

"_Yeah, he's not looking too happy. Better go settle this. Mind dropping me down?"_

"_But of course. You certainly have a type, my dear, very handsome indeed,"_ she smirked lowering her head down and when Hiccup was close enough, she sprinted towards Toothless like no tomorrow.

"TOOTHLESS!" Hiccup shouted as she closed the gap between them, colliding onto him with such force he froze in his tracks as she nuzzled his face closely, whispering apologizes and forgiveness.

"_Hic! You're okay. They didn't hurt you, did they?" _he asked before turning his anger towards the large female. "_Do you have any idea what you and your little brat have put us through! You're lucky I can't fly, you Typhoomerang bit-!"_

"_Toothless, relax, it's okay. We settled things with, civically," _Hiccup smiled to him with a reassuring kiss. "_Isn't that right, you prima donna."_

"_Most certainly, you horrid little vixen,"_ the queen responded back with a grin.

The dragons all around didn't know what to deal with first, the fact that their queen was speaking Dragonese fluently or that she was going toe to toe with a dragon clearly a hundred times her size.

"_What was it that you called me again, Night Fury? I couldn't quite hear you over the sound of your lack of flight," _Torch's mother teased.

"_Typhoomerang,"_ Toothless bitterly bit between his teeth to the female before him who had the drive to come into their turf and act all high and mighty.

"_Hmm, edgy and yet fitting. I like your style, although not the scars you've left on my son and my fellow queen you hold so dearly. You should really learn to mind your manners, young man," _the Typhoomerang queen said with a snap. "_Do take care of yourself, dear Hiccup, and don't be a stranger. Farewell, for now! ~"_

And with that, the queens' exchanged in a farewell gesture, extending their respective wings and arms forward before lowering their heads down with a dip.

"_Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa! Hold on a minute! That's it!"_ Toothless interjected. "_Hiccup, this pyro psychomanic is Torch's mother with a death wish for anything with the whiff of him and now you're all buddy-buddy?!"_

"_Pretty much,"_ Hiccup confessed with a shrug.

"_In my defense, I was simply looking for one of my missing children innocently like any loving mother would do,"_ the Typhoomerang queen snorted with her nose in the air.

"_You charred a living boar and left your scorch mark around the island as a threat!"_

"_I don't know what you're talking about; that could have been any Typhoomerang's scorch mark."_

Hiccup gave an unimpressed look over to the Typhoomerang who scoffed before admitting to her crime.

"_Fine, I may have enjoyed in a late night killing of a Scavenger while looking for my son. There are you happy?"_

Toothless growled and bared his fangs to the queen in wrath while Hiccup tried to sooth him down with calm words. "_Just don't let it happen again."_

"_Fair enough, Night Fury. Goodbye, Dragon Island."_ The queen said as her three little ones looked forward and gave a final wave of farewell, Torch's being the wildest of the bunch and soon the clan of Typhoomerangs took to the sky once more, disappearing into the now night sky with sparks in their flight.

…

It seemed to take forever to fully explain everything to her people and to beg for their forgiveness but all that really mattered to them was she was home and now confident in her role as queen. After she thanked every single one of them for all their hard work and for them to rest and be at peace, she and Toothless slowly made their way into their cave and remained silent as they organized and cleaned the mess inside. They were both tired in more ways than one and felt these past few day were far too complicated for their liking. The past few days really gave them a difficult time and honestly they could say they managed to grow in a way from everything. Toothless realized he needed to trust Hiccup with matters that involved not only her but her people as well as to give that trust to others. Hiccup learned she needed to listen to what others were telling her and how to better communicate with her partner. Sure this day was going to be marked to them as the day everything just went crazy, but it would also be one of the most memorable.

With a small fire lit over the fire pit in the cave, Toothless fixed the baskets he had tipped over and reorganized the contents several times until they were perfect while Hiccup swept the entire cave from top to bottom to try and get the smell of sorrow and bad memories out until the entire place sparkled and shined. After cleaning the main area they both walked over to the bathroom. Hiccup filled the tub with fresh water while Toothless patiently waited before climbing in. Soon they continued their bathing routine as if nothing had happened and once Toothless healed her back and claw marks while whispering apologizes, they both prepared for a much deserved rest.

As Toothless waited for Hiccup to join him after putting out the fire, he noticed her walk over to him slowly and lower her head down, extending her left leg out in a sign most commonly used when one feels the need to ask for promotion of something.

"_What are you doing?"_

"_I…I'm bidding access to sleep next to you. Am I doing it wrong?"_ Hiccup asked nervously as she fiddled with her gown.

"_Um…no, it's just that…you don't need to be doing that."_

"_I want to. I'm so sorry. I should have listened to you and I should have known you were trying to protect me. That's what you do."_

Instead of a response, Toothless leaned forward and pulled Hiccup into his arms for a sweet embrace, something he missed oh so dearly. _"If you would have listened to me, we probably would be fighting a mother Typhoomerang by now. I'm sorry I put you through so much trouble and for being a jealous prick. I'm gonna try and work on that."_

Hiccup let herself sink into his hold and was close to sleep when a strange sensation brushed through her hair. "_What happened to your claws?"_

He paused for a moment before answering. "_I didn't want to hurt you again, so I filed them down."_

"_Toothless,"_ Hiccup whispered as she reached out and held his right paw close to feel the dull ends. "_Don't ever do this again, ever."_

"_Hic…"_

"_I don't ever what you to change anything about yourself for my sake, please. I like you just the way you are. Sure you're an overprotective hothead but you're also gentle and sweet and I love that about you. Please, just be yourself."_

Toothless smiled and held her closer, wrapping his wings over them before asking her the one question that had been plaguing him for some time in a serious tone, "_Why didn't you tell me you can't stand the cold?"_

Hiccup froze for a moment. "_I didn't want to burden you this my problems."_

"_Hey,"_ Toothless looked down to her from the opening between his wings. "_If you're cold, I want to make it my problem. Let me know these things so we can find you something warm to cover yourself with at night… Oh,"_ he said as he fidgeted with his cuff, pulling out the vest he tuck in between. "_I kept it close, it was all I had from you."_

Reaching for it, Hiccup smiled and pressed it close to her heart before nuzzling between Toothless' chest. "_I'm not going anywhere without you anymore. I want to be able to explore the other islands with you and change the way others see our home. I realized it still has this heavy stigma over it. I want that to change."_

Leaning down to give her a sweet kiss goodnight, Toothless could feel their hearts beating as one as sleep took hold of them, both dreaming of their next big adventure together. "_I'd like that."_


	7. Chapter 7

_Hello again. I've been a bit sick for the past few days and had been unable to write fully, so I'm sorry for that. In this chapter, Hiccup and Toothless explode the eastern side of the Archipelago and learn new things about dragons and meet an old traveler based off of two characters from the book series. I hope you enjoy and this will be a two part chapter, the next after those will be focused on Gustav and Fanghook. Posting this chapter 11-16-2014. Next chapter to be posted in 6-8 days. Thank you can please enjoy. _

…

_Giant raindrops poured from the heavens and lightning flashed in all directions over the darkened night sky of a sticky and humid tropical-like island in the Archipelago. The isle was teeming with massive spiders, hornets, mosquitos and leeches that were at the ready at every corner to strike and pull the life out of you, but those were the least of Toothless' worries as he held Hiccup's sleeping body close, shielding her with his wings from not only the storm but from the creatures who left her frail body like a dozing statue. They should have never stopped on this island. They should have turned back when they had a chance. Instead they risked their chances and were now trapped on this unforsaken land. _

_It had all happened so fast, too fast. Even he had trouble keeping up with their movements, but Hiccup had managed to put up one hell of a fight before being struck down unconscious. That had been nearly two hours ago and even though she was still breathing, the fact that she refused to get up was the most terrifying thing in Toothless' life. He had nowhere to go, nowhere to properly hide and no one to turn to for help. _

_Cradling Hiccup's body as protectively as he could, Toothless could still hear the sounds of large wet leaves begin ripped into pieces by sharp claws and the chattering calls of a complex and ancient dragon troop searched for them, he couldn't help but reminisce on how their past few days had been so up and down in all directions. They learned so much. Gained new allies, yet nothing could have prepared them for what was held on this island, Stinger Island._

_As the hot raindrops continued to beat down onto Toothless' scales from high atop a tree and away from the flightless raptors below, his mind began to think back to how their voyage began…_

…

"…_food, staff, shield, sketchbook, dragon nip. And that should be everything packed,"_ Hiccup said as she placed her satchel over her shoulder after going over it for a second time to make sure everything was prepared for her day out with her companion, Toothless. The sun was barely beginning to peek over the horizon and the warm light had already chased away the chill air, leaving behind a fragrant feeling of the nearing end of autumn. True to her word to Toothless, they were about to set off on a journey to change the image of Dragon Island and show the Archipelago dragons they had nothing to fear anymore with her in reign. Her biggest fear was being rejected by dragons of different hives. What if they saw her human presence as a mockery or took her small stature as indication of overthrowing her authority? She didn't want that, but she wanted others to know that the fear that once loomed over everyone was gone and with luck she'd be able to fortify alliances with different hives like she had with the Typhoomerang queen from Eel Island. Thankfully now with her vocabulary widened, she could better speak to others and bridge the gap between man and dragon. It was going to take a lot of hard work and a cup full of bravery, but with Toothless by her side she could reach for the clouds.

"_Are you ready yet, Toothless?"_ Hiccup asked as she finished adjusting her vest and shield over her back.

"_Only thing left is you,"_ he smiled, impatiently waiting by the cave exit.

"_Sorry, I'm just a bit nervous,"_ she confessed making her way towards him and out onto the warm sand beach where a crowd of dragons had gathered to see the two off.

"_Don't be. You'll be just fine,"_ Toothless reassured as he prepped himself for flight.

"_Do be careful, your Majesty, and may the winds be ever in your favor,"_ Goliath said as he stood at attention and bowing down to her in farewell.

"_Thank you for the sendoff, Goliath, everyone. We'll be back in a few days. Take care of yourselves!"_ Hiccup smiled out to the group of dragons as she opened Toothless' fin and for the first time in days, soared off together towards the welcoming glow of the morning sun.

It was a glorious feeling. The warmth, the wind, the world passing by below them as they trailed through clouds like a bullet, Toothless using his wings to cut through puffs of haze, rejoicing in the cooling sensation of dew over him once more and Hiccup filling her lungs to the brim with atmosphere. Words didn't need to be said over their flight, they just wanted to fully enjoy the sound of the breeze whistling into their ears and the feeling of the sunlight as it slowly began to touch their bodies from up in the heavens. Before they had left they made a plan to stop by at least two different islands per day, learn about its flora and fauna and if housed by dragons, make peace.

Their adventure started off towards the east and after about an hour's smooth flight, made it to a small island that seemed to be made entirely of solid stone with few trees scattered around. The air felt hot and a semi-sweet smell laced the area like exotic honey.

"_I guess this is the first stop. Ever visited before"_ Hiccup asked as they came close to land.

"_Never, but the dragons here were of no real use other than a light snack for Death back in the day. Apparently members of the hive stopped coming here about a hundred years ago when reports came in that something big had emerged from one of the eggs in the caverns. It's been untouched since."_

"_Well, doesn't that just scream inviting now?"_ Hiccup sarcastically hummed once they finally landed on the stone surface.

Listening for any signs of life, the faint noise of chattering tinged all around, sounding like a mass of crickets gathered together. It didn't seem to have an end or a beginning, just this constant drone of buzzing that Hiccup could barely make out as the clicks and speech of dragons.

Pulling out her sketchbook, Hiccup opened it to the page she had marked down a few islands as a make shift map and entered Fireworm Island onto the page before closing it and slowly pressing around the stone shore. On the ground, she could see small worm-like scorch marks and could see where the islands name came from. Right by the markings were tiny paw prints in a row like that of a centipede, far smaller than any she had ever seen before.

"_Wow, these guys must be small. I'd say no bigger than my hand,"_ she said as she measured her hand side by side with the imprint on the stone, documented her findings and a growing curiosity crept over her once she realized the ground was emanating a faint heat signature like a pulse. "_You feel that, bud?"_

Toothless wriggled his paws onto the stone, feeling out which areas were much cooler than the others while some held a burning warmth to them. "_Yeah. Whatever's on this island, it's gotta be underground."_

Before either could examine any further, fleeting sounds behind a stone broke their concentration as small flashes of bright orange zoomed back and forth on the ground. Hiccup could finally see one, a Fireworm and true to her theory, it was tiny.

"_Maybe a juvenile or hatchling? There could be bigger ones further into the island,"_ she commented as she quickly sketched one onto her book before it scampered away. "_Fast too, must be the legs,"_ she continued casually before taking a seating position and adding onto her findings.

Toothless watched as she silently sat, looking at the area before her with inquisitive eyes and no real fear so far. A part of him was happy for this. She felt comfortable with the environment, but still kept her distance from the roaming little dragons that were now coming out in curiosity of her it seemed. A smiled crept over his face as she brushed her bangs out of her eyes and the way she bit her bottom lip when she observed the Fireworm doing something unique or odd. There was something so satisfying in seeing her use her brain to learn about these creatures and from her studies she'd go out and teach others. The way her eyes would dart from side to side as she tried to keep up with their quick paces made her look so cute as her head slightly turned with her eye movements. Taking a seat down right beside her, he couldn't help but silently stare and watch her with such amazement because as much as she was learning about other dragons, he himself was learning more about her every day.

She grew stronger, faster, wiser and braver every moment and it wasn't because she was living on an island chalk full of deadly dragons; it was because she was finally living a life she could choose. He knew she had grown up with struggles, she had told him all about her lonely childhood and difficulties fitting into a society that clearly wasn't meant for her. How she lost the only person who truly understood her at a young age and began crafting machine after machine not to end the lives of others but to save the innocent; those in need and in the end gain not fame or fortune but a glimpse of her father's love. It made him sad to know she had to deal with that on her own in the dark and how if it wasn't for their worlds colliding, she'd probably still be suffering and he slaughtering.

Growing up with the hive, Toothless had never felt like he didn't belong. His role was to serve and not to question. Hiccup serviced her own people but had the will and range of mind to take a step back and question everything. She was open minded to new possibilities and went against conventions. He loved that about her. Sure she could also be stubborn at times and occasionally put herself into dangerous situations without thinking of what could be in harm's way, but it was what made her Hiccup. The things she did, the lives she touched, she made a difference because it was what she believed in.

There was another part of him however, that wished she did have a hinge of fright within her. Living with dragons had desensitized her fear response and it was what he felt lead her to pull off her crazy stunts like yesterday's event with the Typhoomerangs. Vikings were known to just throw themselves into the fray and opposed others blindly, but few ever survived for so long with that kind of mentality, but he had to be honest, Hiccup wasn't your typical Viking. If it had been any other human, he or she would have been burnt to a crisp and never heard from again. Hiccup maybe didn't realize just how much he really worried about her. Losing her would be like losing himself and he wasn't about to let that happen again.

Time had passed before either of them realized the few Fireworms that a few moments ago were scattering around had turned into a fair-sized colony of glowing serpents all inching their way closer towards Hiccup. The aroma of herbal sweetness that balmed her body had captured the attention of the workers like bees to honey and it was only when their body heat could be felt from their presence did Hiccup and Toothless react quickly.

The sudden action only seemed to simulate the workers even more as several charged forward towards Hiccup's metal leg, trying to climb onto her body and find the source of the amazing scent over her. Before they were able to touch her skin, she managed to shake them off of her and pace backwards towards the sea, hoping the tides would deter the oncoming traffic of Fireworms but they were proving to be more relentless and cunning than she gave them credit for. For you see, while she and Toothless were distracted by the swarm on the ground, several scouts had aligned themselves behind Hiccup on silent wings and strongly to latch their tiny claws onto her shield and lifted her off the ground.

"_Toothless!"_ she cried out as the Fireworm scouts winged her several feet off the air. If she wasn't dangling in the air by eleven Fireworms, she'd be rather impressed with their strength and stealth, but for now her heart was pumping like no tomorrow as Toothless watched with wide eyes from her levitation act.

"_Put her down!"_ Toothless hissed as the tiny dragons hovered her over him in a teasing manner just out of his reached with Hiccup struggling to release herself from their hold. Other scouts were now arriving to aid in bringing the sweet-smelling creature into their lair while the workers began to climb over Toothless, nipping his body with their semi-sharp fangs, irritating him greatly. With the Night Fury distracted, the scouts flew off with Hiccup, leading her into a dark cavern.

"_Toothless!"_

"_Hiccup!"_ he shouted out as his body was soon covered with Fireworms.

…

"_Let me go!"_ Hiccup retaliated, her voice echoing around the walls of the cavern as the Fireworms continued further into the darkness, the glow from their skin being the only light source for Hiccup. Grunting a fidgeting, Hiccup could feel heat coming from within the cavern and despite being shrouded in darkness, she could see a red-white light appearing closer and closer and as they closed the gap between the darkness and the light, the heat began to become thick and heavy.

Turning a corner, she could see where all the light and heat were coming from as her eyes laid witness to the massive den of glowing combs and countless Fireworms scattering around like ants. The den felt hot and sticky and the sound of tiny paws scampering over the stone floor and hisses filled the air as they dropped her down to a clearing in the center of the cave. The contact of her skin to the floor slightly stung but not enough to cause intense pain. Reaching for her shield and staff, she got to her feet and began scoping the cavern closely as to why these dragons had lured her into their domain. As the heat in the room rose, so did the earthy flavor of her scent and it sent the sweet tracking dragons on a frenzy towards her.

"_Whoa, hey, fellas, maybe we got off on the wrong foot. Why don't we take a step back and talk about this?"_ she tried to plea. It seemed though that the Fireworms were too drunk off of incense to pay much mind to her words or the fact that a human was speaking their language and instead ran her towards a wall.

With a large mass of Fireworms on her tail, Hiccup tried to dash out the exit but the path was blocked off by heavy numbers of the little Stockers. Drawing closer, she could see small brittle twigs from tree branches on the ground that crumbled into dust upon contact with the skin of the Fireworm. Hiccup couldn't help but swallow the lump in her throat just thinking about how much damage they could do if they made contact with her skin. She had to keep her distance while at the same time attempt to find a way out of the cave and back to Toothless who was having troubles of his own.

…

Trying to shake off the biting Fireworms from his body, Toothless jolted around like an angry bull. While the jaw strength of a single Fireworm is pathetic at best, a hoard of them repeating nipping at your flesh can be quite the challenge to deal with, even more when their numbers seemed to never end. Getting extremely fed up with the situation, Toothless let out a plasma blast to the ground, creating a small fire from his shot. The flames presences caught the attention of the Fireworms who immediately began to panic and flee, scattering off of his body and running off back into the caverns for safety.

"_A Stocker who's afraid of fire?"_ As much as he would love to question the ridiculousness, Toothless had a queen to rescue, and fast. Bolting into the cavern he sent out an echoing call, mapping out the area from the vibrations and from the bounce back could sense Hiccup within the walls. "_Hiccup!"_

…

Backing up to a corner, Hiccup held her shield outwards, hoping to reflect light from their glowing bodies to form a fragment and it worked, but unfortunately it only seemed to distract nearby Fireworms, leaving her to have to worry about the endless stream of little fire starters trying to scramble up her legs. She felt trapped. She had wingless workers chattering to climb her body and buzzing scouts pestering her, some even tugging at her hair though not enough to tear or burn it off. She had to think fast as to how to get to the other side of the cavern before she was either charred to a crisp or slowly scorched alive by the tiny dragons before her.

For a cave off to the far end of the cavern, a mighty roar echoed around, sending vibrations into the air and a small smile formed over her face. "_Toothless…"_

Her happiness however, was short lived as a second, much closer roar bellowed out from within the cavern, causing all the small Fireworms below and hovering around her to scrabble away. For a moment the cave was silence before heavy footprints could be heard heading towards the main chamber. Slowly turning her head, Hiccup could see a bright glow and the silhouette of something large coming around the corner. Hissings swept over the cave as a forked tongue could be seen before the owner of it emerged into view. At first glance it was obviously a Fireworm but a hundred times bigger, with a horn-like crown over its head. The way the large Fireworm moved, Hiccup could automatically tell this was the queen and this cavern was her domain, she knew she was in serious trouble.

Keeping her breathing to a whisper, Hiccup tried to camouflage with the surrounds but that was hard to do when your backdrop just so happens to be glowing firecombs. That nevertheless would have mattered, the queen could smell an intruder, a fragrant one, but an outsider nonetheless. It didn't take long for her to spot the intruder. A human of all things. Letting out a monstrous cry, the Fireworm queen galloped over towards the tiny girl with perfectly coordinated legs, ready to strike her down to death. It was her code after all. A queen defends her hive with her life from those seeking harm and it was usually best to kill first and ask questions later, especially for a human.

"Oh man," Hiccup cowered slightly. At this rate she wasn't sure if she could come off on friendly terms with the aggravated female but she was going to give it a go. With the queen charging towards her, Hiccup steadied her breathing, closed her eyes, dropped her shield and staff, and allowed her body to motion out her reasons for being here. Even though the heavy stomps of a charging queen were deterring, she remembered what the Typhoomerang queen had taught her and how the body's language was the language of queens. Rising her hands outward, she dipped her torso downward while extending her left leg, her eyes downward to the ground as a sign of respect.

_Breathe in,_ she thought as she performed her actions. _Breathe out. You are a queen. A queen must be fluid. Calm. Breathe in, breathe out._

After she had taken her seventh inhalation and the sound of thrashing disappeared, she could feel the hot breath of the Fireworm queen on the back of her neck and the slimy sensation of her tongue lapping her exposed flesh. She was getting a taste for her as well as picking up on her pulse rate. A sugary earth tang laced the human's body, almost as if she were more plant than creature and the steady gyrations of her heartbeat intrigued the queen highly. Continuing to trace her forked muscle over the girl's neck, she motioned it down till she was able to feel her thin chin and lifting it up to fully see the face of the human who seemed to know how to move like a dragon but taste like a flower. With Hiccup's face towards the Fireworm queen, she slowly opened her bright green eyes that appeared to illuminate from the glow of the firecombs. They sent flashes of light into her peridot windows, giving them a crystal-like radiance that only fascinated the queen even more. Taking one final wipe at the girl's cheek, the queen darted her tongue back into her mouth and continued to stare heavily at the flower of a human before her.

"_Little flowers shouldn't be in a cave made for fire and honey. One could get the wrong idea…"_ the Fireworm queen hissed as she snaked her head around Hiccup. "_Yet, every flower must go by a name…" _The Fireworm queen's speech was slightly melodic, as opposed to the Typhoomerang's theatrical patterns, giving her a more mysterious vibe.

"_My name is Hiccup. I come from Dragon Island as Queen."_

The Fireworm queen chuckled lowly from the response. "_An impossible lie. Flowers go there to die…"_

"_It's no lie and this flower has thorns,"_ Hiccup stood her ground firmly.

"_So you claim to be a thistle when all I smell is grass so sweet? How does a flower survive on soil so cursed?"_ the queen asked, trailing one of her clawed paws over Hiccup's torso without burning her.

"_By burning it anew."_

The answer seemed to spark the curiosity in the Fireworm queen. "_So he's gone and a little flower has taken his place on the throne. Not an easy task… Have you come for more?"_

From the corner of her eyes, Hiccup could see Toothless, ready at the defensive for any possible strike but well out of the politics of royals, it wasn't his place to intervene.

"_I didn't come to take, I came to change the stigma of my home and to learn about new dragons."_

"_A noble charge, but not all are so willing to change or to be witnessed…"_ the queen tested. "_Personally I find you impressive, my scouts rarely bring in something so fragrant." _

"_Sweet grass?"_ Hiccup questioned looking to her skin.

"_A valuable resource to be cherished. It grows off so far, but it makes the most exquisite treat,"_ the queen began to reminisce. "_To taste it once more off your flesh is a decadence."_

Toothless let out an aggressive snarl at the comment.

"_Why not grow it here instead of traveling for it?" _Hiccup asked rummaging through her satchel for a twist of sweet grass to give.

"_Our soil is bare... What does sprout is tasteless and tough. What buds is turned into fire honey, and it gives my children their flame," _the queen said with a heavy sigh.

"_Here," _Hiccup said handing the knot of grass to the queen. "_Consider it a gift."_

The Fireworm queen looked down to the twist of sweet grass before her and eagerly took it to her mouth and chewed. It had been so long since the pleasant palate of mainland grasses touched her senses and yet there was a ting of healthy soil on the blades.

"_A flower who grows the meadow, how peculiar…" _the queen hummed before regurgitating a bright light paste from her mouth onto a hollow comb. The intensity was far brighter than any other comb in the cavern and the tiny Fireworms raced towards it with vigor. Extending their forked tongues onto the sap, their coats began to glow with the same intensity of the fire honey, turning fire white like the stars.

"_That's incredible,"_ Hiccup gazed in amazement stepping close, motioning for Toothless to do the same before reaching for her sketchbook and marking down her findings.

Watching her children drink up the bright honey and shining with intensity brought a smile to the Fireworm queen's face. Her fire gave them protection, otherwise they'd be easy pickings for passing dragons or birds of prey and now with the white fire combs, their flames would last longer, making them stronger. Turning her attention to the human queen, she couldn't help but notice her illustrating on odd flat wood and snaked over to see the image of her children on the canvas.

"_You've captured my young without a trap or a cage. Interesting…"_

"_I came to learn. If I take anything from this experience, it's knowledge," _Hiccup said as she finished.

To the Fireworm queen, this flower brought intrigue to an otherwise routine existence. She had never met a human she did like yet this one showed much promise and intelligence. If she valued anything, it was devotion and it showed with the care and detail Hiccup placed in her work. Not five minutes ago, she planned to kill an intruder and instead found an interesting flower with crystal eyes.

"_Thank you for the gift. We will have peace. In addition, I will provide you with some white fire combs if you bring more sweet grass. It is one thing to burn cursed soil anew and another to bring it to light…"_

Placing her book into her satchel, Hiccup turned over to the Fireworm queen and her new ally. "_Shall we solidify the contract?"_

"_We shall…"_ the Fireworm queen bowed in harmony with Hiccup and forming the treaty that would keep their nests at peace. Once their dance was complete, the queen looked over to the Night Fury, a glow in her golden eyes. "_Keep this flower safe, or she may be plucked by those not so fair…"_

Queen politics was something new to Toothless but as of far this one was far more pleasant than the Typoomerang. Her warning was honest and he couldn't blame her for saying it, not many would be so thrilled to hear a human was in their ranks as royal and like she had said before, not all minds would change…

…

By the time they left Fireworm Island, the morning sky had turned blue and the clouds had managed to disappear for a new day since they spent the rest of yesterday learning about Fireworms and their culture. With a small container of royal jelly, Hiccup and Toothless made their way towards the southeast to warmer waters and winds. Here the boarders to the Archipelago nearly ended and flying dragons were scarce, leaving the open waters to the reign of the Tidal dragons. The few small islands they did pass were like small sea stacks or the occasional pecks of underwater sea caves.

"_You'll usually find Thunderdrums down there, but during this season they're probably over on the northwest since they like to travel with the currents that carry the most fish."_ Toothless said after flying over several pillars by a sea cave.

Hiccup really appreciated all the information he could provide for her. He could have given it to her on their island but that wasn't really the same as experiencing it for herself. She had to get a sense of scale. Just how large was the world she lived in and just how much could she see before she learned everything? Toothless seemed to know them all but she supposed it came with the territory of once roaming these areas for raids and such. Leaning down on the saddle, Hiccup slowly rubbed her hands over his scales.

"_Thank you."_

"_For what?"_ he asked, indulging in the feeling of her touch.

"_For everything," _she smiled lovingly and even though he couldn't see it, he could tell she was grinning from ear to ear, just like he was. "_I won't be here if I wasn't for you and I'm happy we met."_

"_Me too, Hic, me too."_ He said playfully.

They continued further towards the southeast and from on an island with high cliffs and tall trees they could see a ship trapped between two exposed sea stacks.

"_Wonder what's down there?"_ Hiccup asked, not recognizing the vessel to be of any she had seen before. It was long and had a certain width to it with a large area of the deck covered by wooden walls and roof. It looked almost like a floating house in a way. "_Let's check it out_, _maybe we can find some supplies for the island."_

Nodding his head, Toothless swooped downward towards the ship, gently landing on the wooden deck without making a sound. The condition the boat was in excellent shape, meaning it was most certainly a recently become immovable, with was also proven by the light water markings on the side of the ship. Hiccup had to admit the boat was quite beautiful and definitely build for speed and precision on the waves and found it hard to believe anyone would abandon it so easily.

"_There may be people on board. I'll go in first."_ Hiccup whispered over to Toothless as she paced over to the large wooden door that lead to the covered area.

"_I'm not letting you go in alone." _Toothless said blocking her path.

"_Just give me two minutes, okay?" _she implored, giving him a peck on the cheek for comfort and reassurance.

With the warm sensation of her kiss, he reluctantly allowed her to enter and counting down each second with anxiety.

Opening the door, Hiccup was surprised to see that the room was fairly bright from the glass windows on the walls -something not just any boat had- and her breath was nearly taken away at the sight that held before her.

"Whoa…" was all she could blurt out in her speechless state. Large bookcases laced the wooden floor in neat rows, all covered from top to bottom in books. She had never seen so many books in her life and even though she had a bookcase of her own at home, this boat's library put hers to shame. The light passing through the windows gave the room a dusty look but from the looks of it, the area was abandoned.

Things weren't making much sense to her now, first they find a magnificent boat stuck over some sea stacks with an extensive collection of knowledge just abandoned. She thought who in the right mind would leave such a place, little did she know she wasn't alone in the secret archive.

Walking in further into the area, her heart began to hop and skip just seeing so many books in one place. Hardcovers and scrolls that just seemed to never end. It would take her a lifetime to just sit down and read each book, and that was if it was even in a language she understood. Going through one of the rows, her fingers traced the bookshelves and found them to be spotless.

"This is so weird, who would just leave all these books behind?" she whispered to herself.

For the cover of her right eye, a shadow appeared from what seemed like nowhere and her body tensed slightly. Someone was here. Her breathing heaved a little, but not enough to show she was scared. In a situation like this, she had to be brave or at least as Viking as she could be right at this moment. Turning her head slightly to catch a glimpse of the shadow creature, her heart nearly stopped and her eyes became wide when nothing was there.

_A ghost ship?_ She thought. The area remained so silent. She would have more than likely heard someone's footsteps but the inaudible eerie silence of the waves crashing onto the book only gave off a haunting feeling. _It was probably nothing, I'm panicking over silly shadows,_ she told herself before turning back to the main row that lead to the door, only to find a tall thin figure right by her side, staring at her intensely.

"AAAAAHHHHH!" Hiccup screamed out in panic, jumping back slightly and it seemed the figure as well became shocked by her sudden shout and stepped back, yelping in a male voice. The force the shadow stepped back dumped into one of the bookcases, sending off a few books from their shelves and causing another call to echo from the library like the chattering of a bird.

With her hands covering her face, Hiccup breathed rapidly but her fears lightened when the sound of an elderly man cringing from pain grunted and the sound of bones cracking popped in the air. Slowly coming out of the row, she could see an elderly man, dressed in a white robe and leather sandals, his long loose hair and short beard were the color of blank pages, and he looked more merciful than menacing in the light.

"Ah, gonna feel that in the morning." the old man cringed as he cracked his spine back into place.

"Oh my gods, I am so sorry, sir are you alright?!" Hiccup asked in a frenzy. She had always been told to respect her elders and knowing she caused him pain gave her a tinge of guilt.

"Oh, don't you worry about me, lass, I've be jumped by mice far bigger than you. Just startled me is all," he said brushing off the dust from his robe. "Wasn't expecting a visitor so young… Rarely get any from these waters." He looked over to her with wide and bright blue eyes with a warm smile on his slightly wrinkled face. "Sorry if I scared you, miss, but then again what else is new."

His presence seemed to brighten the room up and it made her feel a bit more comfortable. "Um, I'm Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III. Are you shipwrecked?"

"Pleased to meet you, Madam Hiccup. Been stuck on these blasted rocks for the past three days now. We've been living off of pine nuts and sturgeons. Don't get me wrong, I enjoy the stillness but the waves, they call for me to return to the open waters," the old man said dramatically and with an energy of a child and not an elder.

"Uh, we?"

"Oh, apologizes, I'm…DRAGON!" he started before panicking, the large shadow of a black dragon appearing from the entrance. Quickly, he leapt forward and pulled out two hook-like swords from out of nowhere and covered Hiccup for safety. "Don't worry, Madam Hiccup, I've dealt with dragons the size of whales! You might want to cover your eyes if you're squeamish. Just let my Heart Slicers do the work."

Toothless, confronted with a man blocking Hiccup and pointing two swords over to him growled protectively. The two minutes were nearly over when he heard Hiccup scream and the shout of a man. Even though she had given him a two minute order to stay put, he walking into this scene and now had his teeth at the ready.

"No, no, no, no, no!" Hiccup called out pushing herself between the man and Toothless. "Toothless, relax, it's okay. Calm down. He's a friend."

"_You want me to calm down when this old man's got swords pointing at me?!"_ he asked defensively, still staring daggers at the man whose eyes were wide to this young girl restraining a wild beast with only her words and palms.

Turning over to face the bearded man, an awkward smile on her face, "You just scared him a little. He's a bit protective."

As much as the old man was confused by the situation, as a librarian he knew it was never wise to judge a book by its cover. Hiccup seemed comfortable with the dragon, despite these waters being known to resent them. Placing his Heart Slicers back into their secret sheaths, he straightened himself again.

"Toothless, this is…" Hiccup stopped, not actually picking up on the man's name. "I'm sorry, I don't know your name, sir."

"Ah, yes! Introductions! Like I said I'm not so used to guests. I've gone by many names in my past…" the old man said slowly pacing into one of the rows.

Tilting her head a little, Hiccup walked over to the row, only to find it empty.

"I've been called a FlashMaster," the man continued, appearing on the opposite side of the library in silence. "I've been called a true heir of the lost Bog-Burglar tribe and a master thief by bandits themselves. People who have tasted the ends of my blades have called me a foe, some see me as enemy. I've performed acrobatics for the royals of the world as a legend," with each word, he acted out each movement, each gesture with such grace and playfulness before disappearing behind another case of books. This time Toothless became curious and looked over to find the old man, only to find he had yet again vanished.

"Kings know me as a hero and wise men see me as a sage," he reappeared over by Hiccup with light feet. "To those in search for knowledge, I am the Hairy Scary Librarian and to the rarity of my friends, I go by…Camicazi."

"You're a Bog-Burglar?! One of the first Viking tribes to have sailed from the mainland to the Archipelago… I thought…they all…" Hiccup rambled, darting her eyes from side to side from the news.

"Vanished?" old man Camicazi finished for her. "Mmm, yes, wars and power can do that to a tribe." He placed his hand over one of the bookcases, remembering days of old. "There was a time, when my clan still roamed these waters… Fearless, tactful, strong, that was the Bog-Burglar way. My mother was chief many years ago, but one day she didn't return from a council of chieftains. They said a freak fire burned the hall she and the others gathered to the ground and everyone in it. Those of the tribes with lost chieftains turned on each other over whom was to take the place of the old. Many once great tribes disappeared from the history books…" he continued while pulling out several books from the shelves and grabbing a cart to place them in. "Meatheads, Hysterics, Peaceables, and Bog-Burglars, all fighting to claim the title of ruler… As the heir, it was my birthright to take the throne, but Bob-Burglar tradition stated only a female could rise as chief and as a young man with nowhere to turn to, I was stripped of my title and banished to the far off seas. Those who survived, left or turned to madness and perished."

Hiccup and Toothless remained silent as Camicazi told his tale with a feeling of loss and remorse for him. In the Archipelago, things were never easy. The weather was brutal as were the battles between Viking and dragon, that one could almost forget wars between man were as terrible a loss as any other.

"It proves to show that at times it is not dragons that cause the most pain and heartbeat, but man too can play a cruel hand in destroying lives."

"I'm sorry for your loss, Camicazi…"

Camicazi began walking around the library, a smile soon forming over his face. "It's quite alright, lass. From times of great sorrow, we can sometimes find a ray of hope from the shadows. A silver lining as they say. If I had never left home, I would have never explored the world, tasted its wonders, and collected the knowledge you see before you, not to mention I would have never met my best companion and assistant… Now where is she?" he asked scratching the bottom of his chin, looking around for someone.

"She?" Hiccup asked.

"Yes, Moodchanger, pesky pigeon…"

From one of the top of a bookcases, a medium sized bird came into view, tilting her head slightly as she looked to the quests. She cooed loudly for all to see before swooping down to land atop of Toothless' snout.

"_This must be the old man's pigeon," _Toothless said in a less than impressed voice as he stared at the pale white bird.

"I'm not a pigeon, thank you very much. I happen to be a rare and beautiful Rainbow Firebird," the bird said out loud in a haughty female voice. "Camicazi, he just called you an old man!"

"Old man. Old man!" Camicazi snapped. "Eh, I suppose I am long in the tooth," he grinned shrugging his shoulders. "At least he's honest, unlike someone I know."

Hiccup was speechless as she watched the firebird's pale feathers dazzled with bright colors in a random fashion before flying over to Camicazi and landing on his right shoulder. She wasn't too sure if she had just heard a bird talk or if she had lost her mind. Camicazi chuckled at the shocked looks on Hiccup and Toothless' face and gently rubbed his fingers under the now white again bird's chin.

"Don't be alarmed, her bark is much worse than her bite and despite her bragging nature she can be quite the liar."

"She's beautiful…" Hiccup smiled in curiosity, staring deeply into Moodchanger's bright golden eyes.

"This I already know, but thank you for reassuring me of my excellence," Moodchanger crowed, flashing the colors of the sunset on her perfectly smooth feathers.

By instinct, Hiccup pulled out her sketchbook and began drafting the firebird, who seemed to pose elegantly before darting over to Hiccup's shoulder to see the finished product.

"Even as a painting, I'm ravishing," she cooed.

"How is she…?" Hiccup giggled in excitement.

"Despite her vain exterior, she's quite intelligent and can speak several languages fluently. I rescued her as an egg from poachers on Lava-lout Island. Their feathers were used for ceremonial decorations in certain parts of the world and regrettably were hunted down to near extinction. As far as I know, she's the only one left."

All these new things were rushing by Hiccup so fast from the library to meeting a former Viking from a legendary tribe and now seeing a one of a kind species of bird. It was all so over whelming and she had so many questions. "What is this place?"

Camicazi and Moodchanger dashed into position, he jumping over a desk to one side of the library and Moodchanger flashing with fire that lit the bronze chandeliers, lighting the room even more. "Welcome to the _Peregrine Falcon_! Mobile public library and exotic trade shop!" he smiled with his arms outward.

"It's not so mobile at the moment…" Hiccup corrected with a grin.

"Yes, that is the root of my problem so far… Imagine," Camicazi said with great expression. "Sailing smoothly over the seas, the wind at your back and the smell of the salty air in your lungs. Next thing you know, your boat's stuck between a rock and a hard place. Devastating really…"

"Then I guess it's a good thing Toothless and I stopped by. If you want we could try to help you out?" Hiccup asked.

"_Do we really have too?"_ Toothless whined.

"_Be nice…"_ Hiccup chattered back.

"My dear," Camicazi said holding her forearms, somehow crossing the table and sneaking up on her silently yet again. "That would really make my day! Well, what are we waiting for, let's set sail!"

"We need to get out of this rut before we set sail, Camicazi," Moodchanger sneered.

"Then let's do that first!"

…

"Incredible!" Camicazi cried out seeing Hiccup atop her Night Fury, using the rope from his boat to make a makeshift sling to attach to the bow of the boat and pulling it back from the rocks and free into the waters once more. "In all my years, I've never seen a performance like that!"

With the boat freed, Toothless and Hiccup returned to the deck once more and returned him his rope. "It's no trouble. I'm just glad you can spread these books around again. It's such a shame to keep so much knowledge trapped."

A smile crossed Camicazi's face as he grabbed hold of Hiccup's hand and led her back into the library. "I want you to have this, Madam Hiccup…" he said leaning over his wooden desk and pulling out a small wooden card with the image of a firebird on the right corner. "Whenever you feel like taking a piece of knowledge from my library, use this card and I'll loan you as many books as you'd like." He handed her a quill pen and ink for her to sign the bottom of the card as well as a sign-in sheet from the visitors he's had to come in.

Seeing the sheet, Hiccup was surprised to see only one signature that repeated over and over again, _V._

"Ah, yes… I don't get much regulars but that one, that one has come here so many years. Never speaks and never shows his face. I've heard stories about him over the years. People call him, the Vigilante."

Hiccup listened closely to what Camicazi had to say and what she heard was incredible. The Vigilante was a lone ranger how was said to appear out of thin air and liberate exotic animals from the hands of poachers, it was even said the Vigilante freed dragons…something Hiccup found incredible. For ten years, he's dedicated his life to helping those who couldn't help themselves and did it all without ever being captured.

"I remember the day I first met the masked man… He was dressed in armor and walked with a stance of a warrior. The day he came there was a deadly storm and yet he walked into my shop without a single drop of water on him. He took several books and sighed for them while I had my back turned, something no one has ever done before. Every now and then he'll come back for more, but the strange thing is he always finds me on open waters and the moment he leaves and I go out to find him, he's vanished." A shiver crept up Camicazi's spine. "I don't know his story, but what I do know is that he always chooses books with happy endings…"

Never had she ever heard of the Vigilante but a part of her wanted to meet this man. He sounded so confident, wise, and so brave. She wondered what kind of person he was…

…

Hiccup slowly walked over each row of cases, looking over the spines of books to check out while Toothless followed behind. He had never seen her eyes so lit up, all from books filled with words.

"_What's so great about books?" _he asked seeing her carry several under her arm.

"_They teach you things. Sometimes they tell you a story and other times they make you think."_

"_Can't you get that from people?"_

"_Yes, but books hold a special place in my heart…"_ Hiccup said holding a book about botany. "_My mother used to read me stories every night before bed. I don't remember most of the stories she told me, but I do know it was something we shared."_

His eyes widened. To Hiccup, learning and gaining knowledge was more than just being informed, in a way it was to keep whatever she still had about her mother in memory. Looking to one of the books on the shelves, Toothless realized he should have listened to Etch years ago when she offered to teach him to read the human language, even if she had offered it with bitterness and sarcastic gloating.

"_Do you think…"_ he started before stopping. "_Never mind."_

"_What is it?"_

"_It's stupid, don't worry about it."_

"_Toothless, you can tell me these things, I'll listen,"_ she smiled.

Taking a deep breath, Toothless looked into her intelligent eyes and asked. "_Do you think you could teach me to read?"_

Hiccup was speechless as a moment before a smile laced her face. "_I'd love to."_

With Camicazi and Moodchanger watching from the counter, they grinned and watched as the sun faded away into darkness as Hiccup and Toothless sat by a table, reading to each other and exchanging in their chatters and clicks before both tuckered out and fell asleep over an open book.

In all his life, he had never seen a dragon and a human so close and yet so perfect for each other and it showed in the way they supported one another and worked as a an old woven blanket, he draped the sheet over the two resting travelers before walking over to the sign-in sheet, the initial, _H_, written right under the Vigilante's.
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…

Peacefully sipping on a hot cup of black tea with the fragrance of sea air to his back, Camicazi listened closely with eyes shut for any sound to the wooden floorboards on the deck of the Peregrine Falcon. Even with the waves bashing onto the ship and the air hooted in his ears he could pick up the barely audible breaths of his student close by. Hiccup was showing to be quite the promising pupil in the art of FlashMastery and it made him proud and honored to be able to pass down the secrets and ways of stealth to the next generation. At first he wasn't expecting any grand strides in their drills, but was eagerly surprised to find her to be silent on her feet, metal one and all…

The sky had still been a dim midnight blue when they started their training, and now with the bright colors of morning slowly casting a golden glow over the surface of the calm ocean, it seemed Hiccup's training was coming to a closure. Scattered around the deck were wooden dividers, the panels beautifully decorated and stained a dark russet hid the young student as Hiccup slowly guided her body from one to another, remaining unseen and secretive. She learned much from old man Camicazi, things she would have never been exposed to and it strengthened her skills as well felt so familiar and strangely natural.

As opposed to the popular belief that FlashMasters were simply showmen's of the sword and steel, she discovered it was so much more. It was finding a balance. Learning to slowly ease the body and move in tune with the surrounds while striding with swift movements like a spy. It was about keeping a steady mindset and rhythm in order to outwit and confuse your opponent because in times it wasn't brute strength that won battles, it was psychological warfare. Creating an equilibrium between relaying on your instincts with your knowledge gained and applying that onto the battlefield or on a single opponent could even the odds for even the most unlikely of warriors.

With her body directly between Camicazi and a wooden screen, she quieted her breaths to a hint and remained perfectly still. As soon as the sound of Camicazi placing his cup onto the saucer clicked, she stepped into action, as did her mentor.

Rapidly jolting, both were but a blur to Moodchanger and Toothless who watched from the sidelines as the echoing's of twin sheathed blades, a shield and a wooden staff collided with each other for seconds to them but felt like an epic long battle for the two humans as they finally came into sight, both lightly exhaling on opposed sides of the deck. Staring each other down, they remained like statues before adjusting their positions and bowing to each other in respect, knowing the training was complete. Traditionally, a sword was used in the art of FlashMastery, but with only a simple wooden staff in hand and a shield, Hiccup was proving even the most unorthodox of weaponry could be your greatest asset.

"I must say, Hiccup," Camicazi said, placing his cup down that he somehow managed to keep still and filled in battle. "I've never met a person so quick in learning the art. Usually I'll find young warriors, claiming to be the strongest and most valiant of their clans, eager to acquire the ways of a FlashMaster, only to fail in perfecting even the basics. You though, my dear, it seems only needed the right guidance to direct that speed of yours into good use."

"Thank you, Camicazi, for sharing your wisdom," Hiccup smiled. "I've never really been much of a fighter, but I can really see how this style of combat is considered an art."

"Yes, but not just an art. To the few who understand its secrets and ways, it is a code we live by. A FlashMaster uses their gifts in pure defense despite its offensive strikes. It was one of the reasons why so many before couldn't master the fundamentals. That's not to say it can't be used invasively, I've battled an army of assassins using nothing but a rusty butter knife and my skills. However, the price of doing so can be dire, solely because FlashMastery relies heavily on breathing," Camicazi informed walking over to the side of the boat as he looked out to the rising sun. "There was a time long ago when I was consumed by wrath..." he began to recollect as he relive the many years that had past him so long ago in the blind of an eyes. "My banishment from my homeland taught me that the only one you can truly count on, is yourself. I hated my people for shunning me from my title and home so much so that I went about harming any I could. I made many enemies because of that code and ended many innocent lives who merely crossed my path; their voices still haunt me to this day and it is a reminder of my darker past… On one of my many epic journeys, I met an old monk seated on the side of a secluded road on a mountains of the Far East and planned to rob him blind. He, in the end, unarmed me swiftly and without force, not just once, but several times. Ha, ha, that old Viking stubbornness keeps with you till the end it seems… After the thirteenth day of trying to get the better of him with traps and trickery, I finally gave up."

Hiccup walked over by his side and listened closely to his story. He was quite possibly the most vocal and talkative man she had ever met, but that was something she respected about him, because what he had to say held much meaning and teachings.

"By the end, I was tired, hungry and not even angry anymore with the world for turning its back on me, but at myself… I lost my home, my family, my life, and I turned to thieving and murder to try and mask all the pain in my heart. The monk saw the frightened and lost young man within me and offered to guide me down the path of enlightenment. It took many years of meditation and concentration, learning to slow down and take things in one step at a time as opposed to the brash, conquer all at once tactics of a Viking. I learned how to breathe with ease, to forgive, and to accept that in life there is both darkness and light… When I left the monastery of my Master, I left a student of FlashMastery by the father of the art and vowed to only use my gifts to aid others in need, because I wasn't alone in the world, I had found my peace…"

A smile spread over Hiccup's face. She wondered if one day she would truly find her peace or if she would spend a lifetime searching for the answers to the visions and dreams that plagued her mind? The shadows of lost souls that she had to have known at some point still followed her, louder and less translucent than they had ever been in her past. It had taken months for Camicazi to face his demons and come to terms with them, would she too bring them to light?

Looking over to the young Dragon rider, Camicazi could see a clouded fog within her eyes that concealed many truths to herself. A powerful charm loomed over her and it was a spell that only she could break. It was a shame to see such intuitive gem-like eyes dazzling in the sunlight and knowing that the glimmer that they held was merely a fraction of what they could shine. He could not aid her in fighting her shadows, only guide her in the direction of enlightenment.

"I see you're facing troubles of your own," Camicazi grinned as Moodchanger flew onto his shoulder, not used to sharing her friend's attention.

"We all face problems in our lives, Camicazi. Well, except for me, I'm flawless." Moodchanger gloated, flashing pale rose to violet, a clear indication of her lying nature.

"…All my life, I've felt something was missing. For the longest time, I thought it was my father's love and being accepted for how I am. Lately thought, I'm not too sure… I can sense something isn't right about myself, like I'm hiding and I don't know why or what I'm hiding from. Leaving Berk was one of most difficult things I've had to do and even though I have a new home, a new life, a new family, and the acceptance of others, I can't shake off this feeling that I'm not seeing something. Something important…" Hiccup reached out for Toothless who rubbed his cheek to hers for comfort and support.

"Hmm…" the old man hummed as he stroked his beard. "I don't know what it is you're searching for, Hiccup, all I can say is that what you seek cannot be seen by mere sight of eye, but of mind. Only when you are able to find and accept the truths you hide from yourself, you will be free…"

Taking his words to heart, Hiccup tried to look within for clues, but a sting of pain jolted inside, her mind not willing to so easily hand out information.

"_Slowly, Hiccup, no need to rush," _Toothless reassured her with a coo. "_In the meantime, we might as well get back to exploring. We still have a lot of territory to cover if we want to make it back home before everyone gets worried about you again."_

"_You're right, thank you,"_ Hiccup chirped as she rubbed under his chin before turning back to Camicazi. "We want to thank you for all the kindness and knowledge you've given us, it's truly an honor to call you a friend."

Bowing down, Camicazi chuckled while Moodchanger flickered every color imaginable. "The honor is all ours, Hiccup. If ever you're in need for knowledge, our doors are always open."

…

From the rocking motions of the tides to the shifting waves of winds, Toothless and Hiccup were off again towards the southeast where the waters held warmth and the skies were cloudless and blue. The waters to the south were calm and scattered all around were the shadows of Scaludrons of all shapes and sizes before their long necks would emerge from the waves for a breath of salty air. It looked like a massive migration like one would see in whales and dolphins to the point where mother Scaludrons would carry their young on their back to keep them from drowning. Looking around the school of Tidal dragons, one caught her attention, an old familiar face leading on the far right.

"_Let's try to lean in closer, I can see Atlas down there," _Hiccup insisted before hearing his snort of disapproval. "_Oh, come on, you're still not mad at him for everything, are you?"_

"_He took you off the island and nearly gave me a heart attack from trying to find you, so yeah, I'm not too happy with him."_ Toothless pouted.

"_I asked him too, besides it all worked out in the end. Please…" _Hiccup continued with a sweet smile and a sweeter voice.

Sighing, he knew he couldn't resist her charms, she was just too important to him and he hated to let her down. Lowering himself down towards the elder dragon, Atlas lifted his head out of the waters and chuckled at the sight of his friends.

"_Well, isn't this an unexpected meeting. Greetings, my Queen, Hiccup, you're looking as regal and fair as ever. And I can see you're still a sulking solider, Sir Toothless." _A smirked lined the elder dragon's face as the Night Fury bared his sharp teeth and a low growl of annoyance._ "To what do I owe the pleasure to cross paths with you two young love birds?"_

"_Great to see you too, Atlas. We're exploring and learning about different dragons. By the way, where is everybody swimming off too? Migration?"_ Hiccup curiously asked as the other Scaludrons looked to the two newcomers while still on course to their destination.

"_Yes, a feeding migration, my Queen. It is the annual budding of the Oleanders on the Oleander Isles. For many of the young ones, it's their first introduction to the flowers but it's vital to our survival in the wild. Would you care to join us? The blossoming season last till after the frosts in the north, but the budding is truly a sight to behold."_

"_Thank you, that'll be wonderful,"_ Hiccup nodded and with that settled they followed the herd across the open waters.

It didn't take them too long to reach their destination and were rewarded with the blue outline of three landmasses over the horizon that were the Oleander Isles. Each island was laced with tuffs of thick moss and lush bushes with dark green leaves. Landing down onto the island with Toothless, Hiccup hopped off and noticed just how wet and spongy the moss was, feeling it leak out its liquid onto her leather sandal. Examining it closer, she realized the water on the island was not salty but fresh.

"_Incredible, the moss filters out the salt and minerals from the sea_…" Hiccup looked in fascination.

"_Yes,"_ a voice behind her said aloud. "_Nature does find ways to thrive in even the most unlikely of places."_

Turning over to the voice, Hiccup came face to face with a tall adult female Scaludron, a tad bit younger than Atlas but nonetheless wise.

"_I hear from my nomadic friend, Atlas, you are the new royal of Dragon Island, it is an honor to make your acquaintance,"_ she said, bowing her head. "_I am the queen of this herd and I welcome your presence."_

Hiccup bowed in response. "_Thank you. I wish to learn more about your clan as well as form peace between our islands." _

"_You are welcome to both, young queen. I must say it has been centuries since Dragon Island had itself a queen, I was just starting out as ruler when Red Death came into reign over the domain and started making a mess out of things," _she sighed in both relief and remorse from the years. "_Dragons who care only for their well-beings while in power can cause trouble and havoc on others. It takes a great deal of patience and leadership to lead a herd; you need to be able to listen to the needs of others and provide all you can for them. A queen's first duty is to her hive, herd or horde and then to oneself. Princes follow a similar code, he however, I'm afraid was born with cruelty." _

A soft smile then spread over the elder queen's teal face as she looked to the human queen. "_Thankfully the throne now belongs to someone with a kinder heart and even though you may not be a dragon in flesh, I can still sense a powerful energy over you."_

Atlas walked over to the group and chortled as the other Scaludrons followed onto the mossy area. "_There you go again, talking about auras and energies."_

"_Oh, hush you,"_ the queen chastised in a playful tone. "_Just because you can't feel these auras does not mean they aren't there. I'm telling you, Atlas, this young queen has the energy of a jewel."_

"_Well, I can't argue with that,"_ Atlas admitted.

As the rest of the herd began to crowd the islands, the young Scaludrons inched closer to the human female, curious as to who and what she was. With a body as big as a full-grown yak and had elongated necks they appeared no different from their adult counterparts, the only alteration being their small undeveloped wings that one day would aid them in brief flight in the air and endless journeys over the waters. Soon Hiccup was surrounded by young Scaludron hatchlings who'd come close to sniff her hair and nudge for a loving pet.

While all this was happening, Toothless couldn't help but have this feeling of discomfort. At first he thought it was due to being near so many Tidal dragons, but that wasn't the case as he came to realize his beef was only with one. No, something else wasn't right, and he could feel the tip of his nose itching and twitching from it.

"_Toothless, look,"_ Hiccup cheered as she pointed out to the first Oleanders beginning to bud.

All over the smell green arms of the buds began to spread outward, revealing beautiful flowers of all colors of the spectrum. The passing sea winds brushed thought the bushes, releasing the pollen on the tips of the Oleanders into the air. Scaludrons all around began to go lax as the fragrance of the sweet plant surrounded the air while Toothless simply sneezed and lost his breath from the dust trapped in his nose. His mind was becoming groggy and the energy he had once had seemed to vanish. He had never felt so weak in his life.

Even though the sight of all the flowers coming into bloom was fascinating and seeing the Scaludrons slowly eating the exposed ones had her desire to reach into her satchel and pull out her sketchbook, she couldn't help but notice Toothless in his state of distress.

"_Hey there, bud, are you okay?"_ she asked placing her palms over his cheeks.

"_Yeah, just some dust,"_ he brushed off but it was evident by the look in his eyes he wasn't fine as his sneezes soon turned into violent coughs and his balance was quickly leaving him.

"_I suggest you take your friend off the island, young queen,"_ the Tidal queen insisted. "_Most dragons that aren't Scaludron become ill from the Oleander's pollen and in some cases can lead to their death."_

That was more than enough incentive for her to get him off the isle but as she tried to mount onto him, he pushed back.

"_I'm fine. You gather the information you need, I'll manage"_ he tried between a harsh cough.

"_No, just like you don't want me getting cold, I don't want you getting sick. I know what it's like to be sick all the time, it's not a good feeling. Let's go."_

Placing her hand onto his side, Toothless immediately lost balance and collapsed onto the ground, his breathing raspy and heavy. Normally a dragon exposed to Oleander becomes ill in a matter of hours, maybe days, but during the first blossom the intense release of pollen all at once can become deadly in a matter of minutes and the toxins from the plant were now making their way into his bloodstream.

"Toothless!" Panicking, Hiccup kneeled down to his side, her eyes wide with fear, not even caring she was speaking her own language and not Dragonese. "Oh no, no, no, no, Toothless, please hang on!"

"_Atlas, please hurry and help the Night Fury off the island, he needs fresh air,"_ the queen ordered and with moments haste he latched onto Toothless and placed him onto his back as he and Hiccup raced out to sea.

They were a fair distance away from the Oleander Isles and even though Toothless' breathing had lightened, the poisons from the pollen still travelled within his body, causing him so much pain. Hiccup refused to let him go and told him to not give up as she flipped through the pages of the botany book she had borrowed from the library until she got to the section marked 'Oleander' and read over and over again to find some cure for his illness to no avail.

"_I have an idea, but he won't be too thrilled about it,"_ Atlas spoke up, seeing the desperate tears rolling down Hiccup's face.

"_Please, if there is any way you can help him, I'm sure he'll understand," _Hiccup plead holding onto Toothless for dear life.

Giving her a quick nod, Atlas leaned his head down to Toothless' side and softly spoke to him. "_Now, my good chap, this might cause you some discomfort but I want you to know it's for your own good."_

Too fatigue to answer, Toothless gave a slight fidget as a response and taking the motion as a sign of readiness, Atlas opened his mouth wide and with carefully force and aim, bit onto the Night Fury's side. Upon filling the semi-blunt teeth of the Scaludron slightly pierce his skin, Toothless' body jolted up on all fours with wide eyes. He would have shouted at the old sea snake for doing that if not for a slight light-headed feeling running over himself before everything cleared up and the feeling of fatigue and pain left his body.

"_Toothless, are you okay? Does it still hurt? Do you need to lay down?" _Hiccup asked all at once, placing her hands over his cheeks and looking into his eyes for signs of trouble.

"_Hic, calm down, I'm fine. I'm not going anywhere," _he reassured as he cleaned away her tears. "_Did you have to bite me?"_ he asked glaring over to Atlas with a semi-bitter tone.

"_My friend, I merely injected you with a bit of my venom. You see, that's why we Scaludron eat Oleander in the first place. Our bodies are designed to take in the toxins from the flower and convert it into a powerful venom that stuns our enemies in the deep. It appears that it can also cure other dragons affected by its pollen. I'm glad that healed you, I've actually never tried that before, but I suppose you can learn something new even at an old age." _

"_Thank you, so much, Atlas,"_ Hiccup thanked as she wrapped her arms around Toothless. "_I was afraid I'd lose you."_

"_It's okay, Hic, I'm right here,"_ Toothless purred onto her ear.

"_I persuade two should best keep a fair distance between the isles and yourselves for the time being and return for more studies after the blooming season ends. I'll tell the queen you're both well now."_

"_I think that's a good idea. Thank you so much,"_ Hiccup smiled as she returned back to Toothless' saddle. "_Are you okay to fly?"_

"_I'm good, let's head over to the southwest for now. At this rate we'll come full circle in a few days."_

"_Sounds like a plan._ _See you around,"_ Hiccup said, waving a final farewell to Atlas and the rest of the Scaludron herd fading in the blue.

…

By the time they had reached the next major island to the southeast, the sky was becoming dark and ominous storm clouds were looming ahead. Even the winds had begun to pick up in speed and intensity to the point where they were having difficulties keeping balance.

"_Should have known a storm was gonna hit," _Hiccup said as she adjusted the pedal of Toothless' fin. "_It's always calmest before a storm._"

"_We'll hold out on that island down there, I'm sure we'll find some shelter until the weather calms down,"_ Toothless held as he lowered himself down to the large island covered with tall and thick tropical trees.

Once they landed onto the beach, droplets of rain began to pour down, leaving the skies a pale grey as they made their way deeper into the island. The first thing they both seemed to notice was just how warm and loud the island was as the sound of birds, singing insects and croaking frogs kept going nonstop. Everywhere they turned, they could see massive dragonflies the size of her arm with large flittering wings to giant spiders that seemed to hiss like snakes when they passed by. This world was ever strange and foreign to Hiccup and despite not really having a big fear of insects could help but shiver from the sheer size of them on this island. The air surrounding the island felt heavier and rich with nourishment and it translated to not only the size of the bugs but the fruit that hanged from the canopy of trees. Large green fat fruits hung from the tree tops as well as the forest floor and the smell of sweetness mixed with the rains. Reaching down for one of the fallen fruits, Hiccup could only stare in wonder as to what it was. She had never seen this type of fruit before and walked over to Toothless who covered her body with his wings to keep her dry.

Opening the botany book from her satchel, it didn't take long for her to learn what this fruit was and it only raised more questions. As far as she knew, coconuts didn't grow in areas like the Archipelago and the abundant larger than life insects as well didn't seemed to correspond with the general area of cold and frigid. If anything, this island looked like it was straight out of the tropics, and it only raised the question as to what it was doing here.

Hearing the rumbling of thunder, Toothless nudged Hiccup forward. "_We better find a cave soon before it starts getting darker."_

Hiccup was about to agree with him when something strange caught her eyes. "_We haven't seen anything with claws yet, right?"_ she asked in a shaky voice.

"_No, why?"_

"_Then what do you think did that?"_ she pointed to a brush of low flat and wide leaves, all torn into like rags.

He wasn't liking this island one bit and a part of him wished they were back over on the Oleander Isles because at least over there things made sense. Right now they were stuck on a tropical island in the southwest of the Archipelago during an upcoming storm, swarming with giant insects and strange foliage; they didn't need any more problems as it is. Focusing on the task at head, both pressed on to find shelter from the storm, unaware that the storm was the least of their worries…

…

Every cave they passed was either infested with bugs or even worse massive bugs. At this point their options of a cave were running short and the light was fading fast. Toothless was already considering risking the storm and heading back home when Hiccup called out to him.

"_I think I found one,"_ she said as she entered the surprisingly clean and tall cavern.

It seemed too good to be true, but they seemed finally find the perfect shelter from the heavy droplets of rainwater, clashing of thunder, flashes of lightning and the strong howls of wind.

"_I guess we'll have a coconut and some leftovers to split for the night,"_ Hiccup smiled as she felt for sticks and dried brush in the cave to use as tinder.

"_At least we'll have some fresh water to drink and bath with the grand feast,"_ he teased entering the dark cave.

Managing to find a few scattered twigs and dried grasses within the cavern, Hiccup piled them together and allow Toothless to kindle them as she walked toward the entrance of the cave and cupped her hands out to take a drink of the fresh rainwater. As the cool liquid flowed down her throat she could see the last flickers of golden sunshine waving goodbye over the darkening backdrop of the storm. She had seen many sunsets at home on Berk over the years, most from waiting for her father to return to its shores or to think over her reasons for existing. Even on Dragon Island, she and Toothless would sit out by the entrance of their cave and watch the light show of tangerine and buttercup before all was a violet blur. The way the final red hints from the sun draped over the nearly black sky sent a cold chill down her spine, and as it lowered down towards the other side of the world, a bright green flash caught her eyes before there was nothing but pure blackness.

With the cave now lit with fire and warmth, Hiccup began to walk over to seat herself right by Toothless' side by the flames when a trail hot and sticky slime fell onto her left shoulder, causing her to stop in her tracks. Running her fingertips over the substance, she trembled knowing rain wasn't this consistency and from the growing hissing from the walls. Slowly raising her eyes towards the stone ceiling, a pair of deep crimson eyes glared back to hers. With large sharp fangs exposed and saliva streaming down its upside-down jaws, Hiccup steadied her breathing and reached for her staff and shield behind her back cautiously.

"_We need to get out of here, now,"_ she whispered as lowly as she could.

Shooting her a confused stare, Toothless followed to where her eyes held to and could only let out a small breath before everything happened.

Unclamping his long claws from the ceiling, a green raptor-like reptile effortlessly landed onto the dirt floor. His body was marked with deep red patterned and the crest above his head bared the same hue. On each limb were three sharp and long claws and the end of his tail pointed out like a hooked dagger but it was the hiss and clicks coming from his throat that frightened Hiccup the most.

"_It feeds us,"_ he whispered in speech. "_It trembles before us."_

"_We don't want any trouble. We'll leave,"_ Hiccup tried to persuade with her weapon and protection at hand.

"_It cannot leave us._ _It is to feed us,"_ he continued with his sticky voice that crept up her spine in the worst way possible.

"_We don't have much food to give…"_ she tried again to establish a compromise before he jeered out wickedly.

"_It is food to us."_

Her breathing managed to stay calm but inside her heart rate was jumping. Something inside her told her to run, but she felt nearly paralyzed with fear.

"_Hiccup. What are you saying?"_ Toothless whispered out loudly as others began to fall from the ceiling, all plain green with no markings.

"_What do you mean, can't you hear him?"_ her voice trembled.

"_I can hear him just fine, I just can't understand him…"_

Hiccup's eyes shot wide open. Toothless was the dragon here and he couldn't understand the one calling her a meal but she could. Why?

Not allowing her to think it over, the red crested raptor shot forward towards her with rapid speed and aimed for her jugular, but only managed to snap at the air as Hiccup dodged away using her Flash skills.

The raptor fixed himself and stared at the small creature who managed to escape his jaws. No other creature had proved to be as swift as them, this was surely going to be an interesting feast.

"_It moves like us,"_ he taunted to her, causing this pack of followers to snide and sneer.

Again, he lunged forward with a leap and retracted his long talons on his legs to latch onto her and kill, yet the hard feeling of strange stone clashed onto his daggers before disappearing once more. Lightening flashed from the outside as the rains began to grow heavy and wild with massive droplet pounding the ground outside and the crested dragon looked behind to see the female creature unharmed but still afraid.

At first it was difficult for Toothless to keep track of their motions as Hiccup dodged the advances of the dragon, from his claws to his stinger. He wasn't too sure where to jump in from all their movements and it seemed that even their shadows were too slow for them when lightning lit the cave with vigor. It wasn't long before the other raptors became anxious and tried to get in a cheap shot when Hiccup was blocking her attacker, only to get a lashing from her staff or the end of Toothless' tail as he swiped them to the ground.

Whatever these dragons were, they seemed to be flightless, highly active and had in insatiable appetite as several began ripping through the hard exterior of the coconut like warm butter till nothing but small shards of shell laced the dirt floor, no wonder the ground was so bare. It was also almost as if the raptors failed to even notice his presence, only aiming for Hiccup, but once he made his existence clear the green members of the pack charged forward to finish him down while their lead took care of the speedy vixen.

Despite her training with Camicazi, Hiccup was starting to feel fatigue from the constant dodging and ducking as the aggressive dragon kept at his assault to end her. Even through her moments of pleading with him to stop and listen to reason it seemed that this dragon only had one goal in mind, and that was to eat. It didn't matter if she wanted to speak about reason or peace, she would be his meal in the end.

Toothless too was having a bit of his own problems as he had a horde of quick raptors trying to get their claws into him or pierce him with their long tails. After watching them several times and knocking a few dozen onto the ground, he was starting to notices a clear serum leaking out from the tips of their daggered tail. They weren't just using it to attack, they were using it to try and poison them. With his left foot stepping over the fire, smothering it, the cave became dark with the eerie glow of red eyes surrounding the area.

"_Speed Stingers,"_ Toothless growled as he let out a plasma blast to a cluster of them.

"_Great, so we have a name for these things. Now how are we gonna get out of this mess?"_ Hiccup said out as she blocked the lead Speed Stinger's poisoned thorn from trying to attack her face.

"_Well let me think it over, I'm sure they'll give me a second,"_ Toothless managed a joke even though he knew it wasn't the time of one.

One Speed Stinger succeeded in climbing up the wall till he was directly above Toothless and was about to drop down and sting him when the feeling of a hard and solid object crashed onto his face before boomeranging back to its owner, the girl.

"_Thanks,"_ Toothless called out as he swiped his paws towards the enemy.

"_I got your back."_

"_It defends the dark one from us. It must die for us,"_ the leader hissed over to his pack.

With the command given, the pack members raised their tails high into the air and began to dash towards Toothless, all desperately trying to get a shot at him but he was just as good as dodging from their advances as the female creature and had the added benefit of firepower on his side. As they continually aimed for Toothless, Hiccup would manage to send off her shield to them one by one after each escape from the lead Stinger's onslaught. She was getting into a pattern of ducking, throwing her shield, ducking once more, catching and repeating until the leader learned her patterns and footings.

He was about to finish this for good.

After she let her shield fly off to the head of one Stinger towards Toothless, the leader jumping in front of where the shield would have returned to and pushed her backwards hardly to the cave wall. Not allowing her the luxury to quickly pick herself back up again, he pushed himself towards her and held her neck back to the wall, letting one of his long sharp toes dance over the right side of her cheek as she struggled to get free.

"_It has such a pretty face for us. It will stay like that for us,"_ and with his red stinger lifted over his head, a thrash of electricity rang in the air before he stuck his syringe onto her exposed neck, releasing all his toxin into her body and watch with great satisfaction as her eyes widened and a small yelp exited her throat.

"_HICCUP!"_ Toothless roared out as he saw the lead Stinger hovering over her and piercing his needle tail into her neck and wildly tossed the soldiers to the side with so much force that many were knocked unconscious and locked his jaw onto the lead Stinger before tossing off to the side like a ragdoll. Looking into Hiccup's eyes, she gazed at him one final time before her eyes closed shut and her body became limp. "_No, no, no! Hiccup, stay with me! Hic!" _he frantically pressed his ear onto her chest and could feel a faint but still registering heartbeat.

She was still alive, but for how long?

The lead Stinger tilted his head to the side in curiosity once he got back to his feet, a normal victim of his toxin would freeze like living stone just the way they were the moment they were stung, this creature however, collapsed. He was deeply intrigued by this new meal as she proved to be a swift little treat who could speak and understand his ancient tongue. If she managed to survive her trail with his venom within her, he might find better uses for her as a plaything. For now, he just had to get the black dragon out of the way.

Toothless was filled with both grief and wrath and if it wasn't for the fact that he and she needed to get out of there right now before whatever venom the Stinger injected into her sent away her last breath, he'd truly show them why he was known as the Night Fury. As the pack of Stingers approached the two slowly and with salivating jaws, Toothless stood his ground and shielded Hiccup's body from the encroaching mob.

Looking for a way to cover an escape, Toothless looked up to see pillars hanging from the ceiling and unleashed several blasts onto them, causing them to crash down onto the dust, creating a veil of debris everywhere. As the cloud of dust disappeared, the Stingers soon realized that their meal and the black dragon were as well.

"_It must be found and brought back to us!"_ the leader commanded. "_It will be for us!"_ he let out his final screech as a clash of thunder roared over the entire island.

…

Toothless had ran out as fast as he could, trying to avoid splashing large puddled in his way as he tried to carefully hold onto Hiccup's body, shield and staff with his gummy mouth. This was a challenge since low foliage laced the entire island and from the coming of rain brought out large spiral toothed leeches that would've latched onto them if he had stopped for anything. He didn't know the island. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know if Hiccup was dying. Worst off, he could hear the light but close footsteps of the Speed Stingers zipping around in search of them.

Thinking fast, Toothless lunged onto a tall and thick tree and began to climb up until he had was close to the top. It was dangerous and precarious place to be in the middle of a heavy storm, but his options were limited. Without Hiccup, he couldn't fly, meaning there was no escape. Finding a suitable branch, Toothless carefully sat on it and placed Hiccup into his arms, whispering for her to wake up and to not leave him. The tiny pattering of her heart was the only response he could get out of her and soon he could feel his body beginning to tremble. Whether it be from the toxin within her or from the raindrops sticking to her frame, he held her close and wrapped her tightly around her wings and arms, rocking lightly and feeling like a failure.

None of this would have happened if he wasn't slow compared to them. He had always prided himself for his speed, but his true swiftness came from flight, not swift footing. He let her down, he promised to keep her safe, and he failed. He wanted to like those heroes they had read about who saved the loves of their lives for tragedies and destruction, but in the stories, dragons were always the bad guys. Toothless was tired of being the villain of the story, for once he wanted to be a good guy, her good guy. She was his queen and he, her soldier, what more was he now with her softly breathing in deep slumber? Lifting his head to the sky, he begged the heavens for a cure, for something, anything that would bring her back, but was only blessed with nothing but rain and thunder.

"_Please wake up, please wake up,"_ he kept repeating to her as the calls of wild and hungry Speed Stingers charted every inch of Stinger Island for their prey…

…

"_I'm going to tell you a little story, little Sister. One my father passed down to me and it's been said before again and again to the next generation," a familiar yet strange voice called out to her in the darkness of her mind._

"_Long ago, when the lands were connected, our ancestors shared their world with a fearsome predator whose speed could rival even yours. They went by no name, had no remorse, and hunted in the shadows of darkness in groups led by a Lead. They scavenged the lands in search of food, but to them, everything was food. Nothing was safe, not even the young… It came to the point where the survival of the herd and the next generation was at stake and to assure the safety of the others, our ancestors and many other high Royals split them from the world, permanently." The voice began to soften. "I tell you this story, little Sister, because there are certain creatures out there who bring nothing but harm. That is why we help to keep the balance in the world."_

"_What happens if we don't?" a younger voice of her own asked._

"_Then it becomes much more difficult for use to survive in this world with everything. We share our existence with many creatures, from the large to the meek, and as such no one is greater than the other. We all breathe. We all live. It is only when those who take and disregard the balance, that our world is sent into chaos."_

"_Like now?" she asked again in a saddened tone._

"…_We haven't change much, any of us. We each take lives and it only fuels more hate. I hope one day we will find a balance again, but until then, those who want to survive must hide…"_

_The voice in her head soon faded away, but she was left with this feeling of hope…_

…

Hiccup wasn't too sure where she had heard this voice, but it was someone she knew, someone who called her "Little Sister". Was all this just a delusion for the venom in her blood or was it real? She didn't know. When the Stinger pricked her with his toxin, her body felt heavy, still for a moment and she thought that at any moment she'd turn to stone, but then it was as if her body went into a defensive mode and everything became warm.

Within, her immune system kicked into overdrive and antibodies began to latch onto and began to devour the venom from desensitizing her nerve responses. One could call it an evolutionary adaptation, one perfect over the generations and one that gave a certain advantage over others. True it had been many far years since such two creatures encountered one another, but the body tends to record and store information far better than the mind. Soon the foreign contagion was nothing more and her body began to recruit itself from the nerves that had been damaged. Her body began to lightly tremble and an exterior warmth kept her close, telling her to wake up but she was still tired and not ready to return to the light, not yet.

…

The rains had done some good for Toothless as it masked his and Hiccup's scent from the Speed Stingers below, still on the hunt for them. Occasionally he'd catch one catch after a massive dragonfly and shred it till the bright green blood of the insect spattered nearly everywhere or scoop up a mouthful of leeches from puddles and the soft soil before mashing the contents till it was nothing but paste before slurping it down their throats. Everything was fair game, insects, fallen fruit, there was even evidence that they themselves were on the menu. This island, this prehistoric jungle of madness, was a nightmare. How was anything able to survive with Stingers consuming everything and anything that moved?

To the right of the forest not too far from him, a small long-nosed rodent emerged from a burrowed hole and attempted to make a dash to a different hole but was intercepted by a Stinger who whipped out his barbed tail and stung the defenseless rodent and its body froze in place with its small black eyes wide open. What happened next, Toothless was never able to forget as he saw the Stinger literally play with its food, tossing the still alive rodent into the air and letting it plop onto the ground or even a puddle and he knew it was alive from the air bubbles emerging from the water's surface. He watched the Stinger do this for longer than it should have been and by the time the venom had worn out, the rodent had every bone in its body shattered while still in perfect form. It would have been merciful to just eat it already and put the poor thing out is its misery, but instead left it alone to live with its pain before being eaten alive slowly by the leeches, spiders and centipedes that scattered about. These dragons didn't simply feed for sustenance, it was just to prove that they could and relish in the pleasure of control. They could hold the balance of a creature's life in their claws because this was their domain, but it was honestly their prison. Their exile for paradise by self-righteous dragons who felt the need to set their own rules and balances.

Watching that innocent rodent get tossed around like nothing in frozen livingness did teach Toothless something, the toxin was only temporary and that some dragons truly gave truth to fairy tales.

It didn't explain however how Hiccup collapsed instead of froze. Maybe it was because she was bigger compared to a mouse? Maybe it didn't work so well on humans? How long would it take for her to finally wake up?

"_Come on, Hiccup, wake up. Wake up,"_ he whispered into her ears and opened his eyes wide when the rain abruptly halted. The storm had passed and soon, their scent would be noticed. It was only a matter of time.

…

The Lead Stinger searched high and low for his meal. It had been many years since he had tasted the flesh and bones of a creature like the female. On special night in the past when the weather was horrid and dreadful for sailing but oh so perfect for a feast, males of her kind would wash onto shore and quickly be taken care of. They always made it a point however, it keep several alive, just breaking their legs to assure no easy escape and to keep a little treat they could all nibble on for days and even months while still keeping the males alive.

He had never had female before and she was clearly a meal worth the search. Males tended to carry inedible strange shiny material over their bodies but she kept her person unprotected and yet she was still able to deny him any satisfactions of a taste.

However, as fond as it would be to sink his fangs into the flesh of the female, time was not in their favor as the first breaks of light ate away at the shadows of the night. Everything was looking bland until the signal call rang out into the air and soon he and the other were directly below a tall tree, the dark dragon seated onto one of the branches.

"_It sits for us,"_ the Lead hissed as he hopped onto the tree and began to use his sharp claws to dig into the soaked and softened bark up towards him.

Toothless growled and cursed for the Stinger to go away but it seemed the Dragonese language barrier still held true and once he began to feel the fidgeting of Hiccup between his paws, he held her even closer.

"_Toothless,"_ Hiccup quietly whispered, regaining her motor skills.

"_Don't worry, Hiccup, I won't let them touch you,"_ he growled as the Stinger's mouth watered and his speed increased.

"_I have an idea, trust me."_

"_I always do."_

The Lead Stinger's patience was growing thin as he sprinted up the tree towards the dark dragon and soon his meal. He would feel it, the blood from her warm throat quenching his thirst and the sound of her screams, his lullaby. Oh yes, he planned to eat her unfrozen or collapsed, she earned a moving death. Closer and closer, he ran till he could smell sweetness like one never experience before and widening his jaws to their full capacity he let out a victorious hiss.

"_NOW!"_ Hiccup shouted and doing so Toothless opened his wings outward, revealing the female to the Stinger with the golden glow of the sun in the palm of her hand.

The bright intensity of light dilated the eyes of the Lead as he screamed out in agonizing pain. His eyes couldn't handle the brightness and soon even his body began to fail him as his claws retracted, causing him to fall down from the high tree top. The other Stingers below cowered and fled as they too could see a golden light like the sun burn their vision and upon turned away from the light above the tree the true sun began to emerge. Confused and horrified by the creature who could lift and hold the light of the sun, they sped back to their dark and safe cave.

It was not too long that the Lead too ran back to his sanctuary where he'd repeat the same verse over and over for many moons until their paths crossed again:

"_It is like __**It**__ to us…"_

…

After putting away her container of royal jelly from the Fireworm queen back into her satchel Hiccup climb onto Toothless' back and both were out of there faster than you can say slippery eel.

"_I think we've had enough exploring for one night, huh bud?"_ Hiccup said once they were back to the cooler waters of the north.

"_Yeah… How'd you know that was going to work?"_ Toothless asked exhaustingly, having not slept a wink.

"_It's gonna sound crazy, but I think I sort of knew…"_

It wasn't really an answer, but he'd take it. _"Well, whatever, I'm just glad you're alive and safe."_

"_Sorry I worried you…"_ Hiccup said as she leaned down to stroke his ear.

"_It's not your fault. I should have been a better solider."_

"_Toothless,"_ Hiccup reached out to give his back a big hug. "_You're more than that, you're my hero. I love you."_

A warm smile crossed his face and if he wasn't so tired, he'd be doing flips and diving like wild to hear that.

As much as Hiccup wanted to explore more of the islands, she felt she had her share of adventure for a while. From meeting a glowing queen, to a wise and wacky librarian, Tidal dragons with a love for nature and Stingers on the rampage for blood, she could use a break until her and Toothless' next big voyage towards the north and west.

"_Guess that's one species we won't be meeting again,"_ Toothless gladly sighed. "_I still don't know how you were about to understand them, that was some olden Dragonese you two were using."_

"_I have no clue either, but I did learn a few things. Like the Fireworm queen said, not all are going to be so eager to change or listen. 'We haven't changed…any of us'."_

The flight back to Dragon Island seemed to take forever, but once it was within sight and reach, they breathed a content breath. They could travel the world over and over, but nothing could ever compare to the satisfaction and bliss one feels when returning home.
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_Hello again. In this chapter Gustav and Fanghook must each learn new things, one to ceasefire, and the other to be confident. With their mentors as their guides, they will witness firsthand the forces that can come forth when sparks fly. I'm very sorry for the tardiness of this chapter, I've had to pull double duties and overtime for the past few days. It is because of this, I will need to take a temporary sabbatical until thins settle on my end. I know this isn't fair to you, but it's something I have to do. I will be back to continue the story before the year's end, I just need some time to gather myself. To those reading, thank you for your time, patience and understand. This chapter posted 12-10-2014. Thank you and please enjoy._

…

A blue embrace painted the morning clouds over the quiet sleeping islet of Berk that not too long ago was a pale and frozen wasteland, now her body laid adorn with brightly colored wildflowers and soft grasslands that stretched tall and reached towards her still snowy mountain tops to the waking village on the cliff side that held her denizens. Soon the morning jingles from Terrible Terrors and returning songbirds welcomed the resting villagers to the start of a new day as Vikings and dragons stirred out from slumber. As villagers opened their front doors to breath in the brisk fall air, fresh glass bottles of milk and a half-dozen carton on eggs housed in a porcelain crate awaited them by the doorstep of their residence. These little gifts were blissfully brought indoors and served as a reminder of great kindness and generosity, and to one resident in particular, they meant so much more. Inside said abode, on the far side of the village atop a hill overlooking the town, was a tall man with a thick red beard, busy preparing himself a hearty breakfast before heading out to start his day as chief.

It had been years since he cooked for himself but it was a talent not forgotten as he flipped his perfectly finished hot cake into the air from the skillet and onto a plate of stacked ones. A small smiled crossed his face as he recalled the day he had taught his daughter to do the same thing as a child and the bright grin she gave to him once she finally managed to get one onto a platter. She looked so adorable with the little gap in her pearly smile between her front teeth. Now it was just him in the house, and on this chill morning it only made the Haddock home feel colder, lonely. Stoick tried not to think about the lost moments he had with Hiccup, but the reminders seemed to be everywhere from the weapons rack by the front door she placed for him for tool restorations to the document tub tilted slightly by the back exit that housed her untouched fishing rod. He often wondered how she was faring. Was she safe? Did she have food to eat? Was she keeping warm? Would she ever return? Could she ever forgive him? He didn't know and for the time being, he would just have to hope everything would fall back into place, then he could truly appreciate and cherish his only child to the fullest.

After slowly eating his breakfast and cleaning away the dishes, Stoick walked over to the front door, his long bearskin cloak to his back and helmet placed over his head as his large hand gripped the door handle. Before pulling, he managed a final glance to the stairway that lead to the second floor, Hiccup's room. He still had yet to venture up there, even though he had tried to many times before. The steps seemed endless and so far away as if held in a separate reality that he felt if he dared to venture upon those stepped, he'd spend an eternity climbing them to nowhere. Taking in a breath, his right foot slowly slid toward the first step. Once his body was right at the foot of the stairway, he lifted his right foot and brought it close to the first stair, inching closer towards the floorboard, but stopped once a flashing image of Hiccup held in the air with his hand around her neck pushed him back away towards the door with a heavy blow.

He still couldn't do it.

Physically he knew he could easily tread the staircase but mentally he couldn't bring himself to do it. Not yet. He wasn't too sure how long it would take for Hiccup to come home or for her to forgive him. He had yet to forgive himself…

Sighing, Stoick pulled the handle to the front door and soaked in the light of a new day, closing the door behind him as the house replayed distant memories of happiness from his lost family's past.

…

Wiping the light traces of sweat forming from his brow, Gustav held his tongue out slightly from his lips as he carefully pulled out the heated container of molten iron onto several mold casts as his mentor watched his performance closely with Fanghook and Bones as his spectators. It had been a challenging week for Gustav, what with having to juggle his duties as the head of the Academy and as the apprentice in training to Berk's veteran blacksmith. He had spent a good time of the early morning measuring and combining ores of various kinds to his teacher's exact specifications as part of his evaluation and so far he was faring well. Working in the forge meant more than mending and making tools, it was also about solving problems, making new ideas and looking towards the future.

Every day after training with the other riders, Gustav would eagerly fly over to the forge with Fanghook and learn something new about smelting ores, shaping metals and tuning instruments of labor with the utmost delicacy and skill. And it wasn't only metals he learned to work with, he gained skills in mending leather, casting clays for molds and how to draft on blueprints. Mathematics, chemistry, engineering, sculpting, and writing all held a place behind the wooden walls of the forge he called his second home. Blacksmithing was an art, one that not many were able to master, but to those with the right touch and imagination it was a great talent to possess.

Once Gustav finished carefully pouring the last ounces of molten iron into the mold casting, he placed the headed container onto a heat-resistant stone and waited patiently for it to properly cool down before taking the cast its final cooling station at the presentation table where Gobber brought forth his small hammered prosthetic and a pair of pliers in the other. Quickly flipping the mold backwards and giving a slight tap to the base of the cast, a perfectly formed bar of copper rested beautifully by an assortment of equally shaped and lustrous metals.

Gobber examined the copper bar closely from top to bottom, tapped the ends to test its solidity with the end of his hammered hand and finally snapping his fingers so that Bones could heat it rapidly and evenly, humming long and hard when the still intact slab of metal glowed a bright sun orange burn after he gave the signal to stop.

"Okay, Gobber, give it to me straight. I can handle the criticism…" Gustav kicked the dusty ground, pouting slightly and shoving his hands into his pant pockets.

Honestly, he was his hardest critic despite his excellent performance. His technique from start to finish was near flawless and the slight adjustments he made to the each of the ore mixtures produced a more durable and smoother iron than specified in the instructions. From the casts he had made days before to the way he cleared the raw molten ores of their scum, it was all high quality and Gobber had to hold back a proud smile as he examined each tablet of iron before him and holding them into his hand. The days of careful labor and precision in Gustav safety measures really showed how well he had taken to the material and his eagerness to master the craft of blacksmithing.

Every wedge he formed shined proudly on the presentation block, from aluminum to zinc, they all held true and strong. It had been years since Gobber had examined bars like these, not since Hiccup had he seen such craftsmanship. They both however differed in their creative styles which gave them each an individuality in the skill. They both carefully evaluate of the instructions for each metal order and calculated their necessary ingredients in advance but the stride each of them paced around the forge was unique as their metals. Hiccup flowed through the forge like the breeze, fluid and constant like the wind, gracefully poised, while Gustav rustled around like dust and sand, getting into every corner and crevasse till he was ready to move to another place, playful and spirited. Even his own style differed, his being coarse and solid like stone, grounded in his ways and focused on the steel. Every blacksmith from the novice to the master formed their own rhythm and it was a correlation of their methods and wits that produced a malleable yet durable product. In the past far before Gobber had Hiccup as his apprentice in the forge, many a strong and grand blacksmith in-training would venture the wild seas and the fangs of beast to the shores of Berk to learn for him.

Many had the strength to be a smith, with bulging muscles and strong necks that supported no creativity or imagination. They would form their skills to him and create metals for him as he specified with an abundance of confidence and brawn, smelting the rare materials and pouring them into casts. The final tests from Gobber was the resilience of the iron and it was there where many had failed. Their irons would either puddle from new heat or shatter from the lightest of touches. Few of those who failed left Berk with new knowledge gained for their experience, while many stormed off with anger, cursing that it was not their skills that failed them, but him.

Gobber placed a bar of copper down and gave a heavy sigh. "You changed the recipes, correct?"

Biting the bottom of his lip, Gustav nodded to his actions, head still down in shame.

"And you mixed in ores where it wasn't specified. Do you have anything to say for yourself?"

"I…" Gustav started. He knew inside he had made reasonable and wise choices in changing the formulas but there was a sting of doubt in the pit of his stomach. Gobber was one of the best blacksmiths around and he, a novice, dared to change what he had instructed. It was a bold move and one he wasn't too sure he had made the right decision to. Closing his eyes, he wondered what Hiccup would tell him right now if she had known. She was always telling him to believe in himself and to stand true to his judgment, even if he was counter to what the norm. Swallowing his insecurities, Gustav straightened his back and looked to his mentor with self-assurance. "I did my best."

"Aye, you did." Gobber said as he slowly walked over to Gustav and placed his hand over his shoulder. "That's why it makes me proud to tell you you've passed the test."

It took a few moments for Gustav to make sense of the words Gobber had just told him and he had to look to him to reassure himself. Seeing the big smile over Gobber's face made all the worries he had felt disappear as he smiled and hopped over to Fanghook.

"I did it! Yes!"

Fanghook celebrated along with a victorious roar before releasing a breath of fire outward towards the heavens.

"What's with all the commotion?" a voice by the window of the voice called out with the chattering of a Nadder behind him.

"Ah, mornin' to you too, Aarne. What can we do for you today?" Gobber smiled as he walked over to greet his visitor.

"I wanted to ask if I can borrow a few tools. I'm working on a project for Stormfly," he grinned back.

"Not a problem! Gustav, can ya pass the tool box?" Gobber asked motioning to the young lad.

"No problem, sir!" Gobber saluted as he raced over to grab the hefty box from the corner of the forge before passing it over to him. "Morning, Aarne! Guess who just passed his blacksmithing examination?"

"Let me think… Who do I know who's been studying night and day during dragon training to pass a blacksmithing exam and panicking like a frazzled rabbit for the past few days?" he asked to himself rubbing under his chin with a far-off gaze to the still blue sky before smiling and reaching in through with an open palm to high-five his friend. "Congratulations, you ready worked hard for this."

"Thanks. Do you need help with your project?" Gustav asked once the sting to his right palm eased up from their clap.

"Sure, that'd really help out a lot. Mind if I steal your apprentice away for a few, Gobber?" Aarne asked as he easily lifted the heavy toolbox one-handed.

"I don't see why not. Just bring him back in one piece," Gobber nodded and smiled as he watched his new apprentice cheerfully walk side by side with a friend he could trust, something he knew Hiccup would have wanted for him from the very beginning…

…

"Okay, Stormfly, looks like that's that." Aarne smiled as he twirled the heavy mallet in his hand with ease. "Thanks for the help, Gustav, really appreciate it."

"No problem." The younger Viking grinned as he slid down the top of the ladder to the ground.

It had taken them a sometime to material and complete their project, but three hours later and a little elbow grease and Stormfly's dragon house was complete. Aarne had felt bad she had to stay at the arena and continue to sleep in the cell that was once her prison that he felt she deserved a little something special for being there for him. It wasn't much, but for Stormfly it was possibly the most generous thing anyone had ever done for her and she squawked and chattered in excitement the entire time as she handed them each planks of wood or nail from a bucket.

"All left now is to see if she takes to it," Gustav said as he walked over to Fanghook, napping peacefully on a pile of grass.

Cautiously, Stormfly peeked her head into the enclosure before fully going in and spreading her wings cheerfully, glad she was able to fully stretch and breath in a place she could call her own.

"Atta girl, Stormfly!" cheered Aarne as he placed his palms over her snout, brushing her scales lightly.

"Glad she likes it, but why not put her indoors like everyone else?" Gustav asked as he placed the tools Gobber loaned them back into their box.

"I didn't want to do that since she doesn't like closed spaces or feeling trapped. And at this angle," Aarne said as he turned towards the rising star in the east. "She won't be blinded by the sun and can wake up at her own pace."

"Wow, you really put a lot of thought into this, huh?"

"Of course, I want what's best for Stormfly because I know she'd do the same for me." Aarne chuckled brightly as his Nadder nudged him in thanks.

It had taken Aarne some time to soothe his abrasiveness but Gustav had seen the dramatic change in his demeanor. He was still the Aarne who liked to train and be at his best but he wasn't as militant and smiled a lot more. He felt Stormfly really helped to pull out this best qualities and in turn Aarne brought out the best in her. Stormfly really brightened up after she got to know Aarne and the fear she once held towards him melted away and was replaced with the protective devotion of an elder sister.

As Gustav watched Aarne and Stormfly exchange in nudges and joy, he couldn't help but smirk. "You know, I really like this Aarne. You seem happy now."

"I feel happy. I never really noticed just how serious I was before. Every day it was train, eat, win, sleep, and repeat. I now know it's perfectly fine to take a break and loosen up."

"Really, cause you 'taking a break' and 'loosening up' look almost exactly like training," Gustav joked as he started making his way towards the forge to return the tools.

"Hey, there's a difference. We've got a system," Aarne playfully shoved as he followed along, their dragons close behind.

As both walked down the stone pathways that snaked around the plaza, they could truly see the amount of good the storm had actually done to the town as they looked to the shops open for business once more. The bakery was back to work baking the daily breads and pies and the fishermen were able to rail in fair catches with the aid of dragons. Gobber himself had been busy as well, what with the new shipment of Gronckle iron and was soon able to forge some much needed building supplies for any future emergencies. Everywhere they turned it seemed more and more of their dreams of unity were coming true, with clearly one exception as an elderly man with an old sheep by his side grumpily groaned around like a terrible disease who was coming straight for the two dragon riders but mostly towards Gustav.

"You!" he shouted pointing his staff at the shorter and younger of the two.

"M-Mildew! Hi. What seems to be the problem…today?" Gustav nervously and somehow tiredly asked as he backed away slightly from the crazed man.

"It's always the same problem! Look at what these miserable dragons have done to my roof!" he groaned as he lifted a broken plank of roofing material. "And it's not just my house, look around you!"

Looking up, Gustav could see dragons soaring though the air like they normally did morning the mornings. Focusing his sights on green Nightmare, he could see it swooping down to the rooftop of his owner, panting heavily from his morning flight with a violet Gronckle at the adjacent house to his right. This was a common thing for dragons to do once they were tired from flying around all day when the plaza was busy and there was no place to land so Gustav couldn't really see the problem to what Mildew was complaining about until the roof with the green Nightmare began to creak and rasp before finally collapsing down into the house below along with the dragon. The family within the house began to scream and scurry out of the falling building as the other housed with the resting Gronckle too began to cry out in splinters and pieces. It seemed almost systematic as other buildings with relaxing dragons upon their tops began to either crumble down or give out a loud scream that they could not support the weight of the flying reptiles and flew off of it before it could break down.

"See what I'm talking about! These dragons are destroying the very places we call home!" Mildew screamed, causing the people around to banter a bit.

"They're just trying to take a break from flying, Mildew, there aren't any other places for them to relax." Gustav defended.

"And how are we going to relax when we have to constantly be renovating after them?! Do you expect us to just build our roofs over and over again to satisfy these useless reptiles?!"

"Of course not, Mildew. But they don't know any better. We just need to calm down and find a way to…" Gustav started before the end of Mildew's staff shoved him back forcefully.

"I'll calm down when all these dragons are good and gone. This is all your witch of a friend's fault. While we're here left to the mercy of these beasts she's out without a care in the world, not even sorry for the trouble she's caused us all and as far as I can see you're no different from her!" he jostled Gustav's chest once more, more forceful than the last, causing him to fall to the ground with a grunt.

"Leave them out of this, Mildew! If you have a problem with them, you've got a problem with me," Aarne growled between his teeth as he blocked the two from each other and helping Gustav up.

"This doesn't concern you, Hofferson, so stay out of it! You used to be such a promising lad, now you're siding with the dragons and that she-wolf. And right after she broke your heart and chose a Night Fury of all things over you, but I guess that's to be expected of a no good demon like herself." Mildew bit. "Monsters deserve each other!"

The bitter face plaster over Mildew's face soon turned to fear as a low grumble from the yellow and violet Nightmare echoed around the plaza before he lunged forward towards Mildew with snapping teeth, grabbing the staff between his teeth and rattling it several times before tossing it over to a cart of freshly scrapped dragon droppings. Before Mildew could even wipe away the dung from his wild beard and hair, Fanghook snaked towards the old man, aggression in his eyes as he thundered an eardrum shattering roar to him.

"Get back, you slimy overgrown lizard!" Mildew cried out as he struck his staff onto Fanghook's face, barely missing his eyes but not his temper, which was now burning with intense rage.

The commotion continued as Fanghook was ready to light the rude man to bits when Gustav jumped in and pulled onto his wing to get his attention.

"Fanghook! Calm down, I'm okay. Come on, let's go!" Gustav pulled as he tried to calm Fanghook down. After several more insistences, Fanghook back away from the smelly man right as Stoick walked in on the scene.

"What's going on here?!" he shouted as Mildew made his way out of the cart smelling like a barn.

"That creature violently attacked me!" he pointed to Fanghook who growled with hostility towards the man.

"He only attacked Mildew because he shoved Gustav to the ground. He provoked him!" Aarne said to Stoick as defense with other witnesses agreeing to the act.

"But Mildew's right…" Gustav said out loud, causing everyone to look to him in confusion, even Mildew himself. "Our dragons are causing problems because they have nowhere else to perch themselves. We want Berk to be just as much a home to them but we haven't considered that they might need places to call a home for themselves."

"What are you suggesting, Gustav?" Stoick asked.

…

By late afternoon the next day, the sun was high in the sky as entire village was in an excited frenzy ready to as Aarne and Stormfly hovered over the newly made metal perch towers for the dragons. Stormfly hanged in the air for a moment more, not yet sure if the perch was going to be able to handle her weight.

"It's okay, girl. Just take it easy." Aarne encouraged as he brushed her scales down.

Slowly lowering herself onto the metal beam, Stormfly balanced herself and gradually allowed her full weight to fall onto the supports. Her anxious emotions left her once she clamped her claws onto the railing and sighed in comfort when the structure held true.

"Yes, it worked!" Gustav and the crowd cheered as other dragons began to follow in Stormfly's example and felt content to finally have a proper place for them to rest their tired wings in content.

"So we build these things so such wouldn't break?" Tuffnut asked with a stone hammer in hand.

"I don't understand you people!" Ruffnut grunted with sore arms.

"And they tricked us into helping them build them. I feel so used…" her brother added slumping his wary shoulders down. "And sweaty." He added before dropping the hammer onto the hard ground and walked away with his sister following suit close behind.

"So this is the remedy to the problem? Perches everywhere?!" Mildew complained from the crowd, something he pretty much did throughout the entire endeavor of building and placing them around Berk.

"Calm down, Mildew," Stoick said firmly. "The dragons now have a place to roost instead of the houses. Give it a chance. Thank you everyone for your help!"

While everyone cheered and clapped, Mildew held his staff close and looked darkly to the tall perches. "I'll give it a chance when every last dragon is burning from them like stakes," he mumbled under his breath, but it was long enough for Fanghook to hear.

A deep snarl vibrated from the Nightmare's throat as he glared over to the old man. Soon his snarls turned to screeches and he slithered over towards Mildew, roaring louder than ever at him with everyone near him running for cover.

Something certainly wasn't right, Fanghook was a relatively calm and passive Nightmare and wouldn't hurt a fly but around Mildew he would just turn into his namesake, a monstrous nightmare.

"Gustav! What's going on?!" Stoick ordered as men and women moved out of the way as Fanghook ignited his body in short burst of embers.

"I don't know?! Fanghook, stop!" Gustav commanded as he ran towards his line of sight in front of Mildew, trying to persuade his focus onto him and not the trembling man. "Fanghook, there's nothing wrong. It's gonna be alright."

"_He's the one starting it!"_ Fanghook roared out in vain, knowing full well the humans could not understand his language.

"Easy, Fanghook, just settle down. Mildew's a friend," Gustav said as his dragon allowed him to touch his snout but brushed him away after he said the lie.

"_You're not listening!"_ Fanghook snorted as he grabbed Gustav by the collar of his vest and fell off towards the forge, Gustav dangling between his and ordering for him to let him go.

Everyone stared for the longest time in confused silence, many with gaping mouths. They weren't too sure what they had just seen. Their best rider and dragon trainer was just lifted away by his dragon after a scuffle involving Mildew who was now babbling how that dragon tried to kill him and while many were opposed to the very idea it didn't change the fact that Fanghook had lost his cool and went into a fiery rage.

…

At the forge Fanghook grumbled to himself as Gustav worked on some metalwork, trying to piece together what could have possibly set of Fanghook's demeanor so sourly. He had never seen him like that and the look in his eyes as he stared down Mildew was the look a wild animals would give to an enemy. Sure Mildew was a sour old walking skeleton but he wasn't threatening, just grouchy, right? It didn't look so good on Fanghook's behalf what with being a large fire-breathing dragon roaring at an old man like a demon. With all his heart he wanted to help his friend but he didn't know where to start.

"Still sulking, you two?" Gobber's voice came through to the forge was he and Bones entered.

"I don't know what's gotten into him, Gobber, he's not a bad dragon," Gustav said placing the sword he was crafting into a vat of water. "Maybe it's my fault, I'm probably not spending enough time with him?"

"What are you talking about, you two are never apart." Gobber said placing a hand over his shoulder, before retracting quickly when the sound of Fanghook's hiss filled the air.

"See, this is what I'm talking about. After that incident with Mildew yesterday, he's been acting strangely." Gustav sighed lowering his shoulders. "I'm not too sure what to do. I'm supposed be the guy with the knowhow and knowledge about dragons…"

Gobber looked over to Bones who gave him a nod of reassurance, they both knew it was time.

"Gustav, no one person has all the answers, but I think I do know someone who may have some of the answers you're in need of," he said walking over to one end of the forge and reaching for a box in the back of a cabinet under a table. Upon pulling the box out, a small wooden instrument fell onto the wooden table.

"My panpipes!" he cheered reaching for them and bringing them into light. "Now I can get the band back together!" Everyone looked over to Gobber silently with a blank stare before he chuckled lightly and placed the newly found treasure onto the table and retrieved the small box and handed over to Gustav.

Opening the box, Gustav could see a small beautiful dagger with a small piece of paper a top it folded neatly.

"She said to use it for emergencies and it looks like you could use some advice from the guru herself," he said taking a seat on a wooden stool. "Just follow the directions and Fanghook should be able to find the way."

Gustav picked up the sheet of paper and slowly opened it with his thumb and fingers, seeing a simple little map consisting of Berk and a picture of a volcanic island connected together by a dotted line. "Are you sure?"

"I don't know much about dragons, but I do know you need to talk to someone who's had experience with this kind of problem. I'm sure it'll be healthy for the both of you."

Putting the box down, Gustav walked over to Fanghook who dilated his eyes and purred slightly. "What do you say, pal? Think we should do have a talk with them?"

Lowering his head, Fanghook allowed Gustav to mount onto his saddle as they exited the forge to the open area near the storage unit by the cliff and turned over to his teacher. "Thanks, Gobber."

"Any time, lad. Say hey to the two for me," Gobber waved to the two as they made their way out towards the open sky, not caring that the orange world around them was slowly turning cloudy and grey.

…

Amazement washed over Gustav as the form of Dragon Island appeared from the distance in all its simplistic yet mesmerizing splendor. How silly would everyone in the Archipelago feel if they realized the island everyone had been searching for for centuries was closer than they perceived. When he was younger, his mother would tell him stories about the fabled land teeming with viperous serpents and fire-spitting demons. The stories always started with a miserable island covered in tall pointed spires that pierced from the waters of the sea and that a thick choking fog surrounded the accursed air with the foul odor of death and decay. She really loved to tell him those stories before bed and adding grand details about giant man-eating dragons charging at unsuspecting Vikings from the bog and ocean until one brave hero would rise up from the blinding shadows and conquer them all with swift ease and the strength of a thousand men.

After hearing those tales and finally shutting his eyes, he'd dream about maybe meeting that hero and fight side by side, slaying monsters and saving the world. Now that story wasn't a fairy tale anymore and even though the details were off drastically, he wouldn't have had it any other way, besides to be perfectly honest, he liked the way their legend played out.

Drawing closer to the black pebbled shore, Fanghook quietly landed on the cool stones and listened to the soothing sounds of the tide and the faint whispers of the surround winds. Somehow being away from the hustle and bustle of Berk -mainly from that louse of a man named Mildew- and being here on a tranquil island far from the reaches of man felt calming, remedying almost. Gustav too was feeling a relaxing sensation over him from the sereneness of Dragon Island, not at all like how he had imagined it as a younger boy. It was much greener than the grey and bleak wasteland he had pictured and the soft aroma of fresh ocean sprays and foliage lessened his worries. This was Hiccup's domain and he could see why she loved and wanted to protect it so much. Jumping off of Fanghook and onto the moist pebbles below, the air suddenly changed from cooling to warm and a shadowy mixture of hisses and growls echoed throughout the forest as Zipplebacks and Nadders emerged with chattering teeth and frilled scales. Even if he understand their speech, he could already tell from their body language that he was not welcomed.

"U-Um, hey fellas… You wouldn't happen to know a girl about yay high with a metal leg and a red shell around her neck, would you?" Gustav grinned nervously as he side stepped closer towards Fanghook as he lifted his left arm into the air to represent her stature.

The approaching Nadders and Zipplebacks just snarled and rasped, with Gronckles and Monstrous Nightmares of all shapes and colors bursting from the forest like an armada ready for an attack.

Gustav swallowed the large lump in his throat as the wild dragons approached closer. _Okay, Gustav. Think, wild dragons establishing their territory. Show no threat and stay calm._

Taking deep and slow breaths, Gustav stepped closer towards the snarling horde of dragons and away from Fanghook, something he didn't like very much as he lifted him away and back towards his side.

The sudden action caused the wild dragon to roar and shrill mightily with such a force, it rattled the very stones on the beach line. Already three minutes on Dragon Island and Gustav was really making a "great" first impression with the locals.

Fanghook was just about ready to give up on the attempt of finding Hiccup and Toothless when a soft but solid mixture of clicks and whistles resonated from the thick evergreen like the calls of a noble choir, causing all the wild dragons to relax and step away from the two outsiders and making a narrow opening leading from them to the forest. Sensing the air becoming lighter and the demeanor of the wild dragons change from aggression to benevolence, Fanghook slowly lowered Gustav back to the beach as faint shadows materialized from the mist.

From the darkness of the forest, a set of luminous orbs stared deeply through the two, shining a toxic shade of serpentine with round onyx centers that seemingly appeared to be navigating into their thoughts like a mind reader. Besides the eyes, the outline of a slim figure appeared, haloed brightly by the light from the setting sun through the openings of the tree branches, standing proud with one metal leg.

Even though he couldn't see the expression or features of the illuminating silhouette, he could feel a warm and cozy sensation in his heart and knew deep down the figure was smiling brightly and looking towards them with brighter peridot eyes.

"Gustav? Fanghook?!" Hiccup's cheery voice sang out as the body of their guru raced from the shadows and into the light with open arms.

Not able to hold in the excitement and thrill, Gustav sprinted straight for her like it had been a millennium since their last meeting and sank deeply into her embrace once their bodies made contact with each other. Throughout the passing giggles and laughter they both couldn't stop the flow of joyous tears streaming down their faces.

Seeing their queen openly accept the outsiders calmed the dragon dramatically. Ever since the Typhoomerang incident they haven't been so keen on the idea of travelers and wanderers, but knowing she felt comfortable with the new pair really eased their worry and soon they dispersed back into the evergreen.

"I've missed you so much," Gustav managed between shallow breaths.

"Me too, Gustav. Me too," Hiccup softly chimed as she ran her fingers through his exposed dark hair as they both kneeled down onto the stone beach. "Your hair's grown…" she smiled pulling his back slightly and playing with it some more. "And your face, it's covered in soot." Hiccup beamed as she rubbed the small smudges from his face.

"You sound just like my mom." Gustav teased, wiping his moist cheeks with his left forearm.

"Ha-ha, sorry," Hiccup laughed before lifting the both of them back onto their feet and making her way over to greet Fanghook. "Hey, Fanghook, how's it going?" she said lifting an open palm towards him.

Fanghook openly allowed his snout to find its way to her embrace, purring warmly to her.

"Toothless!" Gustav shouted in excitement as the Night Fury walked towards them, giving the young dragon rider a welcoming nuzzle to his face.

"_It's good to see you too, Gustav._" Toothless smiled.

"What brings you two over? Do you need more iron or glass?" Hiccup asked while patting Fanghook's snout

"Actually…We came for some advice." Gustav admitted with a fading smile.

Noticing his change in attitude, Hiccup walked over to him and placed her palm onto his shoulder. "Come on, let's talk," she said leading them towards the entrance of her and Toothless' cave.

…

"…and now I don't know what to do…" Gustav sighed, staring into the small wooden cup of warm chamomile tea in his hands as the heat from the open fire crackled now and again.

Hiccup listened to all his qualms with an open heart and genuinely knew and felt them herself. Not everyone could be so willing to change, especially those stuck in their old ways and she could see it taking its toll on Fanghook as he sat staring at the small basket of fish Toothless offered to him.

Nightmares possess a highly tuned sensory to external forces and it at times reflected in their posture. If the atmosphere was calm, so were they. However, if the environment held to be tense and threatening, they too would emulate the feeling. He was riled up, and an angry Nightmare is no picnic to be around.

"I'm scared everyone will grow to fear or even hate him because of all this," Gustav quietly breathed looking over to his scaled friend. "It's not his fault, it's mine… I should have stood up against him."

"Mildew's never liked dragons or things and people he doesn't understand..." Hiccup said adjusting the burning branches in the fire with a metal poker. "Don't blame yourselves for this, you two have done nothing wrong and from Mildew's point of view, he's just as well. These things take time. The important thing is that no one was hurt and that you're safe."

"I know... What do you think we should do?"

"I think the best thing for Fanghook is some time to cool down. Right now he's in a neutral zone and away from tension. I think I can help Fanghook learn to manage his emotions and talk with him about some problems he might have." She smiled as she stroked Fanghook's side to ease his nerves to finally eat.

"Thanks, Hiccup, but what about me? I must be doing something wrong."

Placing her thumb and index finger onto her chin, Hiccup thought of a solution. "What's say we propose a little experiment? I think it'll help everyone and clear a few things left in the air."

"What do you have in mind?" Gustav questioned.

Standing up, Hiccup walked over to Toothless and guided him over to Gustav, placing his hand onto Toothless' snout before walking over to Fanghook and standing by his side.

"Wait… You think we should trade dragons?" Gustav asked with a crooked brow.

"For one day. I'll help Fanghook overcome his troubles and you can see for yourself just what it is you feel you're doing wrong. It'll also help Toothless and everyone on Berk to get to know each other since he didn't really leave the best first impressions last time."

Gustav had to admit she had a point to that. People on Berk were open to accepting dragons but there were still those who spoke of the Night Fury with shadowy fear. For them, he had taken their light in their darkest of times. There were even considered him to be evil. Personally he knew it wasn't true. Toothless meant so much to Hiccup, just as much as the people she sacrificed for and protected. If they ever wanted to regain Hiccup's trust and to return home, they had to not only accept dragons, but also the dragon that changed her world.

"But…will you two be okay being separated for one day?" Gustav asked rubbing under Toothless' chin in just the right places.

Toothless and Hiccup smiled to each other and knew they most definitely could. He knew Hiccup could take care of herself and Hiccup was certain he could use some time out and about.

"We'll manage just fine. What about you and Fanghook? Are you two okay with this?"

Fanghook looked over to his little brother. He didn't want to have to leave his side but at the same time he knew going back to Berk without clearing the air would only build more tension between him and Mildew. He wanted was best for Gustav and right now it was realizing he had done nothing wrong in this situation and if that meant being separated from each other for a full twenty-four hours, he'd be strong and overcome his fears. Giving Gustav a clear nod, he placed his head next to Hiccup.

A single day without Fanghook felt like a part of Gustav's soul was being separated from himself. They hadn't been apart since the day Hiccup left and they spent every hour together flying, fishing or working at the forge. To him, Fanghook was more than a riding partner, he was his friend and the idea of leaving a friend being can be a scary thought. On the other hand, he knew this was for the best, for both of them.

Giving his biggest and peppiest smile, Gustav nodded back.

…

"I've adjusted the saddle and stirrup so it should be easier for you to fly Toothless. If you have any problems just refer to the note sheet clipped to his saddle, I made sure it's good and stunk onto it this time. If something does happen, I've got Goliath here who will made sure you two get to Berk safely." Hiccup said giving the saddle a final rundown before feeling sure it was right for Gustav.

"Got it," Gustav jumped. Honestly, he was excited about taking Toothless out for a spin. Flying with Fanghook was thrilling, but this was a Night Fury, fastest flying dragon in the known world. He couldn't wait for everyone on Berk to finally meet him, then they'd all know Hiccup was in good hands, or paws with Toothless.

"_Make sure he washes behind his ears after a bath and dries himself. Oh and don't let him sneak off in the middle of the night for a cookie downstairs, he ends up getting bad dreams. He has training at the academy at first light and gets everything ready for the lessons, and…"_

"_Fanghook,"_ Toothless tried to interrupt but the Nightmare kept going.

"_...don't let the twins near the shovels for the morning clean up, they'll just make more of a mess. And after training he has an evaluation meeting with…"_

"_Fanghook,_" Toothless said louder, finally getting the worried Stocker to stop his babbling after nearly ten minutes of an extensive to do list. "_Relax, I can handle one boy for one day. Don't stress yourself out even more, pal. We're talking about a nine year old…"_

"_Nine and a half,"_ Fanghook corrected.

"_A 'nine and a half' year old with extensive dragon knowledge and a good head on his shoulders. I'll keep a sharp eye on him. You just try not to fall for my girl, got it."_ Toothless teased.

"_Don't worry, she's not my type,"_ Fanghook joked with a snicker.

"_Oh really, than what is your type?"_ Hiccup playfully replied with a smirk looking to the two, Fanghook staring with an open jaw.

"_Did she just…?"_ Fanghook babbled as Toothless raised his brows with a smug expression.

"_The queen can be quite the tricky one, can she?"_ Goliath added with a smile.

"You can talk to them?" Gustav asked curiously.

"Yep, Dragonese," she said readjusting his riding belt.

"Do you think you could teach me?"

"How to speak Dragonese?"

"Why not?"

Hiccup giggled as she pinched his cheeks. "Sure thing. It'll take me some time to come up with some proper translations, but you've got it."

With everything set, Gustav mounted himself onto Toothless and secured his belt onto the harness, giving it a final tug for reassurance. Before setting off, he turned over to Fanghook once more as the evening sun painted the sky pale lavender, aquamarine and citrine and reached out to give him a final hug before departing.

"Don't worry, Fanghook, I'll be back for you same time tomorrow," he smiled strongly but couldn't help as a single tear slowly ran down his cheek.

"_And I'll be right here waiting for ya, little buddy,"_ Fanghook hummed.

"How do you say, 'Goodnight' in Dragonese, Hiccup?" Gustav asked.

Hiccup pressed her tongue over the roof of her mouth and quickly released, causing a popping click that followed smoothly with a set of whistles from the back of her throat with a soft purr near the end.

After internally practicing, Gustav finally let go of Fanghook, "_Goodnight, _Fanghook."

"_Night, Gustav,"_ Fanghook chattered back before the two got ready to set off.

"And no wild flying, you two," Hiccup added.

"W-What? Do you honestly think we would do something like that?" Gustav chuckled between this teeth that earn them both a less than intrigued stare from the queen. "She's on to us, bud," Gustav whispered into Toothless' ear.

"_She knows us too well,"_ Toothless rolled his eyes with a smirk.

"_Don't worry, my queen, I'll see to it that they keep on course,"_ Goliath said with a militant look.

"_Thank you,"_ she smiled stepping closer to him. "_If you don't mind, I'd like you to do something very important for me."_

"_Anything, my queen."_

"_I'd like for you to take the day off tomorrow. You work too hard, Goliath."_

As much as he was taken aback by her response, he knew she was honest. He had never had a real day to let his guard down and be a Gronckle instead of a soldier, even when Hiccup took reign. Maybe it was just from his constant need to be alert or thinking if he slacked off his queen wouldn't need him anymore as guard. She was just as capable of surviving on Dragon Island as any of the other dragons and she proved it day after day. Who knows, maybe he'd like taking thing slow for a change and not having to worry so much.

"_I'll try, just allow me to conduct a survey on Berk, have the dragons there express their concerns and opinions to an outsider looking in. It could be beneficial to seeing if they are ready," _Goliath insisted.

"_Alright, but right after that take it easy."_

"_Thank you,"_ Goliath bowed before he and Toothless took off.

"_Good luck," _Hiccup waved as they disappeared into the distance. "_Alright, Fanghook, let's talk," _she said patting the side of his head making her way towards the forest.

Fanghook stood by the shore a moment more before following, making sure the faint image of his friends stayed on course before turning back to follow her, ready to vent out some of his troubles and worries onto someone who could listen.

…

The sky had been getting darker and more sinister since Gustav had left a few hours ago and the other dragon riders were becoming increasingly worried. They hadn't seen him since the ceremony and when they confronted Gobber on the matter, he just stated that he and Fanghook were being consoled.

"Aarne, we've looked by this shoreline for an hour, he's not here," said Snotlout, already becoming irritated.

"He's gotta be here somewhere, it's not like he just up and vanished," Aarne answered atop of Stormfly.

"We've looked all over the island. Where could he and Fanghook possibly be?" Fishlegs wondered, knowing it wasn't like Gustav to go off without telling them anything, especially when they had training to do.

"I know where Gustav is," Tuffnut said pointing out into the distance. "And I don't think that's Fanghook he's riding."

The teens all looked in wonder as the image of two dragons approached Berk, one clearly a Gronckle but with massive wings and the other…

"Is that a…?" Ruffnut asked.

"It couldn't be," Fishlegs added.

"…Night Fury." Aarne sneered. Maybe it was the mixture of the stress from looking for their friend or because he still held a bit of resentment for the Striker but he was not pleased to see that dark figure approach closer towards the village of Berk.

"_But if he's riding the Night Fury, what happened to Fanghook?_" Stormfly asked.

"_Maybe the queen felt he needed to be…replaced?" _Belch cringed in an ominous tone.

"_No way,"_ Hookfang spoke. "_Gustav would never replace him, especially not for that demon."_

"_Hookfang!"_ Stormfly exclaimed.

"_Hey, you weren't the one face to face against him over his girl. I'm telling you, something's up and I plan to find out what it is,"_ Hookfang bit before racing off towards the village, Snotlout shouting for him to slow down and to not be so stubborn and listen.

"Come on, let's go check it out," Aarne waved for the others to follow as they raced back to see a crowd of people and dragons surrounding the two new dragons and Gustav.

Stoick stood in the front of the crowd, glaring daggers at the dark dragon as he approached for a landing, the scars in his heart burning to see the poison that to him, destroyed his family. His gaze softened however once he saw Gustav onboard the devil and not his daughter. Where was she? Where was Gustav's dragon?

"Gustav, is something wrong? Did something happen to Hiccup?" Stoick asked with a tinge of fear once they landed onto an open area by the Haddock home where everyone had gathered.

"What? Oh, no, no, no. She's perfectly fine. I went to go have a talk with Hiccup about some problems I've been having." Gustav struggled slightly. He wasn't expecting the entire village to crowd over them upon arriving but he guessed it was to be expected, this was Hiccup's dragon. Hopping off of Toothless, Gustav fixed his posture and cleared his throat. "We exchanged dragons for the day to test out a theory. Everyone, I'd like to introduce, Toothless the Night Fury."

This had been the most people Toothless had ever met all at once, he was even sure there were more now than there had been since he stormed in to save Hiccup but that could have possible been because he wasn't focused on the numbers back then.

"And this is Goliath, he's a titan-winged Gronckle and one of Hiccup's friends."

The crowd began to exchange in words as they looked to the unknown dragons before them. They had no problems in accepting the Gronckle, there were many now scattered about Berk and many housed a Gronckle or two, but the Night Fury however, was a different story. For centuries, the Night Fury has been a symbol of bad omens and destruction. Of all the dragons of the known world, they were the ones people hid from and never dared to pursue.

"Look, I know not everyone is comfortable with a Night Fury, but I can personally assure you all he's just a big puppy dog. Right, Toothless," Gustav laughed as Toothless nodded eagerly.

"But why trade?" Stoick asked, both concerned and curious.

"Well…" Gustav began before the sound of grunts and groans pushed from the crowd and Mildew appeared with wide eyes before they turned to their usual glare of irritation.

"So you get rid of a Nightmare and bring back the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself! Is this how you and your little dragon girl choose to fix things?!" Mildew began as he kicked the ground.

"We did this because you had Fanghook stressed out," Gustav fought back.

"Well bravo, now we'll all be stressed with this creature in our midst! This beast will being us nothing but a plague of destruction, mark my words!" Mildew accused pointing at Toothless like he was the devil himself.

"That's enough, Mildew! You've said enough." Stoick shouted before turning to Gustav with a calm but wary face. "Gustav, do you trust this dragon?"

"With my life, Chief," Gustav said enthusiastically with a fist out.

"Well I'll be, is that who I think it is" a voice from the far end of the crowd cheered as Gobber and Gothi made their way towards Toothless, both with big smiles and their dragons close behind.

Even Toothless couldn't help but feel happy to see everyone, even Etch, and looked over to Gustav for the okay and with the nod of approval pounced over to greet his old friends.

"It's good to see you too, my good friend. How's that new tail faring for you?" Gobber asked with a bright grin hugging him tightly to which Toothless responded by showing him his artificial fin.

The villagers all gasped at the sight of the red fin held together by leather ropes and metal rods.

The Night Fury, was a downed dragon…

"Ah, right as rain. Seems you and Hiccup worked things out, huh?" Gobber continued as Gothi came in to give Toothless a light embrace.

"_Yes, we wouldn't want the two lovebirds to be at wits ends with each other,"_ Etch hissed in a teasing manner.

"_You know, I honestly missed your cynical remarks, Etch. I was beginning to think you had gone soft," _Toothless groaned, rolling his eyes before giving a smirk.

"_Don't mind her, she's just been cooped up all week," _Bones laughed along. "_It's really a privilege to have you over and I know the time off will help Fanghook. Poor lad's been keeping in some troubles for some time."_

"_I'm sure he and the queen will sort out whatever reservations he has,"_ Goliath jumped in.

"_And look at you, is that a smile on your face, Goliath, or are you coming down with illness?"_ Etch mocked.

"_It's a smile, so don't you mind me. I've been given a pardon of a day off but first I wish to survey the area to relay to the queen. How is the village faring?"_

"_Everyone seems to be getting along well with their dragons and passing ones. Well, all expect Mildew,"_ Bones began.

"_The old man with the attitude problem?"_ Toothless asked.

"_He makes even me seem pleasant," _Etch added.

"_I can certainly see why young Fanghook would have problems with him, he smells of rotten cabbages and rage,"_ Goliath stated with his nose held into the air.

…

"So, that's the scary Night Fury everyone's been so terrified of?" Tuffnut asked once they pushed their way through the crowd.

"He...actually looks nice," Fishlegs smiled seeing him greet Gobber and Gothi with loving purrs and chirps.

"He doesn't look so tough. Hookfang can take him." Snotlout remarked with crossed arms.

"Um, he did and utterly lost." Ruffnut reminded him with a dry tone.

"Only because he didn't have the 'Snot Man' by his side."

"_I actually imagined him a bit…bigger." _Barf said getting a good look at the toned and trim Striker.

"_He is undoubtedly a looker, right Meatlug… Meatlug?"_ Stormfly asked seeing her friend shoot puppy eyes at the Gronckle next to him.

"_I don't know about that Night Fury, sug, but Mama Meatlug is loving the look of his big-winged friend." _Meatlug chimed like a love struck kitten.

"_And I can't unhear that, thank you..."_ Hookfang gapped slightly.

…

As the dragons chatted some more, the villagers soon began to lessen their suspensions. If Gobber, Gustav and Gothi trusted the Night Fury, perhaps they could too.

"Ha-ha, looks like the old gang is back together," Gobber teased as he walked over to Gustav.

"Minus two..." Gustav looked down slightly before shaking off those sad feelings and replacing them with excitement. "But I know that if we can all get along with Toothless, Hiccup will surely come back sooner. Then when we're all back together we can build landing area for dragons, maybe even stables under the caves underneath the village and…"

"Easy there, lad," Stoick jumped in as the mass of Berkians laughed merrily to the thought of everything he had just purposed. "Remember, Berk is still for people."

"Vikings before dragons," Gobber added.

Right when Toothless and his old troop of commanders were enjoying their company, he could hear the sky become angry with tension and power. Stopping what he was talking about, he walked over to look up to the darkening grey sky. Right about this time the last light from the sun would be waving goodbye till another day, but instead a large mass of furious dull clouds surrounded the heavens for miles. Something wasn't right.

"Yeah, I said it, deal with it," Gobber joked looking over to Toothless whose face was serious and plastered towards the atmosphere.

"Toothless, you okay?" Gustav asked and right as he was about to place his hand onto his side, a mighty clash of lightning shot from the heavens like and angry arrow straight for Berk.

Everyone ducked their heads for cover as the blue light from the sky flashed and spread onto one of the new dragon perches, sending sparks everywhere till more struck all over the village in bolts of unadulterated madness. The houses closest to the perches soon caught into massive balls of flames. Men, women and children began to shout and scream in fear was their houses began to smolder down and do nothing but watch as more anger from above hailed down towards their village. The dragons on the ground immediately sprung their wings outward to protect their human companions as chucks of heat balls rained from above and from the falling debris from the torched buildings while the dragons still up in the sky began to panic and scatter wildly from the storm of blazing light.

"Gobber! Organize a bucket brigade! Everyone, get to the Great Hall!" Stoick thundered out as he led men and women to safety.

"You heard the chief!" Gobber shouted. "Dragon riders, we need to stop those fires and get as many people over to the Hall! Let's go!"

Onto their dragons, the teenagers were back in the sky and gathering villagers by their dragon's paws or lifting large water troughs to douse the flames away from burning building. As Gustav was reaching out to grab the rails on Toothless' saddle, a heavy bolt of lightning struck mere feet from them, electrifying the air and causing Toothless' sonar senses to go wild as the world around him grew blurred and indistinguishable. Panicked and confused, Toothless roared out towards the sky with lightning flashing out in the background and bolted.

"Toothless!" Gustav called out. Knowing he couldn't catch him by foot, he hopped onto Goliath and held on tightly. "After him!"

…

Stoick had never seen anything like this. It was as if the gods were angry, but at what he wasn't sure? With a pair of tired and weary old men over his shoulders, Stoick laid them down at the end of the steps of the Great Hall and looked out to the immense carnage. Fire swallowed the homes of his people and lightning whipped every which way like a wrathful oppressor and all he could do was watch as everything, all their hard work and labor crumbled to the ground in ablaze. Even with the aid of the dragon riders drenching burning houses, the flames seemed to never end.

Looking over to his house, Stoick could see a trail of lightning strike the rooftop and all his rational senses vanished into thin air as he raced towards his home, the roof caught ablaze. It wasn't the fact that his home that for years held both the joyous and saddest of memories was blazing but that it was Hiccup's room and haven that would be eaten away first that frightened him. He hadn't set foot up those steps to the second floor and now the eternal and unforgiving hand of Thor was venturing to destroy it.

_No!_ he thought racing towards it with his life.

The attack on the Haddock home had not only caught the eyes of the chief, but Toothless as well. Able to see once more, he watched with large eyes as the place Hiccup had once called home began to incinerate and galloped towards it like no tomorrow. Getting at running start, he managed to leap from beam to beam on the metal perch over the Haddock home and dared to challenge the forces of nature for its attempt to destroy the place his beloved loved so dearly and it seemed as though the God of Thunder and Lightning, Thor himself, was not pleased with his interference as a second bolt of blue fire aimed once more for the home.

Charging the energy in his lungs, Toothless let out a powerful clash of his out fire to the approaching storm, creating electrical sparks in the air and charging the atmosphere with rage, but ultimately preventing the strike from reaching its target. The clashing of his plasma blast and the lightning created a thunderous boom that caught the attention of those out in the open and what they saw was a dark figure over the house of their leader, tempting and vexing the powers of the gods. What Stoick had seen however, was a dragon willing to put his own life in the line of literal fire to save the place his daughter grew up in. If there were any doubts in his mind that Toothless the Night Fury was a villain, they were fully swayed by that one act of selflessness.

With the anger of the lightning now on the foul beast who tempted it, it aimed its power towards the dragon's mechanical parts, attracted to the properties it held and the damage it would bring to its wearer and chased after him from perch to perch as he led it as far from Hiccup's old home as possible.

"AARNE!" Gobber shouted over the roars of electrical discharge and pointed over to the chief's home.

"I'm on it! Come on, Stormfly!" Aarne directed with a crate of water to kill the flames over the house, thankfully saving it from a burning burial. Looking over to the perches, he could see the shadow of Toothless desperately leading the lightning away from the people and houses towards a clearing near the Great Hall. If the gods appeared to be angered by anyone soul, it was him.

…

Goliath and Gustav helped where they could as they searched for Toothless, dousing fires with water or saving separated children back to their mothers and fathers, even rescuing smaller dragons who were too frazzled to move. Landing near the stoned pathways of the square with the other riders, Gustav panted exhaustively as the smoke from the fire choked onto his lungs.

"Yeah, now that's what I'm talkin' about," Tuffnut smiled happily as he and his sister watched the wreckage of the world on the necks of their dragon.

"I always liked Thor," Ruffnut added in hushing voice of content.

"Ah, I love these storms!" Snotlout boasted. "When it rains, I cancel bath night and just stand outside with nothing but a sponge and a bar of soap!"

"WE KNOW! The village has had meetings about it," Fishlegs jeered as firebolts continued to light the sky.

"_How you holdin' up, 'Titan-wing'?" _Meatlug asked Goliath, seeing his worried and exasperated expression.

"_Goliath, and I wasn't picturing my first day off of work to be like this,"_ he said between pants. He was definitely feeling the years creep up on him.

"_There's so much destruction! Chaos! Mayhem! Other words that mean havoc! It's so beautiful!"_ Belch cried out into the air.

"_Unfortunately for us, we might not be able to enjoy it if everyone smolders along with it,"_ his other head snarked dryly.

"_You know, you just like to take all the fun out of every perfectly joyous situation, don't you?" _Belch finished with a pout.

Flying down to join the team, Aarne and Stormfly landed strongly, both covered heavily in ash.

"I need your help!" Gustav desperately vented out to him. "I need to find Toothless!"

"I just saw him by the Great Hall!" Aarne point out to the area of the Hall laced with zigzag streaks of fire from the sky.

"Come on, Goliath!" Gustav order and the Gronckle was eager to oblige as he flew out to the area, finally seeing his friend begin chased done by the storm.

…

"It's striking out throughout the entire village!" Mulch shouted by the doors to the Great Hall where inside women and children curled together with their dragons for protection like they did the day the blizzard came. "It's like we're under siege!"

"I've never seem Thor this angry!" Bucket added as Stoick rejoined them.

"TOOTHLESS!" Gustav's voice rang out as he and Goliath drew closer to him before lightning once more whipped towards the flightless Striker.

"Did you see that?!" Mildew shouted pointing to the Night Fury with his staff for the people still out to see.

"The lightning is following him!" Mulch loudly observed as he and the others watched him pounce from perch to perch to avoid being struck.

Toothless was already losing strength from all his running and jumping, and his worried didn't end once he saw Gustav out in the open.

"_Gustav! Get inside!" _he ordered, but the lad only knew one word in Dragonese and what he said was certainly not 'goodnight'. Feeling the wrath from the sky starting to retreat back into the grey and smoky clouds, Toothless felt reassured to land from his jump by Gustav and Goliath by the others at the Halls.

"Don't you all understand?!" Mildew began to ramble once more. "Thor IS mad at all of us and I'll tell you why, because of him!" he motioned his staff to Toothless who let out a low cry from the back of his throat. "As you all know, the Night Fury, is the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself! We've allowed him back onto our shores and now we will all pay the price!"

"Well it did SEEM as though the lightning struck right at the dragon," Mulch admitted to what he had seen.

"Yes, right at the dragon!" Mildew continued with more gusto and anger that even the children from inside could hear the tales and grew frightful of the dark dragon. "And a lightning storm the likes of which we've never had!"

His rants fueled and fed the fears of the people who had witnessed the sight with their own eyes. Soon their terror turned in resentment towards the Night Fury, the bringer of all their destruction.

It was HIS fault Hiccup had to leave them and go away.

HIS fault she lost her leg and had to live a half live.

HIS fault that their home had become target to the wrath of Thor.

And it was HIM who would pay the price for his crimes.

"There is but one thing for us to do," Mildew added to his sinister of sermons. "BANISH THE NIGHT FURY! It's the only way…"

The crowd roared in agreement to the application as many began to look towards the Night Fury with raging eyes and sharp teeth.

"Thor is angry at us because of the Night Fury. You all saw it," sustained Mildew as the group of supporter to his dastardly caused malicious swept over the confused and scared.

"What?! No, this is ridiculous!" Gustav defended his friend, shielding him from the hurtful stares of his people.

"Well if we don't act now, well, may I remind you of…BARNSTAT?!" Mildew hissed lowly and the people around soon began to remember the drifter who came into town and stole from widows and the elderly before Thor punished him with a lightning bolt to his helmet, cursing him for an eternity to forever roar the Earth as an aimless vagabond.

Stoick looked over his startled and lost people who at the slightest of confusion turned to anger and blind fury onto an innocent reflected so well to him on how he too had turned into a monster towards his little girl. Looking from the outside, he could truly see how venomous fear and ire can change a man into wild creature bent out for vengeance. It was a monstrous sight to behold. He had to stop this, lest they all do something that would truly rouse the wrath of the gods and lose their chances of getting his daughter back.

"You right. All of you! Thor is angry. But I don't believe he's angry at Toothless!"

"That's right!" Gustav confirmed. "Have you all forgotten what Toothless has done for this village?!"

"Of course, YOU, would defend him. He's working for the one truly responsible for all this! May I remind you whose idea it was to bring him here?! I'll tell you, it was the GIRL!" Mildew spat as lightning stuck.

"Hiccup had just as much involvement in this as Toothless, and that's none! They've done nothing but sacrificed for us and the one time they need to be defended, you accuse them for something they didn't do! There has to be a logical explanation to all this!" Gustav rebutted.

"Well than who do you suppose he's angry at?!" Mildew argued.

"I don't presume to know Thor's mind, Mildew. But we will find a way to sooth his anger," Stoick finished, pulling his foot down in the matter and ending the confrontation with a strong stare at to the crowd who quieted themselves from their shouts and curses aimed at the Night Fury.

The idea had been simple, switch dragon and have everyone see there was nothing to be afraid or doubtful of, instead, it seemed even the heavens were displeased with the way things were while all the while Fanghook and Hiccup breathed easily and meditated under a clear and starry sky.

…

"_I just get so frustrated when I hear Mildew say such nasty things about us dragons like we're the scum of the Earth,"_ Fanghook calmly said as Hiccup lightly massaged his tense wings. "_Sure some dragons have eaten his spoiled cabbages and yes some may have slept on his house more than once, but that doesn't mean we all have to be grouped in as villains."_

"_I hear ya," _Hiccup stated as she worked on a tight knot on his right wing. "_He's never really like me much either. Ever since I can remember he's called me a freak. It hurts being called names and even more when others believe it because one person says it so many times. You feel trapped…"_

"_How'd you deal with it?"_ Fanghook asked feeling the soreness on his wing painfully melt away into warmth. He could never let Gustav now that when he got stressed his wings would lock and become sore, but with Mildew forever at the ready to start a fight they were acting up more and more.

"_I tried to find other things to do. I know ignoring a problem never helps, but when you're facing an impassable stone wall, sometimes you have to go around it. I started gardening, you know, things that made me happy and something I can look over and prove to myself that I wasn't useless."_

"_Hmm, I don't think I'd be all too good at gardening, but I do like bird watching and fishing with Gustav in the mornings. Oh, and during the evenings before the sun sets, we take a slow flight over Berk, just the two of us." _Fanghook chirped and smiled at the thought.

"_There's a start," _Hiccup smiled as she finally massaged the tender area smooth. "_Whenever you feel like the weight of the world is just too much, just take a step back and breathe. If you don't, you'll just end up hurting yourself more than others."_

"_Yay…"_ Fanghook said, understanding what she was saying. "_You're really good at this whole queen business, huh?"_

"_Well it took some time and some mistakes but that's the best way I learn. Life is the same I think, we each make mistakes or mess up from time to time. We can either learn from them or repeat them until we break down. I think you and Gustav are doing perfectly well together, I just hope he sees that…"_

"_Is that why you left him with Toothless?"_ Fanghook asked quietly as she moved to the other wing.

"_Gustav has always been the type to not ask for help or favors, but when he does he feels like he's failed himself. We've grown up with this idea that a Viking has to be able to do things on his/her own without assistance and it's really stuck with him. He has good instincts and knows what is right and what is wrong, but he tends to doubt himself so much…"_ Hiccup stopped massaging for a moment and thought of how he was faring. "_I want for him to see that he can trust himself more than he thinks, because I know he can change the world."_

They both looked to the bright stars in the sky, sometimes catching the glimpses of falling stars and making silent wishes for Gustav to see and become the person they know he could be.


	10. Chapter 10

_Hello again. Thank you so much for the patient wait. I hope this chapter came out well since I've had to work on it during a very hectic holiday season. In this chapter, Gustav and Toothless face the powers of a god, Mildew charges up the people with hatred, while Hiccup and Fanghook learn that young traumas can still haunt you in your future. Posting this chapter 1-8-2105. Next chapter to be posted in 7-8 days. Thank you for your patience and please enjoy._

_..._

_Boom._

Thor's fury pierced the heavens with blitzing crashes and flashes that brought forth the images of his power and wrath from the ignited darkness of night with haunting shadows. His hammer, Mjölnir, pounded and smashed the clouds as if they were pure stone, sending sparks and flickers of lightening and an earth trembling bellow of thunder that vibrated the enclosure of the Larson home where Stoick the Vast, Gobber the Belch, Mrs. Larson, Gustav the still untitled, and Toothless the Night Fury watched the various pots and pans hanging from a rack and the various trinkets on the walls shake from what they could only presume to be fear. And yet, it was not only the items on the walls of homes and structures that leaped with fright from the power of Thor…

_After the storm had calmed substantially, Stoick managed with much persuasion to lessen his panicked people's wary-thoughts it didn't help that Mildew had already brought the pot to a roaring bubble of distress- to where they all felt considerably at ease and hurried home least the wrath of their all mighty deity came towards them. Behind their hasting parents and elders, the young children couldn't help but steal a final glance at the accused creature that brought forth such destruction and grief out of the normally calm and kind Thor. The Night Fury stood tall, almost menacing over the backdrop of dark storm clouds and lightning, the orated words of Mildew still chiming over them till their restless sleep as verses of a monster birthed of death and electricity filled and fueled their nightmares._

"The lightning is hitting everywhere," said Gustav, watching the faint flashes of the storm light the cracks and openings from the doorway.

"It usually doesn't strike here in the village," Stoick muttered as Mrs. Larson poured him and Gobber a mug of mead while she and Gustav sipped hot cider and Toothless bite slowly into assorted fish in a woven basket solemnly.

"Thor must be angry," Gobber finally spoke up from the internal silence of the residence. "The only other time I can remember lightning ever striking Berk…"

"Barnstat." Stoick and Gobber uttered in unison.

Gustav remembered Mildew using that name before earlier and it seemed to rouse the people's suspensions of Toothless to an extreme, as if that one name and the he were parallel. Perhaps he was too young to remember such a character? Maybe it was before his time? But the curious look he gave to the two senior men showed them he was in the dark to their conversation.

"Jorgen Barnstat: drifter, sailed into town; he was stealing from widows and old men," Stoick began his tale as a harsh wind howled at the foot of the doorway, as if his very spirit was still amidst the echoing cries of thunder and lightning, haunting the area like a jeering apparition.

"He took everything he could get his hands on. Pots, kettles, jewelry, weapons; you name it and he probably snatched it from under our noises and fled back to his craft." Mrs. Larson added as she placed a gentle palm onto Toothless' head.

At first she was adamant to allow the Night Fury into her household after what had occurred at the Great Hall, but he had the biggest and sweetest puppy eyes she had ever seen and couldn't help but feel remorse for the newcomer. The experience was much like that of when she first was introduced to Fanghook. Yes, she was fearful of the well-known but not known Striker and kept a fair distance for some times until she realized he was no monster or razor-clawed villain. He showed himself to be courteous as best a dragon could be and made sure to wipe his paws clean before entering her house, sat quietly by the table without making much fuss, and honorable bowed his head when she presented him what little fish and bread she could share for him. Quite frankly, he was polite company, not like the bandit in their tale.

"To punish him, Thor gave him a lightning bolt right to his helmet when he was fixing the mast on his ship to make his escape," Gobber laughed near the end, pointing out a parted window to a scorched and dented metal helmet with large yak horns that rested atop a tall wooden pole on the farthest reaches of Berk. He silently paused from laughter to recollect on the night it had all occurred. It was eerily similar to their night now, only it seemed Thor's anger was more pronounced.

"By the time Thor was finished with him, our whole fleet was on fire." Stoick said after a hearty chug of mead.

"We shipped him off the island and Thor hasn't hit the village since," Gobber finished as he placed his half-drunk mug limb onto the wooden kitchen table to rest.

"Threw him off the island… Pretty harsh." Gustav somberly sighed looking to Toothless who was appearing less thrilled than he had been when they landed onto Berk.

Noticing Gustav's worry, Stoick placed a palm onto his slumped shoulder. "Don't worry, Gustav, we'll find a way to ease Thor's anger. In the meantime, we better head our way and figure things out in the morning. Thank you for the mead, Helen, take care."

Giving her chief and blacksmith a nod, Mrs. Laron saw them out safely and looked towards the angered heavens above.

_Crash._

She was a woman of dear faith, as were many of the villagers. Surely Thor was a god of great power and strength, but he was never one to boost and strike fear without purpose. He was not only the bringer of lightning and thunder, but also the god of protection of mankind. Mrs. Larson could not think that the mighty Thor would allow the people of Berk to be cast into harm's way, especially over the Night Fury. Toothless, who by her accounts, was nothing more than a sweet soul and merely managed to become a bystander crossed by ill fate. Whatever plague has fallen upon the isle of Berk, she prayed to the gods and goddesses for mercy, understanding and compassion for those who so rarely felt kindness from others…

After Gustav bathed and prepared for sleep, he allowed Wither the sparrow to jump frantically on his head -unknowingly to him it was the little bird's gesture to ask where his dragon friend had gone off to- before he calmly placed him onto his helmet to sleep and looked to it with great concern. His own helmet was metal in base with two dark ram horns that at times felt too big for his small head, though luckily his thick hair held it in place fairly well. He wondered for a moment what Barnstat must have felt when struck down by lightning.

Did he feel guilt for his actions?

Pain?

Did his life flash before his eyes like he had heard many Vikings experienced when faced with their own close death?

Even now, was Jorgen Barnstat, the banished thief, sorry for what he had done and could Thor ever forgive someone for doing such things?

There had to be a logical explanation for the events that transpired today and years ago with Barnstat, because something about a rouge thief and a Night Fury didn't seemed to add up with the angry Thor theory.

_Hmm,_ Gustav thought deeply with his left hand under his chin, something he did when in profound thought. _Barnstat was here one day stealing from people and Thor punished him on the spot. Toothless was on Berk an entire week before he left and Thor didn't seem to mind until he came back today. Something about Toothless coming back and Barnstat are the same…but what?_

He stared at his rooftop, hoping the answers to his questions would just fall from the sky as easily as the still shooting lines of fire before turning his head to the side and looked to Toothless whose gaze was fixated outside to the slightly opened window in his bedroom. It was obvious what he was thinking about, one just had to look into his dilated serpentine eyes to know he was thinking of his beloved and the pain he was now caused for her frightened people.

He needed more information, something that would link the two together and prove Toothless' innocence. Right now he was working with a jigsaw puzzle comprised of little image that had several crucial pieces missing, and in order to unravel this mystery he needed to find the facts before everything gets out of hand and before tomorrow afternoon when he had to make the exchange with Hiccup for Fanghook to return. If he couldn't, Berk would continue to be plagued by Thor's wrath and lose their chance to regain Hiccup's hope and trust.

Time was running thin and his eyelids were becoming oh so heavy, he could do nothing more than hope that his mentor and dragon were faring much better. Closing his eyes and falling into slumber, Gustav dreamed of lightning.

…

"…_only Hookfang and the Zippleback twins know about my…problem. They think I should be honest with Gustav, but since he can't understand me, I've just been keeping it to myself. I know it's not healthy for either of us, but he's already got so much on his plate. I just don't want to bother him…_" Fanghook sighed gravely as he watched Hiccup turn meadowsweet, hawthorn flowers, rosin rose leaves and sweet grass oil into a smooth flaxen paste inside a stone mortar and pestle with a backdrop of morning gold to her back.

"_Fanghook, Gustav has the right to know about this, and you could never be a bother to him. He cares about you so much just like you do for him. If the situation was reversed, would you want him to stay quiet?"_ she asked, transferring the mixture through a muslin cloth and squeezed the remaining liquid out and into an stone bowl by an open fire, watching as the liquid bubbled slowly and changed from a dull amber to a bright gold.

"_Of course not! I wouldn't want him to go through this kind of pain…"_ Fanghook voiced out as he looked past her shoulder to the direction Berk would most likely be from the comforts of the cool cave dwelling. A bright crown of pale honey exuded from the sunrise and delicately kissed the softest of cornflower blues above it, reflecting breathtakingly onto the still ocean waters. He honestly felt he couldn't get quite as marvelous a view like this on Berk from any angle. The separation from the two islands was far too great for him to visualize anything and he could only hope things were working out for Gustav on his end. "_It's not a good feeling experiencing anxiety you can't control, even worse when it makes you feel stiff and trapped."_

"_How long have you had this?"_ Hiccup questioned as she continued to work, carefully pouring the golden liquid into several sterile glass vials and sealing each with durable leather films and metal caps. "_Please be honest."_

He had to think back. It all seemed so long ago. Time was cruel that way.

"_When I was still a hatchling, I got separated from my family by poachers. My mother told me to hide, stay still and not to move, even if I was alone… I watched as men on boats with nets and steel cages enslaved what they could hold and killed the rest still resisting. My mother died that day with her eyes wide open. It was like she was staring right back at me…telling me not to make a sound."_

Hiccup stopped working and heeded each word to the fullest. For a dragon who seemed so docile and patient, he truly harbored so much sadness and loss, and at such a young age.

"_I spent the next three days frozen with fear after they had left for good. I thought that if I made even the slightest movement, they'd come back and the sacrifice my mother had made for me would have been a waste. When I finally calmed down enough to move, I was tired, frightened and left with nothing… Even since then, if I get really stressed or frightened I tense up and it hurts to move._"

"_I'm sorry if I've pried too much." _Hiccup said softly with the utmost honesty.

"_It's not your fault, any of it. I actually feel a bit better sharing that, makes me feel less alone. Lifts the weights, you know…" _Fanghook purred. "_Do you think this medicine could help me?"_ He asked looking to the sealed vials of golden liquid and the small glass device held in her hand.

"_I hope so, but to be on the safe side, tell me at any moment when you feel uncomfortable and I'll stop." _She said as she prepared the instrument at hand with great care and with an assured nod from her dragon friend, introduced him to the agent and awaited the results.

They noted how the medicines effects were fast acting, simulative, and cause him little to no pain. In a matter of minutes, Fanghook was able to take deep calming breaths as he could feel the constant strains of his muscles ease into relaxation and felt a sense of internal control for the first time in many years. If he could cry he'd joyously weep with the biggest smile he could ever produce, instead, he leaned his long neck down and welcomed the warm embrace from his queen who shed the tears for him.

"_How do you feel?"_ Hiccup asked noticing the blissful smile over the Nightmare's mouth and how his eyes closed with an air of comfort and relief.

"…_Free."_

...

Oddly, Gustav found himself sprawled on the floor when he stirred from sleep, his fur covers wrapped tightly around him like a butterfly's cocoon. His body felt moderately stiff but it was nothing some long stretching couldn't fix. Looking around the confines of his bedroom he was surprised to see Toothless wide awake, his eyes still looking out the gapped window. For a moment he wondered if he had even slept a wink last night, what with all the booming thunder and flashing lightning still boasting about outside. It made Gustav feel slight pride and embarrassment from the fact that he himself was a heavy sleeper when it came to loud noises.

What really worried him though was that Thor was still in a great fit and seemed to be resilient in his cause of anger, still unknown to him. He refused to believe any of this had anything to do with Toothless, but convincing the people of Berk otherwise was going to be a challenge. _Why do Vikings have to be so difficult…? _Gustav thought as he scratched his messy hair of hair. Giving a dry and heavy sigh, Gustav rose from the floor and gathered himself to prepare for the oncoming storm of the ignorant kind.

After eating a hearty breakfast of baked beans, honey sliced ham, eggs and porridge, Toothless wolfing down fresh salmon and Wither picking out seeds from a dish, Gustav thanked his mother for their meals and cautiously opened the front door before hurrying off to the direction of the forge with Toothless not so far behind. Once they got to the plaza however, they were greeted with hostile stares from the locals, although Toothless could feel the majority of their bitter eyes were directed more so towards him than the dark haired boy beside him. Some even scoffed and held their noses in the air upon the sight of him while the younger Berkians clenched onto their parents legs, shielding themselves from what they saw to be a monster. To those still on the fence about the whole situation greeted both with polite smiles and well wishes but still cagy on the entire matter on whether or not trust could possibly be established with a dragon they knew so little about.

"Gustav!" a voiced belonging to a stout short haired blond called out by the food storage stock and a set of stone steps that led to several residential houses.

Turning to face Fishlegs, Gustav could see he was standing by the other members of the Dragon Academy along with their respective dragons and Goliath, who had gone off to do his own investigation after accusations of his friend and commanding officer's integrity was questioned. From his findings the general public of dragons seemed to enjoy their now peaceful existence on Berk, it was a drastic change from the kill-or-be-killed lifestyle they were so used to from other areas.

"Morning, guys. Any update on the whole…storm situation?" Gustav asked, seeing how the others -asides Aarne- slightly backed away from the Toothless' approaching form like he had some contagious disease.

For the longest and possibly most uncomfortable twenty-seven seconds anyone should have to endure, acid green and icy blue eyes remained locked in a stalemate of dominance and bravado. It was like they were sizing each other up, seeing who would shudder in fear first as they both tensed their muscles and glared even harder at each other. The air around the two began to feel dark, heavy even, and if you asked the other dragon riders and their dragons about that day, they'd tell you electricity seemed to shoot out from their eyes towards the other.

_Those eyes…_ they both thought in unison, each remembering the other well for different reasons.

For Aarne, they were wild, demonic, deceptive windows like absinthe. He thought he was over all those feelings of anger and bitterness towards the Night Fury. But was he? Maybe it was what Mildew had said not too long ago that really set him off, like a slowly ticking time bomb? He was finally able to face the creature who managed to easily gain the heart of the one he wished for and his brow twisted with irritation towards the Striker.

_What could Hiccup possibly see in this guy?_ His scowl darkened and his fist tightened at the thought.

What Toothless saw in Aarne were eyes like a maelstrom, envious and forceful in pulling the unexpected into their abysm. These eyes he couldn't trust, let alone wanted to trust. They once looked at _his_ Hiccup with adoration, possibly lust? He hurt her. Bruised her body, tore her flesh, trifled with her attempts to gain her once father's affections and still had the audacity to try and gain her affections. How could he forgive someone so Viking, so…cruel? There was no doubt the young man before him was a strong pretty boy but other than that he really didn't seem to have much else going for him.

_No way in Hel I'm gonna trust this guy,_ Toothless' glare sharpened.

No sudden movements or sound came from either males but it seemed like they both read each other well. They did not like each other and they both wanted while the same thing (though to be honest one of them had who was desired while the other was left with having to deal with the fact). There seemed to be this invisible yet still detectable sense of bitter rivalry in the air. While both were highly trained warriors, Toothless had the upper hand in terms of killing -something he was proud of at one point in his life- while Aarne had more discipline. Feeling the growing tension between the blond axe welder and the Striker, that somehow put Thor's tempest to shame by comparison, Gustav lightly coughed into the palm of his hand and began with "pleasant" introductions.

As the humans exchanged a few hellos and looks of curiosity and caution, Barf and Belch walked over to Toothless, one head wanting to understand the situation over Fanghook's absence, the other to do what he did best.

"_It's an honor to finally make your acquaintance, Toothless. I was wondering if you would be kind as to…"_ Barf began clearly and professionally with a leveled head. Matters such as this were to be treated with the utmost precision and care so one does not offend a dragon of clearly higher rank and authority, Toothless being the queen's riding partner and companion after all. True he was interested in the fine details pertaining to the whereabouts of his young Nightmare friend, but one simply can't forget manners at a time like this…

"_HELLO, TOOTHLESS! I AM BELCH! THIS IS BARF! DO YOU KNOW WHERE FANGHOOK IS!?"_ the left-headed brother slowly and loudly chattered quite literally face-to-face with the Striker as if he had never spoken to another dragon before.

Manners must simply not be forgotten at a time like this, of course if you just so happen to be Belch, manners come second over the concerns of friendship and treated like a long and complicated book to a glass window.

"_Belch, he can understand you perfectly fine without the antics." _Barf sighed with a defeated look.

"_We don't know that," _Belch turned back to his brother before returning to stare Toothless directly in the eyes, something he felt really uncomfortable from. "_CAN YOU UNDERSTAND ME!?"_

Taking a step back, Toothless cleared his throat and answered the concerned Zippleback's questions. "_Perfectly. From a mile away even. Fanghook needed some space to get a few things off his scales and relax. Hiccup asked Goliath and I to look after Gustav and evaluate the village's progress till this evening, but so far I've been getting the feeling I'm not so welcomed."_ He ended with a forced toothless grin.

"_So, this has nothing to do with his anxiety?"_ Barf asked.

"_First I've heard of it, but come to think of it, he did look a bit tense. As far as I know, he's there to get away from Mildew's negative energy."_

"_Don't we all want that,"_ Hookfang snorted under his breath but looked away from Toothless, clearly not yet forgetting what he had done to his girl and the beating he got from it.

"_Speaking of which, is blondie over here always this 'cheery' around newcomers?"_ Toothless growled pulling his ears back and giving Aarne feral eyes.

"_Only around you it seems."_ Stormfly chuckled from the two males staring contest. She could tell even if they didn't like each other now, they'd be good friends soon. Their problem stemmed from misunderstanding each other because she was more than sure if they took the time to know each other, they'd find they had more in common than opposed.

_A grudge over a girl couldn't possibly keep these two from getting to become friends, right?_ Stormfly thought quietly as the two continued to act like spiteful toms.

After everyone got a chance to introduce themselves, Toothless and Aarne still not on friendly terms, they all looked to the sky and listened to the still clanging gongs of thunder and lightning. Clearly, the weather hadn't let up one bit since its arrival.

"Another storm is coming…" Gustav said as he ran his palms over Toothless forehead, soothing him as he groaned softly to himself. Surprisingly for a dragon considered to be the progeny of lightning, he really didn't seem to like the storm, or maybe it was the thought of being blamed for it.

"Thor tore a hole in the Great Hall," Tuffnut stated seated down on a stone step by his sister. "Maybe he's hungry? I know I am."

"We need to make Thor happy. But what do you get the God of Thunder and Lightning?" Gustav asked walking over to Fishlegs for subjections. If there was anyone in their group to come up with a reasonable and logical answer, it was him.

"In the past, I know Thor's enjoyed a sacrifice or two."

"Let's sacrifice Tuffnut," Ruffnut openly offered to the suggestion with a wicked smile.

Giving it a quick thought, Tuffnut shrugged his shoulders and crossing his arms. "Okay. What time should I be there? There better be fire involved."

"Nobody's gonna be sacrificed!" Gustav objected.

"Not yet anyway" Snotlout interjected with a smirk.

"I had an aunt how was cursed by Odin once," Aarne began. "She had to pay tribute to him by sailing to the end of the Earth."

"Did it work?" Fishlegs asked while Gustav's eyes brightened with a gleam of potential hope.

"I don't know. I guess she never found it 'cause she kept showing up in the opposite direction."

Hope seemed to be slipping from Gustav's thoughts.

"The gods have never been angry at anyone from our family," Fishlegs canted with slight smugness but in a time like this when one god is in a terrible mood, it was never wise to try your luck. Ingermans are still, a highly superstitious clan. In a hurried panic, Fishlegs went out to perform the Ingerman Charm, a strange array of actions that for some reason or another, always kept them safe.

"Knock of wood." He tapped the wooden steps of the food storage station. "Hop on one foot. Slap a Jorgenson," Fishlegs sprung over towards the young Jorgenson whose chest was puffed out with pride and gave him the lightest shoves instead of a slap, feeling it better he'd not jinx himself.

He was allowed a small chuckle of completion before Snotlout propelled him onto the ground like he was no less than a sack of potatoes. "If I were Thor, I'd want a statue of myself." He said with Hookfang balancing him atop his snout high above for all to see as he flexed his muscles. "Snotlout, as Thor!"

"You do know we're trying to make him happy?" Aarne rolled his eyes.

"Exactly!" the flexed brute grinned, kissing his oversized biceps with vanity.

"I think I just gave myself a migraine," Aarne groaned rubbing the bridge between his brows and his eyes closed from the ache.

Even though Snotlout wasn't one to usually spring forth inspirational statements, Gustav felt he was onto something. "Actually, that's not a bad idea."

"It's not an idea, it's a reflex." Aarne hissed.

"No, what? No, I mean the statue."

Another strong sting of pain crept its way up Aarne's spine to his head at the mere imagination of the horror. "There I go again."

"No! Not Snotlout! Thor!" Gustav shouted for positive clarification, Snotlout with a look of insult on his face.

"Hmm, Berk has never given Thor a statue," Fishlegs added.

Sure Berk had massive tapestries and volumes of literature depicting the fierce Thor, riding his chariot across the ethereal plains and clouds with his two trusty goats like they had for many other gods and goddesses, but never had they presented one of their coveted deities a symbol of endearment and praise. Perhaps Thor, the mighty and powerful, felt overlooked by the Night Fury and wanted them to see that only one can truly be called the offspring of lightning?

"Well then it's high time we did!" Gustav smiled with his fist to the air. It couldn't possibly hurt to try and if their gift to the god eased his wrath and showed the people that Toothless was not someone to be feared, then it was a win-win situation. "Come on, let's go spread the word to the chief and get to it! Don't worry Toothless, this'll clear everything up!" he said giving the still worrying Night Fury a confident smile.

It was at this moment Toothless wondered who Hiccup and Fanghook were faring and looked out to the darkened skies to try and make out something to show him they were both fine…

…

Fanghook was truly an excellent flyer, able to maneuver smoothly around sharp turns and balance himself with the wind currents without faltering, a good indication the medication was agreeing with his system and that he and Gustav trained together on a regular biases to get to this level of accuracy. Likewise, Fanghook felt Hiccup was an ideal rider. She gave him clear turn signals, spoke softly and kept herself snuggly onto his saddle even when they flew upside-down for lengths of time.

"_I am impressed, Fanghook,"_ Hiccup praised after completing a few laps around Dragon Island's many sea stack jungles without a hitch or tightness of muscles resulting from unease. "_You and Gustav must be training every day."_

"_We get a good morning section at the academy with the other riders and sometimes go over to the stacks to practice some more…difficult moves."_ Fanghook openly admitted. He wasn't about to lie to her and say they never tried to see how far they could push their limits. They were both young and reckless after all.

Hiccup giggled, knowing full well the kinds of shenanigans one can get themselves into by tackling Berk's pillars. "_I know what ya mean. Toothless and I spend a good amount of time doing the same thing."_

"_Don't you ever get scared that you two might, you know…get hurt?"_

"_All the times, but that's the risk we take every day. I trust him."_

Staring out towards the great expanse of blue skies, Fanghook wondered if Gustav could ever trust him like that. At times he could barely even trust himself when they flew together. Gustav liked to take chances, live like a free spirit and just go buck wild when he could; and while they were one of, if not the best fliers in the academy, if there was even a slight twitch or tightness around his body he'd doubt himself and stop them pushing their limitations. What if he froze up midflight while they were trick diving and Gustav lost balance on his saddle or panicked? Worst of all, what if he got hurt? More than anything, he trusted Gustav with his life, but he just couldn't let his best friend trust him. Not when he was keeping secrets from him.

Feeling his heavy inhales and exhales as he looked out in deep thought, Hiccup placed her small hand over his forehead and gave him a gentle and soothing pat. "_He trusts you. I know it's a scary thought having to open up to others and expose yourself, even to those that are closest to you because of the fear you may not be so accepted, but we sometimes have to take that chance. To not only better understand each other, but ourselves." _

Taking in her words, Fanghook looked back to all the little adventures and mischiefs he, Gustav and Wither got themselves into around Berk. He remembered when Gustav first started the academy and feared he couldn't lead others because he was small and inexperienced, and in the end he managed to pull through and it was because he was there by his side the entire time. When the giant freeze hit Berk, he wanted Wither to go and migrate to a warmer place and protect himself, instead the little sparrow swayed by their side the whole way through. During Gustav's test he constantly questioned his every action when mixing metals, but followed his wits and managed to succeed in what he thought was impossible. Even yesterday when he got upset at Mildew, Gustav never left him, never accused him of wrong. They each cared about each other. Worried for the other one's sake. Even when doubted their own abilities, but they never lost their faith in each other. Gustav accepting him for whom he was and treated him like family.

That's what they were: a family.

Calming himself, he knew in his heart Gustav was stronger than he was seen to be and kinder in that respect too. If there was anyone who could understand what it was like to feel doubtful and insecure, it was Gustav. Yet even at that, he did his best to keep his chin up. He wanted to be more like his human friend, to know that even if there was a problem, it wasn't going it to control his life or stop him from being his best or following his dreams.

It was time to free himself from his binds of insecurity and allow himself to be trusted.

"_I trust you."_ Hiccup whispered to him kindly when she sensed a warm and secure aura around him. Giving her a solid nod, Hiccup pulled upwards on his horns and once they were at a suitable height just below the thin clouds, she let go of everything and allowed herself to trust another and slip away.

…

"Attention! Attention, everyone!" Gustav shouted out as the villagers gathered around to see the anticipated project from the academy, dramatically veil from sneaking eyes for hours. From what they had heard by passing ear, a tribute for Thor was to be erected and presented by the Great Hall, leaving everyone excited with anticipation. Curious eyes focused on the young head of the academy, as well as the Night Fury by his side who shyly darted his gaze from the awaiting crowd, seeing that many of the young children still shuttered in fear over his presence.

It was a lot of work and took nearly four hours to complete, but with everyone from the academy working together time seemed to race by and before they knew it, their monument came together. Granted, there were a few bumps and setbacks along the way; they all seemed worthwhile. What stood cloaked before everyone was surely going to put everything in the right, please Thor, and clear Toothless' name as a criminal.

"Okay, so I know we're not exactly Thor's favorite people right now-" he looked up to the still ever-present glare of said god from the haze and grey above "-but, I am confident that this…beautiful statue will go a long way toward getting us back in his good graces. So, without further ado!" And with a strong tug, Gustav and Toothless pulled away the multi-patched sheet in a swift motion to reveal a tall and proud iron monument of Thor, God of Lightning and Protector of Berk.

As if to gaze upon the tribute for himself, a small break in the clouds allowed a bright ray of light to pass through and glowed over his metallic likeness with admiration. It shined and glistened with great brilliance, from the detailed beard and strong expression to the mighty hammer held towards the heavens that dazzled at the end with sun sparks. The people of Berk sang out in rejoice seeing the statue blaze a silver sheen and for a moment, the skies fell into a silent calmness.

Truly, Thor was pleased.

"Well done!" Stoick cheered along with the crowd, patting the young designers on the back for their hard work. "Thor will appreciate this tribute, and will smile upon us once again!"

While everyone delightfully rejoiced, one man to the far end glared at the monument with great disdain and jeered out blasphemes cusses under his breath. If he was honest to himself, he would say the metal figure represented their god with honor and dignity, but a more powerful bitterness governed his heart and all his eyes could see was an oversize metal scrapheap of deception. Pointing accusingly at the iron giant, Mildew spat in its direction and gave it a sour look.

"You really think this is enough to appease the mighty Thor!? While you allow a Night Fury in your midst?!" his accusing skeletal finger pointed to Stoick who looked down to his elder with a curt stare. "You're fools! All of ya! And with Thor as my witness, he will see to it our village burns to the ground in a blistering rage before he allows us any peace!"

His heeding words were silenced by an earth trembling crash, one that would forever be known as Thor's Fire, as the sunlight faded away back into darkness and a blue fire shot out from the clouds, aiming directly at Barnstat's helmet with a force so strong it jumped off the high pole from the opposite end of the village border and landed right near the newly appointed statue in a smoking mess. Where the helmet now lay, a mass of torn black metal twisted into a violent shape that bit into everyone's mind. A loud gasp escaped the crowd as the steel contorted to read out the rune for 'thorn': the symbol for Thor, destruction, and fire.

Everyone slowly turned to the statue, silhouetted darkly by blinding flashes of lightning and each soul from the elderly to the young felt a shutter of terror run down their spines as they lowered their eyes to gaze down at the Night Fury. His eyes were wide and cat-like, almost glowing a toxic shade and his black wings spread outward like a fallen dark angel.

Could what Mildew be saying…be true?

…

_Crash._

A faint white glow emanated from the clouds. It wasn't from the warm light of the late afternoon sun that made them so bright, but the hot blue wrath of an unexultant force of nature. All around Berk, metal perches were repeatedly struck with lightning to the point where several areas were flushed a fiery crimson and amber. The residents of the stricken island were shrouded in fear. What could they have possibly done to anger the forces of nature?

The forces of a god?

Inside the Haddock home, that was exactly what Stoick, Gobber, Gustav and Toothless were trying to figure out by the fire pit as the preaching scorns of Mildew could be heard from a distance, each word passing his misshapen fangs with more bite than the last.

The few people still willing to listen to his cries watched in great horror as bursts of white fire spat out from above and onto the metal statue of Thor, looking more menacing than meaningful as its intent. Blistering waves of electricity swam over the metal deity from his high raised hammer and exited outward from his open palm to a nearby dragon perch and building with exploding force. Everyone shouted and screamed as the once detailed face on the metal figure slowly metaled and warped into that of a monster with what looked to be hollow eyes and protruding fangs with even its metallic hair bursting and twisting into a wild and barbaric mane.

"THAT'S WHAT THOR THINKS OF THE STATUE!" Mildew roared, pointing to the accused figure of profanity. "I TOLD YOU WHAT HE WANT, AND WE HAVEN'T GIVEN IT TO HIM!" he continued walking around the crowd of people now becoming angered like never before, and it would seem mere words could not calm this rallying gathering so easily like the day past. "Until we rid this island of that Night Fury, Thor's Fire will continue to rain down upon us!"

The crowd bellowed out in agreement, fists held high in the air. Surrounding dragons cowered in fear or hid themselves as the face of the people they felt they could trust and live with crooked back into the appearance of savage, mindless, dragon slaying Norsemen.

"And where is that dragon now?! In the house of our leader for sanctuary! Don't you see?! The Night Fury is using his connection with Stoick's daughter to hide his true intents! It wasn't enough that he took her, now he wants to rid us all from existence!" Mildew barked like a madman to rouse more hate from the crowd and it seemed to be working well. "I say we march there and demand for the Night Fury's head! It's the only way to break this curse!"

Fired with rage and nothing more, men and women gathered around with wooden torches and weapons and left their trembling children with the wary elders. In a time now where Berkians no longer hunted or killed dragons, it seemed they still had it in them for one last and final act of violence. While many felt what they were about to do was wrong and went against what they now knew, they could no longer ignore the fires and flames around them from the presence of one dragon. Vikings before dragons, as they say. If Thor did not want for this dark Striker, neither would they…

…

Toothless balled himself tightly on the cold wooden floor, wondering why all this was happening. If this "Thor" truly did not want him on Berk, why had he allowed him to keep refuge for a week while he was at his most vulnerable instead of finishing him off? Was this his punishment for taking Hiccup from her people when they needed her the most? Or for all the harm and pain he had brought to those he massacred years ago? Could he really be the root of all this destruction? Has he the thorn? He didn't know and honestly, he was scared to find out. The only source of relief to him and his troubled mind was knowing he had at least some people by his side who defended his innocence. As the winds howled at the front door for him to surrender, Gustav pacified Toothless' qualms as best he could behind his ear.

Soon the hollers from outside became louder and louder, sometimes even overshadowing the sounds of thunder in the distance. As Stoick walked over to Gustav and Toothless, he could see the worry and fatigue on both their faces.

"Y-You don't really think Thor is angry at Toothless, do you?" Gustav asked with a hoarse voice and large green eyes.

Stoick looked down to the curled and silent Night Fury who glanced at him for a brief second before returning his large serpentine orbs back to the floor, but in that brief second Stoick saw a creature filled with what he had never thought a dragon could possess, uncertainty. He never imagined he would ever consider a dragon to feel pain or sorrow, guilt or shame. Or have feeling for that matter. Maybe it was because he had always looked to them as demons with only blood and death in mind, that he never considered the possibility that they could ever express emotion. There was humanity within Toothless' eyes, Stoick could feel it because it the same type of humanity that resonated within his own.

"Of course I don't," the chief replied softly right as a loud and demanding knock rumbled the front door into violent shakes.

"Open the door, Stoick! We've come for the Night Fury!" Mildew's voice could be heard from the other end of the doorway along with the chanting mimics of the mob accompanying him, their shadows reaching far into the house as if trying to drag Toothless out from his asylum

"But I'm afraid THEY do…" said Stoick with balled fists as he stared down the front door. Turning to the two on the floor, he could see the glint of hope in them fading. They both sat on the exact spot Hiccup laid when he shattered all her hope and being. The same spot he had hurt. Looking through different eyes, he noticed the fear in them that he failed to see in his own child. He wasn't about to allow Toothless, the one person who kept Hiccup safe and away from danger -even him- to fall into the hands of the scared and misguided people he called brethren. Not now, not ever. If there was ever a time to redeem himself for his crimes against his child it was now, and not even Thor was going to get in his way to set things right. It was time for him to start acting like a father, instead of a chief. "Get Toothless to a safe place. I'll try to reason with them." He demanded Gustav as he marched towards the front door.

Standing up, Gustav ran over to his chief and held his forearm back. "But…"

He couldn't allow his chief to take the heat for all this madness. He knew there had to be a reasonable explanation for everything happening. Lightning didn't just strike down for any reason. If Toothless went now, it would mean Berk wasn't ready for him and Hiccup to return and stay. It would mean that Stoick would have to go longer without seeing his daughter and possibly even losing her trust. They were so close to getting everything back to normal before this storm hit. This couldn't possibly be the end?

"Just go," Stoick pleaded, placing a hand over Gustav's shoulder.

Gustav's shoulders fell as he looked to his chief's face. He knew the consequences that would transpire from having Toothless leave. It was a heavy loss to not have the one you love return home, but it was what had to be done. It was something he had already experienced once. He could leave with more pain.

Knowing this was his order, Gustav released hold of Stoick's forearm, turned to Toothless and readied for the both of them to make their escape.

"Safe travels, old friend," Gobber farewelled with a somber heart. If things had been different, perhaps the others could see what a kind and amazing soul Toothless truly was. Gobber could only pray that one day they could see their actions towards the Striker were merely based on horrible circumstances and not based on his true nature.

Pointing towards the back exit, Gustav and Toothless hurryingly dashed out as swiftly and silently as physically possible out to the still treacherous storm and gales that Thor continued to pound upon the island with no seeming end. Making a break for the forest line, Gustav looked back to see Toothless peeking over the edge of the surrounded home of Haddock, seeing all the faces of anger and hate by the doorsteps. Their fists held high to the sky with torches and weapons of all kinds and a tremble of true terror crawled over his spine. It was like the first dream he had on Berk, only this time there was no sweet grass smelling angel to remedy his fears.

Slowly pacing to the shivering dragon, Gustav placed a hand over his jowl and felt a low and distressing mewl escape his throat. "Don't worry, bud, it's just you and me."

"_I'm so sorry I dragged you into all this,"_ Toothless forced between a smile, knowing fully well the young blacksmith's apprentice couldn't understand his growls and purrs and without wasting another second, both sprinted away en route for the evergreen of pines, a sole blaze of lightning followed behind Toothless' red metal fin…

…

Wave after wave, Hiccup and Fanghook waited by the shoreline of the pebbled beach, listening to the sounds of water swishing passed each stone and the caws of passing gulls in the distance. It had been a relaxing escape for the yellow and violet Nightmare, but he couldn't wait to be back on Berk with Gustav and have his worries become known to him. No longer was he going to brush his troubles to the side for his sake, it wasn't fair to either of them, and thanks to all of Hiccup's encouraging advice and medication he could do so with confidence.

He'd miss Dragon Island. There was so much of the island left to be explored and the local dragons were all very accepting and kind. Throughout the day he'd forget the volcanic outsets dark past and the creature who once governed over it with jealous and gluttonous control because it all seemed so much the opposite now. Everywhere he and Hiccup would walk to, they'd see dragons of all kinds lounging over warm rocks or grooming themselves in peace while the little ones frolicked around in their merry games. It reminded him so much of his old home before the poachers arrived and took everything. This island was so geared towards the needs and desires of dragons that it almost seemed silly to think it was now governed by one who was scaleless and breathed no fire whatsoever. And yet that was the beauty of the islet, the fact that it felt so untouched by the sometimes corrupt hands of mankind. It was able to fully flourish and stay green, even rise from the ashes that was its once existence.

Dragon Islands: quite possibly the best kept secret from the fires and greed of mankind.

Every passing pair of dragons in the sky from afar would have the both of them perk up, thinking it was Toothless, Gustav, and Goliath returning, but alas it was never them. For a while it became a game as to how many pairs could pass them before the true party arrived but after sixty-three passing sets rushed by over the span of three hours, both were becoming tiresome of the little charade.

"_I'm sure they'll be here any minute,"_ Hiccup sighed with a weak smile. "_Probably just lost track of time?"_

It wasn't like Gustav to be late for scheduled things. He like to either make an early appearance or show right on the dot, but a delay like this was really becoming unsettling for the both of them. Hiccup was already beginning to notice Fanghook growing anxious by the way he would carefully take pebbles and stack them atop each other with his claws before toppling them down and starting again.

"_You know- "_Hiccup began when he was steadily balancing the third pebble onto a new tower "_-if you feel ready to go, you can."_

The statement paused the dragon as he turned his head to face her, seated on a piece of driftwood by an open fire to keep warm.

"_I don't mind."_ She finished with a bright grin.

Even though the idea was tempting for Fanghook, he couldn't leave, it wasn't right. Sure he wasn't restricted like Toothless and could fly off wherever he wanted to, but he wanted to wait for Gustav like promised. He said he'd come back for him and Gustav never went back on a promise. Plus, he'd feel guilty if he did go back and left Hiccup on her own. For one thing Toothless would be livid and it seemed in everyone's best interest to not upset someone known for starting a fight if it somehow involved Hiccup, Hookfang had already told him the story.

"_No. I'll wait. I like it here. Besides, I gotta keep a close eye on you in case someone tries to snatch my pal's girl."_ Fanghook smirked with a sly gleam in his amber eyes.

"_Why, thank you for the courtesy, my good sir,"_ Hiccup giggled as her cheeks tinted pink. She knew how jealous Toothless could get and while he was working hard to control his green tendencies it never stopped him from pouting or turning sour when she showed affection to other dragons. It seemed like every dragon she befriended he'd make an effort to keep her to himself, especially if said dragon happened to be male. The only time she could ever think of Toothless getting possessive when a human was involved was the incident at the forge with Aarne. At the time she figured it was because he was scared they'd get caught, but now she beginning to suspect otherwise. Instead of diving into the possibility of Toothless seeing Aarne as some sort of threat to their relationship, she brushed it off her shoulders and watched as the sky began to turn various shades of amethyst and citrine.

"_How are the others now? The riders I mean."_ Hiccup asked, eyes still glue to the horizon.

"_At first we had some struggles. Hookfang almost got himself killed over a toothache and we barely escaped the blizzard intact."_

"_Hookfang?"_ she asked with an arched brow.

"_Yeah, Snotlout's partner. He's the red Nightmare you faced in the arena the day you left Berk. He's actually a really nice guy despite appearances,"_ Fanghook grinned.

"_So Gustav paired them together?"_ Hiccup wondered deeply. "_It makes sense, they both seem to put on a tough guy look."_

"_Fishlegs paired up with Meatlug, the Gronckle. She's super sweet and she mother hens him all the time, but he has it in his head that she's a male. She doesn't mind though…she's kind that way." _He continued.

A smile formed over her face from the news.

"_The twins paired up with a Zippleback, though I don't think you've ever meet them. Barf's the serious one while Belch is more along the lines of goofy. We try to keep a close eye on them since they tend to get into trouble once you turn your back on them."_

A hearty laugh escaped Hiccup's lip. She could just imagine Tuffnut and Ruffnut arguing with their dragon separating the two with each head.

"_And Aarne teamed up with Stormfly, she's the Nadder. They're both super competitive, even with each other but I think she's really mellowed him down."_

Honestly, she'd like to see that someday. Aarne deserved to be happy, she was glad he finally found peace.

"_The sky's so beautiful today. Thor must be happy."_ She said was a satisfied smile, thankful that even the gods seemed pleased with the way thinks were now.

Fanghook let the colors of the heavens dance over his eyes and couldn't help but agree. He didn't know much about the deities of mankind or Thor for that matter, but that didn't change the fact the sky did seem to be smiling brightly for all to see. He hoped soon he'd get the chance to share this sunset with Gustav when he returned.

…

"Give up the dragon, Stoick!" Mildew barked at Stoick with a mass of shouting Vikings to his back. "Look at your people! We've had enough!"

"You're too late." Stoick held his ground. "He's gone."

"Stoick's already sent him off the island!" Gobber added, standing by his friend's side.

Just then, a massive eruption of light swept across the sky and over the molten monstrous faced monument as if to expose their lies and bring the truth to view.

"Thor says otherwise," Mildew scowled. He knew better than to believe in the words of Stoick the Vast, father of the one who started all this trouble. The wolf in lamb's skin.

_Why couldn't the god have gotten rid of the girl when everything was right with the word!?_ He bitterly asked himself every day. Right now however, he had more important manners to attend to, like the finding and ridding that blasted Night Fury. They couldn't have gotten too far in this storm. Any dragon would be testing their fates to face it, especially a downed dragon. "The dragon must still be on the island. FIND THE NIGHT FURY!" he commanded, sending the enraged horde into a blistering frenzy.

As Gustav and Toothless ducked and hid in the shadows between the forest line and the village's edge, Stormfly and Aarne swooped in from atop the rooftops, landing in front of them both.

"Gustav, what's going on?!" the blond asked, seeing the panicked look in his friend's face.

"Mildew's rallied as many villagers as he canand now they're out to get Toothless!" he managed between a pant. "I have to get him off the island, but I can't go the way I came. I can't leave a trail for them to find him! I promised Hiccup I'd find a way to fix everything and I've only managed to make things worse…"

Aarne's fist clenched tightly, anger seething inside of him. He knew Mildew was a low down rat, but he never suspected he would actually ensnare the misguided people to follow in his radical schemes to rid dragons from the island. It would start with Toothless, then two more, and before everyone knew, it the entire island would be barren of dragons. If that were to become the case, Hiccup would never return and Berk would drift back into darkness. Looking over to Toothless, who held his head low like a prisoner on his way to the gallows, Aarne swallowed his pride and petty jealousy if only for this moment to set everything right again. Berk needed Hiccup back, and as much as he would hate to admit it openly, she needed her special someone by her side. If there was one thing he could admire about Toothless, it was that he cared for Hiccup, maybe as much as he did.

"We could hide Toothless in the cove for now?" he quickly suggested, hearing the growing voices of men and women drawing nearer.

"They'll just find him. No, he has to leave. It's the only way to protect everyone. Berk…just isn't ready for them to come back…" Gustav's tone saddened, the back of his throat becoming sore from his frustration over everyone's ignorance and the need to just scream.

"But they'll come back, right?" Aarne more so hoped than asked.

"Yeah, eventually…" Gustav tried to convince himself. "When they all realize this all didn't happen because of Toothless."

By now words could be made out from the pack closing in on them. Both Vikings could never have imagined the foul curses and phrases passing the mouths of the very people they would wave good morning to everyday with their own dragons by their sides. Each curse vibrated throughout the air more venomously than Thor's Fire and they could have sworn the mob approaching consisted of nothing more than vulgar pirates, both Viking boys spitting out at the mere thought.

Turning around and seeing the growing shadows of horns, torches and swords on the sides of the blocking buildings, Aarne returned his attention the fugitive dragon and his accomplice. "You two better go. I've buy you some time."

Giving the last Hofferson a grateful nod, Gustav mounted onto Toothless whose eyes were wide as he viewed the blonde pretty boy with new insight. Just for now, he'd forget this guy hurt the one he loved as he gave him a deep bow before expanding his powerful black wings and taking to the grey clouds where he became nothing but a vague blur.

They managed to escape.

Right when the faint outline of the fugitives vanished from sight, Mildew and his gang of rioting villagers stormed towards Aarne. Mildew gave the once promising boy an icy stare with his steel blue eyes and wrinkled face. "Where's that boy!?" he demanded. "And more importantly, where's the dragon!?"

Thor's hammer slammed down onto a solid piece of cloud, demanding the whereabouts of the two as well.

Stormfly placed herself right behind Aarne, spreading out her blue wings and letting out a defensive screech as the poison barbed spine surrounding her tail pricked up to ward off any possible strike or advancement to her friends' escape or to her riding partner.

"I don't know, Mildew," Aarne glared back at the old man with equal scorn. "But you got your wish. Hiccup and Toothless are never coming back." The words stung his tongue as they escaped his lips.

A few members of the horde paused to this news, a brief realization of guilt flooding over them, while Mildew simply grunted and huffed with dissatisfaction. "FIND THE NIGHT FURY!" He ordered out to the tempted mass, some actually stopping their rioting to lower their heads in shame over what they had done. "ALL OF YA!" Mildew dictated to the halted few. He knew for a fact they couldn't have gotten too far, not with Thor looking down upon them like ants.

_Ants,_ he thought to himself as he and the crowd continued to scope the island for the Night Fury. _Only one way to rid them for sure and that's to rid the queen. We find that Night Fury and have him lead us back to his hive. And once we find that she-wolf of a witch, I'll show them once and for all who the real monster is…_

…

High up into the atmosphere Gustav thought of all the great plans he had in store for Toothless when they first landed onto Berk yesterday. He was going to show him the academy and the perches, give him the grand tour so that he felt welcomed. Like Berk was his second home. It was all planned so well...and yet the gods had other ideas in store of all of them. A part of him wanted to believe Thor was a just and fair protector of man and that this had to be a giant misunderstanding. Toothless had done nothing wrong. He had just gotten there and seemed happy to meet everyone again. He wished he knew the answer as to why all this kept happening. He needed help.

_Help…_ his head lifted, staring to the endless dark grey mass of clouds. What was he going to tell Hiccup when he returned to make the tradeoff? How could he possibly show his face to her after this with a smile or a feeling of accomplishment? He could just hear it.

_Hey Hiccup! Gee, thanks for helping Fanghook with his problems. By the way, everyone on Berk hates Toothless! And guess what? Thor hates him too! I'll see you back on Berk never! Bye!_

Gustav ran his fingers though the hair that fell beyond his helmet to try and rid the illusion he had created in his mind. He never meant for any of this to happen.

A loud brash echo of thunder rang across the heavens and as Gustav looked to see a colossal mass of clouds, darker and thicker than the rest, appearing to block their path of escape. Just as they were making their way to force through the mountain of haze, a flash of blue light outlined a titanic shadow within and for a split-second, they could have sworn Thor himself was acting as their accuser.

Bubbling with newly found anger, Gustav glowered at the shadow in the smog and allowed all the pent up frustrations and rage exit out his mouth in a shattering cry. "WHY ARE YOU DOING THIS TO US THOR?! WHAT HAVE WE DONE TO DESERVE THIS!?"

When the immense figure gave no regard to his interrogations, Toothless let out a screech of ire and blasted a plasma blast, watching as it past the shadow with little effect. As if to taunt the two, another bolt of fire passed the clouds and the image of Thor changed into that parallel to the iron one back on Berk.

"TELL ME!" Gustav screamed.

The figure flashed once more in a taunting manner.

"TELL ME!" he demanded yet again.

A heavy bout of thunder roared as if it were the voice of Thor himself.

"TELLLL MEEEEEEE!" Gustav howled at the top of his lungs and clenched his fists tightly in pure indignation when a series of lightning bolts took close aim for him and Toothless, causing the hovering dragon to jolt and dodge as best he could from the onslaught of white fire.

Holding on to the saddle bars with all his strength, Gustav tried with all his might to keep Toothless in the air and steady his left foot on the pedal, that until now he never noticed it had been trembling from his release of fury. Gaining a sense of control from the panic and disarray, both maneuvered as best they could around Thor's Fire. Each bolt of lightning appeared in mere seconds and inches from them that Gustav could smell burnt ether run up his nostrils, chocking his lungs and blurring his senses.

Thankfully for the both of them, they were experienced flyers -though Gustav would have to admit Toothless was far fast and nimbler than Fanghook- and managed to hold their ground so to speak against the spires of falling light. It was as though they were zooming around a sky stack that consisted of flashing flames instead of solid stone. Honestly, they would have preferred the stone.

Just when the two were beginning to think they could make it out of the lightning field in one piece, a rouge shot aimed perfectly onto Toothless' red fin, eating away at the leather instantly and twisting the metallic rods beyond recognition. Both let out a terrifying yelp as they began to descend from the sky at rapid speeds. Once they broke from the clouds, they realized Thor's barrage of belligerent fire had led them right back to Berk and braced themselves for imminent to the ground below.

…

The plaza was filled to the brim with rioting villagers, turning over crates and barrels in all directions for any clues as to the whereabouts of the Night Fury and Gustav Larson. Mildew's anger had yet to settle or calm in any way as he surveyed the skies for any indication of the two.

"We've searched everywhere, Mildew, they're not here," a tall and portly bearded man approached from behind.

"Well, have you searched the academy or the Larson residence!?" the grey breaded elder hissed.

"N-No sir. I-I'll go check," the man backed away slowly.

Despite Mildew being on the svelte side, he wasn't the kind of man you wanted to anger. Many had seen him struggle in life with his less than muscular built but that never stopped him from using his words to become his greatest weapon. In this case, a tongue is mightier than an axe. He had a way with speaking to a crowd and held a powerful clout of persuasion, and his abilities worked best on the confused, weary, and frightened. In times when swords and arrows won battles, those who knew how to command others and dictate watched from afar as the chaos ensued. That was the kind of man Mildew was, the kind of man he had to become in order to survive in a world where it was kill or be killed.

Distracted by the injustice of it all, Mildew barely missed the smoking trail falling from the sky when a bright flash of lightning lit the world and the image of the fallen dragon and rider appeared in the corner of his eye. A wicked grin laced his face as he calculated their impact location before they ever touched the earth and extended his staff out for all to witness the crash. "THERE THEY ARE!"

With the search put to an end with the discovery of the two, everyone headed straight for the location Mildew pointed to as he lingered behind for a few moments, a sinister smile still on his expression before turning and warping his face to one of scorn and frustration.

"YOU THERE!" he shouted to several men still at the end of the running crowd. "GRAB THAT WHEEL CART AND SOME CHAINS! We're going to end this once and for all…"

…

As Gustav and Toothless spun out of control towards the thick forest of Berk, they were grateful to have repeatedly bounced off of bare, thick and quite frankly painful trees that broke and lessened their fall and kept them in one piece before falling down to the thankfully soft earth. Toothless rose first, feeling sore and bruised in nearly every part of his body and shook off most of the ache before searching around for Gustav. Luckily, he managed to land on top of a thick leafed bush and with a little help from Toothless got back onto his two feet.

Shaking off the leaves and twigs stuck to his clothing and hair, Gustav turned to his friend and let out a mellow 'thankful to be alive' whoop. "You okay there, bud?"

Letting out a low coo, Toothless brought his tail within view, the sound of scolding metal still seething red hoot and giving off a still hiss from their snake-like appearance.

"Hmm," Gustav looked to the broken fin closely, now understanding how they lost control and gave a metal rod a quick touch. The iron was molten hot like it had just gotten out of the kiln and sizzled his skin slightly. Retracting his hand from the heat, Gustav began to put the pieces of this mysterious puzzle together. "That's where the lightning hit…"

As if pleased by the boy's realization, Thor let out another string of lightning bolts onto the village of Berk to show him what the bringer of all this calamity was. Gustav watched as one by one, lightning struck the metal dragon perches, the hit areas glowing an amber blaze before finally colliding the last bolt onto the raised hammer of his distorted iron image.

Piecing together the clues as well as the information he had learned over the past two days, Gustav's mouth opened with realization. "The metal…"

He thought back to Barnstat and the items he had collect from his pillage on Berk. Weapons, pots, kettles, metallic objects. Everything that was hit with the lightning was metal in nature or had an affiliation with it. Thor's wrath was not directed at Barnstat or Toothless per say, but perhaps it was the metal surrounding them that captured his attention.

"I wonder…" Gustav whispered to him.

Before he could further this new hypothesis, a silent bolas swished through the air and entangled Toothless where he rested on the ground. The binds wrapped around him tightly, constricting his wings and front paws from movement.

"SECURE THE DRAGON!" Mildew's voice could be heard approaching as several men sped forward towards Toothless with heavy chains.

"TOOTHLESS!" Gustav reached out and ran to defend him but was hindered by the grasp of a firm hand over his forearm, pulling him away from the scene. "NO! LEAVE HIM ALONE! LET HIM GO!" he fought back with kicks and feeble punches that did little to the man yanking him over to Mildew.

"Don't try and stop us!" ordered Mildew to the young boy before him. "You'll only make it worse for your 'queen's' precious dragon!"

Toothless was putting up a massive struggle as men piled onto the dark beast to try and detain him, letting out loud growls and feral roars to those approaching him with even more binds and restraints.

"MUZZLE THE BEAST!" Mildew shouted. A man with a thick leather muzzle came forth and steadied his hands, seeing the full array of sharp teeth within the dragon's mouth and felt Hiccup had a twisted sense of humor for naming the dragon the opposite of what he was. Through much fuss and even more man power, the muzzle was finally secured extra tight around the Night Fury, shutting up his infernal racket and preventing him from releasing any fire blasts, thought honestly if Toothless wanted to kill these men, he could have done it long before they considered binding his mouth.

"TOOTHLESS!" Gustav attempted to blitz towards him but was stopped by two men, each holding the boy back by the shoulder.

With the muzzle on him and chains wrapped around his wings and shackles over his paws, Toothless was forcefully pulled by several strong men to the wheeled cart, putting up a fight like no Viking could ever imagine. Once his body was on the cart and positioned so, a second group of men came forward to attach thick and heavy cast iron clips onto predrilled holes and locking each in place as well as collaring his neck with dense wood to prevent movement. When it was finally complete, every man available except Mildew was panting heavily as their muscles ached and scream for them to stop. Hearing the Night Fury struggle desperately be the iron binds and chains have everyone take a step back to gather and comprehend what they had just done.

The Night Fury. Dragon feared by all and hunted by none, was captured.

"Take the dragon to the docks and load the ship. We're going to pay the 'queen' a little visit and return her beloved beast!"

The men followed Mildew's orders and began pulling the cart back towards the direction of the village, his audible growls feared greatly before he turned to face Gustav with large puppy eyes as if to say 'Help me'.

"Say your goodbyes, Gustav, 'cause that's the last you'll ever see of that dragon." Mildew bit with a grin as he gestured for the two men to release him and once free, Gustav ran as fast as he could to stop the cart and rescue him.

Managing to catch up with the speeding cart, Gustav desperately clawed at the wooden structure, trying to hold on and reach out for Toothless, the dragon who had once saved him from a tree and showed him that dragons were not blood crazed animals but remarkable creatures who could bring great change and good to the world. As Gustav's jade eyes and Toothless' of serpentine crossed paths and reflected each other's like a ponds surface, a bump to the wheel stirred the cart and caused Gustav to lose hold. Falling to the cold, unforgiving earth, Gustav watched with a grime smudged face and watery eyes as Toothless was carted away into darkness.

"_Gustav." _Toothless managed between the muzzle.

"Toothless."

…

Wheeled back into the village, Toothless watched as people began to come out of their houses to stare as he was carted down the stone pathways to the docks. Lightning continued to rain down upon the metal perches surrounding the village and to those bearing witness to the display of descending fires, felt it as a sign from Thor himself that what they had in hand was exactly what he wanted.

With every turn of the wooden wheel, Toothless could feel his freedom slipping away as well as his hope that he and the people Hiccup still truly cared for would never be able to exist on the same soil. They were scared, he could see it in their eyes as they gazed up on him. He wondered how they saw him. Did they see his claws that were like sharp black daggers? Had they taken notice how his eyes appeared to fluoresce which gave them a demonic glow? Could they hear the low and rumbling sounds coming from the back of his throat?

He felt pity for them, for they did not know that what they were seeing was what they perceived of him and not the true image of what he was. They did not know that his claws, while sharp and deadly, were sheathed to bluntness. They could not see that his illuminated eyes dilated to those of onyx saucers and yearned for understanding. They had not realize that his deep vibration were those of panic, fear and sorrow. They could only trust what was before them with their eyes, and what they saw was a Night Fury: the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself.

Nothing more.

By the time the man finally pulled the cart to the edge of the village for the docks, women, children and the elderly had gathered while still at a safe distance to see the black dragon vigorously tug and try to pull the heavy metal chains from his body. The sound of his scaled body and the cast iron colliding and scraping against each other sent shivers through everyone's spine as the thought that at any moment he could break loss and destroy them all entered their minds.

"Is the ship ready?" Mildew asked as a muscular man walked up the wooden incline from the docks to the village edge.

"Loaded and prepared to set off once the dragon is boarded," the man responded with a salute.

"Good," the old man grinned before turning to the crowd with his arms raised high. "TONIGHT, WE RID THE NIGHT FURY AND EASE THOR'S ANGER! WE'RE GOING TO SEND THIS BEAST BACK FROM WENCE IT CAME, AND SEE TO IT THAT IT NEVER RETURNS TO BERK AGAIN!"

The crowd cheered loudly, too driven by fear and confusion to question what it all meant in the end. Mildew had them all in the palm of his hand.

While everyone shouted and screamed, Mildew slowly walked over to Toothless and lowered himself to eyelevel, an ominous kinked smirk on his old face as he whispered for only him to hear.

"You should be happy, dragon. Soon you'll be back with your sweet **Hiccup**." He spat her name out with hatred and disgust.

This didn't make sense to Toothless, not one bit. This guy hated dragons, and from what he could tell, he hated Hiccup ever more. So why would he want to allow the two to be…

It then hit him like a ton of bricks. His eyes went feral and his ears pulled back as Mildew gave out a maniacal chuckle. "So you're a smart one? Should have guessed it, but it doesn't matter. I've already won."

Standing back up, Mildew motioned for the men to continue on with pulling the cart to the docks, children holding their parents close as they watched the Night Fury thrash and bash around his tight prison chains to the point where they needed men to stand on top of the cart to hold him down and limit his movements.

As they finally made it to the pier where the readied ship was docked and began preparing the cranes to hoist Toothless onto it, Stoick and Gobber pushed through the crowd, past Mildew, and blocked them from doing anything further.

The storm from above continued to scream and demand attention.

"I know you're afraid!" Stoick shouted to his people. "You have every right to be! But this isn't how we do things on Berk! These dragons are not the beasts we once thought they were! They're part of us now!" He looked to those he knew had dragons in their homes, treated them like family. What example would they be giving if they allowed this injustice to continue?

"Not this one!" Mildew jabbed his staff forward towards Toothless. "It's brought us nothing but trouble!"

"Release the dragon, Mildew." By the way Stoick had lowered his voice and glared solely at the old man, caused the men surrounding Mildew to step away and the people watching from above to shutter. It was normal to hear their chief yell and shout when he was angry at something, but when his voice was low and still, it meant he was close to beyond comprehension mad.

Mildew however, was unfazed by his chief's tone and held his ground firmly. He had waited too long for this and he wasn't about to let an oversized red-haired Viking get in the way of seeking his vengeance.

"Open your eyes, Stoick! It's the only solution and you know it. It worked with Barnstat and it'll work with…**Toothless**." He cussed out his name right as Thor unleased another stream of thunderbolts.

"Toothless is NOT Barnstat!" Stoick bellowed from the top of his lungs.

"You had your chance Stoick!" bit Mildew. "You leave your people no choice."

With the snap of his fingers, several men marched forward to finish the job and place the Night Fury onto the boat when the two men blocking their way drew their weapons and took stance.

"IF YOU WANT TO GET TO THAT DRAGON, YOU'RE GONNA HAVE TO GO THROUGH US!" Stoick the Vast held his sword out and Gobber his trusty hammer to the very men they fought by in battle, shared meals together in the Great Hall during feasts and offered advice and guidance to in their times of need. Never in their lives did they think they'd have to challenge them like this.

As the men prepared with weapons of their own, the sound of shoves and bantering came forward as Bucket, Mulch, Gothi, and Mrs. Larson pushed through the crowd to join their chief in the aid of Toothless. They hadn't lost sight as to what this meant to not just the Vikings of Berk, but to the dragons Hiccup governed on her island. An instigation like this would break the peace between the two islands.

It could mean war.

"Thank you lads, ladies," Stoick bowed to them as they stood by his side.

"Eh, if we're choosing sides, Mulch? Uh, there's more over there. Lots more," Bucket whispered over to his friend, a comment that earned him a stern smack to his bucket by Gothi as she tsked.

On the opposite end of the pier, men and women shouted cries of battle, their hearts pumping and the itch to fight at the ends of their clenched fists.

"We stand with the Chief, Bucket. We stand by Toothless." Mulch said proudly as he positioned himself for a brawl. He and Bucket may be fishermen, but they had fought their fair share of marauders, pirates and beasts in their days. A village full of Berk's finest was nothing compared to the trials a man faced out at sea.

The two ends seemed ready for an epic battle on the narrow pathway of the dock and the scenery fit perfectly for a skirmish. Lightning flew around in all directions, even more rapid and frequent than any other time before with castanets and snares of thunder acting as the war drums. Just when the mob of Mildew preparing to step forward to spar, a loud and low roar echoed in the air. To many the sound was familiar, only this particular cadence held more gusto and command.

Soaring with massive wings, Goliath flew down towards the dock area and hovered right by Stoick and his crew, his sharp set of teeth exposed. His primary mission was to determine the state of Berk and its treatment of dragons. He thought the bad apple in the group was Mildew, but as they say, one bad apple could ruin a bunch. And while he knew the actions of his followers were based solely on fear and the judgment they placed onto Toothless before knowing him, he couldn't ignore who they were choosing to deal with this.

Soon, more dragons descended from above and took side with Goliath, even dragons that held relations with Vikings on the opposing end. All around, Nightmares, Nadders, Gronckles, Zipplebacks, and Terrors hung in the air, staring and growling at the people they had called friends. Bones and Etch held themselves high and let out perching screeches into the air. They were going to stick by their brethren. Berk may be a land where it was Viking before dragon, but a dragon would always remain loyal to those they trusted, respected and bowed to. Hiccup was the queen of the Dragon Island nest. Toothless was her solider, adviser and partner and Stoick the Vast, her father. They'd stand by their loyalties, even if it meant reverting back to the days of old and rekindling a war she ended and lost her home and leg for.

It was either freedom for one, or a war from all.

Thunder clanged loudly as electricity surrounded Berk in more ways than one. The atmosphere was tense, thick and smelt of saltwater and angry wind. Stoick, with eyes like emeralds fixated to the frozen pools that were Mildew's.

"Looks like we're doing the old fashioned way." Mildew hissed.

"It appears so." Stoick whispered, thunder sounding off like gunfire.

.…

Gustav wasn't too sure how much time he had left, he just knew if his legs stopped running at top speed, all the work he, the riders, the dragons and Hiccup put into to bring everyone together would have been for not. He had to stop the ship from leaving port. But how was he going to convince everyone that the real culprit behind all this electricity was not Toothless, but metal? He wasn't even too sure he was on to something with that hypothesis but it was all he had to go with. If his theory was correct, it'd change everything Vikings knew. He had to try.

Sprinting to the forge, Gustav looked around for anything metal he could use to show his fellow Berkians before it was too late. Turning his head to a wooden beam, a rusty double-headed spear caught his attention and he wasted no time taking it into his dirt and grass stained hands, readying himself to prove a dragon's innocence or fight for his freedom like a Viking.

"Gustav!" Aarne and the other riders called out as they raced to the forge. They were panting and sweating like they had ran a marathon around the island, which they felt they had after trying to convince those who would listen that none of this involved Toothless or the other dragons for that matter.

"They've got Toothless!" Aarne said as he caught his breath. "They're about to flood him out to sea!"

"No, they're not. Mildew's gonna use him to try to get to Hiccup. I can't let that happen. Why do you think I have this?" Gustav said holding out the long spear, a glow of confidence in his eyes.

His fellow dragon riders stared in utter silence. None had ever taken Gustav for the bold type, but then again this was Gustav. He wasn't one for convention so it was always difficult to understand what he was thinking.

This however, didn't stop the twins from taking a gander at the possibilities.

"Oh, that's a tough one!" Tuffnut smiled as he rubbed the bottom of his chin. "How many guesses do we get?! Five?!"

His sister mimicked his gestures, only with a more serious and less thrilled expression.

"Oh, gods," Gustav rolled his eyes. He didn't have time for this. "Aarne," he said reaching forward and yanking on his wrist for him to follow. His grip was surprisingly strong and left Aarne wondering where all this strength was coming from. "Fly me to the docks!"

No questions asked, Aarne followed his orders and whistled out for Stormfly who jumped down from the roof of the forge and mounted up, pulling Gustav to seat behind him before they took to the sky for the pier. What they saw was what looked to be the beginnings of another war as dragons and Vikings faced one another, each group bearing their fangs and their eyes filled with the poison of panic.

"Come on, Stormfly!" Aarne tightened his grip on the saddle as his Nadder charged down towards the two battalions with whirlwind speed, becoming a blur of blues and yellows as she interjected a collision with the two parties.

"STOP!" Gustav shouted out to the rivaling gatherings as Stormfly slowed to turn around the chaos and land in-between the madness as barrier to any onslaught.

Dismounting off of the Nadder, Gustav held his arms out towards Mildew's crowd, the spear tightly clenched in his left hand as men shouted and hissed for him to stand down.

"You can get rid of Toothless! You could throw him off the edge of the world-" he panted and paced back and forth wildly, waving the spear about as he spoke.

His words surprised the hovering dragons greatly. Gustav had been the one to first defend the Night Fury, now he was giving the madmen ideas of how to vanish him from existence. Even his mother and the others' standing by Toothless' side were shocked to hear such revelations.

"-but it's not going to stop this lightning from destroying Berk!" he finished, silencing any doubt the dragon and the others had over his statement.

The parade before him scoffed and ridiculed, uttering out stinging phrases a child should never have to hear from neighbors.

"It's the metal…" the young boy said lifting up the rusty spear over his head. A bolt of claw-like lightning brightened the background of dark skies as he did so. "The lightning is hitting the metal."

Louds bellows of laughter erupted from the crowd before him, all holding onto their guts and wiping off a tear from their eyes. They had never heard such a ridiculous claim.

"Just think about it! We've never had a lightning storm like this until we put up those perches!" Gustav defended, pacing around the narrow dock once more.

The crowd seemed less than persuaded.

"That statue, right?!" he pointed out to the misshapened figure in the distance that once lustered and shine. Now it appeared blacked from countless striking's with metal bent and contorted beyond recognition. "And they're all made of metal!"

Mildew gagged at the very notion. "You ever heard of anything so INSANE?!" He asked to the mass by his side and receiving a collective siren of screeches to the idea. "And even if what you're saying was conceivably true, don't forget YOU were the one who suggested having them made!"

If the horde of disgruntled Vikings were solely livid with the Night Fury, now they had a finger of blame to point over to Gustav Larson. As far as Mildew could see, the more people he brought down from their high horse, the better…

"But I didn't know then! Neither did Barnstat when he stole all those things! Metal things! Don't you see?! It's been the metal this whole time!" Gustav pleaded, a rush of red washing over his face. Seeing that his words were not registering a response or reaction, Gustav knew know only physical proof would sway their mentalities. Turning around, he raced over to Toothless, still strapped done with chains and iron and gave him a reassured look before reaching for his damaged metal fin. "See, this is where the lightning struck Toothless. On this connecting rod. This metal connecting rod…" he held it forward for all to see the tangle of metal wires.

Murmurs and babbles silently echoed over the crowd, many looking to each other with confused expressions. Not too long ago that fin was covered in bright red leather, now it looked nothing like it once was. Just like the statue of Thor near the Great Hall.

Hearing all the whispers from the men and women around him, Mildew groaned lowly. He was so close to acting out his plans, he wasn't about to have a do-gooder like Larson foil his schemes with things like logic and reason. The less informed and ignorant he kept the people, the better for him. Glaring at the said boy, Mildew spat in his direction.

"Metal! You mean to tell us, the Great and Powerful Thor, has done all of this over measly metal?! Where's your proof of that?! For all we know, YOU'RE just distracting us from the truth here!"

"I'm telling the truth, I know this is what Thor's been aiming for!" Gustav boasted at the top of his lungs.

"And how, per tell do you know this for a fact!" Mildew wanted to hear him say it. He wanted the boy to say the words he knew would get everybody riled up again.

"Because…" Gustav swallowed. He thought back to what he and Toothless had seen up in the clouds. It had to be real, and yet, wasn't sure. So far he had been doing his best to spill out all the facts he knew, all the information he had gathered, but what they had experienced up their could only be described as divine intervention. Taking a deep breath and shutting his eyes, Gustav silenced the world around him. All the sound from the humming drone of thunder in the distance to the constant beats of wings flapping above him drowned away.

He didn't have the options of being wrong in a time like this. Lives were in the balance as well as the peace between man and dragon.

_Come on, Gustav, think! What am I doing wrong?!_

As if to haunt him all at once, all the voices of doubt inside of him spoke forward, telling him he was a failure and that nothing he could do was going to stop this. Each voice he knew. They were the very voices of his people, his friends. He could hear every taunt Snotlout had ever told him flood him all at once and the disappointed hecklings of people looking down to him like a child. They kept grown louder and louder, telling him he was wrong and that this was all his doing.

_What does he know? He's only a child!_ One voiced yelled out.

_Go home, Larson!_ Another added.

_You've done nothing for this village!_ A third cried.

His head was spinning and his heart raced like never before. He felt bottled up and trapped. He felt scared.

_Don't blame yourself for this..._ he could hear a voice softly whisper to him.

His eyes shot open and his breath unleashed itself from his lungs slowly. It was like he was breathing for the first time. He WAS right and he WASN'T to blame for any of this. Neither was Toothless. Straightening his back and puffing out his chest, Gustav looked to the people before him and with confidence in his heart, said the words no one had expected him to say.

"Thor told me himself!"

A massive gasp escaped from the Viking collective. A statement like that was almost sacrilegious. No one person dared to perceive or preach on behalf of a god without the proper authority or experience with soothsaying. For young nine and a half Gustav Larson to make such a bold claim was mockery.

People were now giving him blistering stares and growling under their breaths, no longer vengeful towards the Night Fury who tried as best he could to in his language to tell Gustav not to worry about him and safe himself.

"Look if you don't believe me, I can prove!" Gustav shouted, still high on assurance and justice. Putting Toothless' tail back down, he ran back to Stormfly and Aarne and grabbed on to his hand as he was hoisted up onto the back of the saddle once more. "Fly me up." He ordered.

Taking to the air, Stormfly lifted the two up towards the top of the mast on the ship, hovering momentarily as Gustav jumped off and perched himself on the wooden beam like a trapezes artist.

"Are you sure you know what you're doing?" Aarne asked, though by now he knew it was a little late to be making comments like this. He just wanted to make sure his friend still had his head on his shoulders.

"Sure? Uh, that's a strong word," Gustav sheepishly smiled. "It's really more of a hunch."

Aarne gave Gustav a troubled stare, both his eyes visible from the gusts of wind pushing his bangs back.

"I'll be fine. Go."

Not entirely convinced by his friend's less than persuading statement, Aarne reluctantly did as he was told and flew back down to the bottom to interject anymore conflict between the two sides.

"GUSTAV! GET DOWN FROM THERE!" Mrs. Larson cried out.

"Oh boy, here he goes again." Gobber sighed seeing the boy balance himself as best he could against the turbulent winds.

"He doesn't make it easy." Stoick added. "GUSTAV! THIS IS YOUR CHIEF TALKING! YOU DON'T HAVE TO DO THIS!"

"You'll all see for yourselves!" Gustav ignored, too focused on setting things right than worrying about the dangers ahead. "When I attach this metal rod to the top of this mast, the lightning will be drawn to…!"

Possibly from impatience or lack of better timing, a single blast of lightning shot out by Thor from the darkest cloud in the sky and marked its point of descent for Gustav and his rusty spear. A wild shrug of raw energy enveloped Gustav as he could feel every nerve in his body zap and pulsate sporadically. The taste of copper and fire dance on his tongue and the last thing he remembered was his brief life flashing before his eyes. A piercing high-pitched ring kept growing louder and louder in his ears and for a moment, he felt they'd explode from the sheer volume that was causing his head to go numb. Just as the memory of seeing Thor in the clouds manifested in his sights, his heart stopped and his body lost control.

"GUSTAV!" Mr. Larson screamed as her son and only child's entire body lit up in a mass of blue light before seeing his limbs go limp as gravity took him down from the mast of the ship to the deep black waters below.

Laying witness to the sight, the men and women who had moments ago shouted at him for being a blasphemous prescient were now shouting out wails of concern and despair. What had they done? Their acts of stubbornness and fear caused this. Caused a young boy to test his fate and prove to them they…were wrong.

"_GUSTAV!" _Toothless roared out, thrashing his body and tightening his muscles to the point where they ached and screamed for him to stop. However, he was far beyond coming to his senses. With every fiber of his being and every ounce of strength in his arsenal, Toothless pulled away from the heavy chains and iron bars holding him down. The screeching cries of metal forcefully bending and stretching filled the air and masked the booms of thunder and lightning. Cracking sounds could be heard from the wooden collar expanding from his neck muscles tightening up before cracking and spitting into several chucks. He pulled his jaws apart till the leather muzzle was nothing but an overstretched and thin band and clawed at the wooden boards of the cart until they were nothing but splinters as he tore through the thick binds surrounding his body, light traces of red tracing down his body. Extending his wings, Toothless leaped from the shattered pieces of what was once a cart and into the ocean.

Viking and dragon alike watched as the Night Fury destroyed the binds and dove straight into the waters without a moment's notice, their eyes filled with a mixture of amazement and disbelief.

…

The dark depths of the Archipelago waters swallowed Gustav with ease, draping him down into further darkness as water began to fill his parted mouth. He was unconscious, his eyes closed and his body floating downward like he was merely in a deep sleep rather than near possible death. If he were awake and able to say his goodbyes to the people above, he'd say he forgave them all and that he hoped they knew the truth. He'd tell Fanghook he was sorry for letting him down and not keeping his promise. To Hiccup, he'd just want to hold onto her one last time. He always felt safest in her arms. Mostly, he'd tell his mother he loved her and that he always will. Instead, here he was, comatose as saltwater entered his lungs and the faint light from above left the traces of his face.

When his heart was still beating, he never contemplated death or the reality that everything left the world someday. He had been too busy trying to become a Viking and become a legend that people years from now would look to and say, "That was Gustav Larson, he was a great Viking." Maybe they remember him now by saying, "That was Gustav Larson. He showed us the truth."

When the saltine waters seemed to finally have the boy all to themselves, a powerful force swam to the small figure, trails of red fluid trailing behind him like ribbons. Toothless wasn't about to let this boy become another victim to the sea, not if he could stop it.

Gustav saved him, now it was time to return the favor. Not because it was his obligation, but because he was his friend. With each stroke Toothless made, bridging the gap between him and the falling boy, he prayed to anyone who would listen to a dragon's prayers to allow this boy to live.

His life had yet to begin.

Once contact was made and he had Gustav securely in his paws, he darted back up with lightning speed and brought them both back up to the land of air and lightning.

…

Helen was hysterical the ten seconds Gustav and Toothless were below sight in the unclear waters. It took Stoick, Gobber, Bucket and Mulch to stop her from diving down in herself. She couldn't stop the tears following down her cheeks like rain and her wailing screams could be heard from the farthest end of the island. There was a pain in her heart and it was like nothing she had ever felt before. It was not like the pain one got when burned by dragon's fire or jabbed at with a sword, those were tolerable pains. This, this felt like her heart was being ripped into, piece by piece and forced to rot away in the pit of her stomach.

No pain was ever greater than that of a parent losing their treasured child.

With shaking hands and guilt filled hearts, the men, women and elders surrounding the docks fell silent and for a brief moment, so did the heavens. The comprehension of what had happened caused many to kneel down and wallow in deep shame while other dove into the water, trying to right the wrong they had aided in.

Aarne had stopped breathing, his eyes wide and his pupils constricted to the size of a pin. Of all the things he could have told Gustav, he asked if he was sure. He came to learn that day that there was nothing scarier than watching a friend die.

An eruption of water burst forth from the sea as Toothless pulled Gustav's still body onto the wooden planks of the pier, a mixture of saltwater and blood running down his body as he pressed down onto his chest several times, desperately trying to release the trapped liquid in his lungs and hopefully to start his heart up again.

"_Come on, Gustav!" _Toothless pled with each pump. "_Don't do this to me! You have to fight it! Everyone counts on you! They need you back!"_

The hovering dragons took rest where they could on the neighboring piers, watching and listening as the Night Fury begged for the little boy to open his eyes, take a breath of air and live. By the time the other riders got there, all they could see was their academy instructor and friend's unresponsive body.

Not giving up, Toothless gave one final press over Gustav's chest and let out a sigh of relief when a hard cough escaped him as well as the briny water from his lungs.

"Gustav!" Mr. Larson cried as she ran to kneel by Toothless and her son, his breathing weak and his pulse faint. A new set of tears cascaded down her face as a faint shrill of joy escaped her. "He's alive! You brought him back to life!"

The entire mass of Vikings and dragons thundered out, overjoyed by the news. The anger that had filled their heart was gone. This Night Fury, no, Toothless, saved and brought Gustav back. There was no way in Hel they could believe anymore he was a monster of a creature of destruction. What he had done was quite possibly the most noble act of selflessness they had ever seen and if the gods truly did not want the dragon on Berk, than it was tough luck for them.

As much as he would have loved to join in on the laughter and joy, Toothless was tired and the cuts over his body stung greatly. With a low mewl, he collapsed to the side of Gustav and his mother, his serpentine eyes barely able to stay open.

Mrs. Larson looked over to Toothless with concern that he was fading, but felt better knowing it was merely fatigue that brought him down. Placing a hand onto his forehead, she gave him a soothing pet and smiled brightly as she cradled her faintly breathing child in her arm. "Thank you, for saving my son."

"_Thank you, for trusting me…"_ Toothless purred softly before closing his eyes and falling into deep sleep.

…

Inside her cave, Hiccup slowly stirred a pot of wild mushrooms and beet stew while Fanghook finished his basket of assorted fish. They tried to stay as positive and lively as they could even if the back of their throats ached from not knowing where their friends were or that they were doing. There were times when Hiccup would rise from her seat and stare out into the starlight sky. She'd close her eyes and try to sense them on the wind but could only feel the light tickle of cool winds brush her skin and white gown. Somehow though, deep inside she could feel they were alright and that it wasn't their time to return back yet as if something inside was telling her everything was fine. Those feelings were the only thing keeping her from panicking and becoming apprehensive.

"_They sure are late…"_ Fanghook exhaled, looking down to the empty basket before him.

"_Yeah… It's strange, but I know they're okay and that they'll be here when the time is right,"_ said Hiccup as she ladled herself a bowl of hot stew.

"_How can you be sure?"_ he asked curling up next to her.

"_Hmm, I guess you can call it instinct, or intuition… Can you keep a secret?" _She asked slowly.

Humming to confirm, he listened as she inhaled patiently.

"_Lately, I've been seeing things. I've told Toothless about it but…I haven't told him I've been hearing things as well. Voices..." _Her voice softened before taking a spoonful of the stew and chewing on the hot pieces of beet and mushroom with no rush.

Lifting his head, Fanghook stared at the young queen before him. She helped him out so much, maybe there was something he could do to help her.

"_You're scared of what you're seeing and hearing?"_

She nodded her head lightly. "_When Toothless and I were on Stinger Island, I heard a voice. He sounded so familiar, like I knew him once. But no matter how hard I try, I can't put a face to the voice and when I feel I'm getting close to figuring it out my head begins to hurt." _Dipping her spoon into her bowl, she whirled it around the rim and watched as the contents swished around with lost eyes. "_As much as I want to know more about this person and how I'm connected to him, I'm scared of what I might find. Maybe I blocked out those memories for a reason? What if…?"_ She couldn't finish her sentence. Her hands were shaking and her eyes were becoming clouded with dewdrops.

Not knowing what else to do, Fanghook placed his cheek next to Hiccup's and gave it a tender rub. Moving away from Berk had allowed her grow independent and more confident but at the same time leaving her more vulnerable to her own insecurities. He continued to brush against her warm cheek until her breathing mellowed and her body stopped trembling.

"_When I was small, I had heard Mildew say I wasn't my father's daughter and for the longest time, I believed it. I'm scared these voices I've been hearing: my mother, a strange man, and one who calls me his 'sister', is proof of that. I'm afraid of finding out that I could have had a family and for some reason or another, they left me…"_

Fanghook's heart bled for his friend. He knew first hand just how awful Mildew's words could be, he could only imagine how damaging they could be towards a child. Thinking over what she had said, he lifted himself up and positioned himself to face her.

"_I know what it's like to lose your family and the fear that comes with it. I live with that feeling every day. But…I found happiness with my new family. It's never going to be a replacement, but I'm grateful I have people like Gustav, you, and the others." _He buzzed with a smile. _"I don't think it matters what Mildew says, because I know for a fact you and the chief are family. I see it, right here,"_ he lifted a claw and placed it onto her chest, pointing to her heart. "_When you realize what these visions are, just know that they can never change who you are. I promise to keep this our secret."_

With her lips tightly pressed, Hiccup smiled and let a tear fall from her face. Placing her bowl down, she stood and gave the Nightmare before her a comforting hug. "_Thank you."_

After finishing her meal and giving the sky a final glace, Hiccup and Fanghook turned down the fire to the pit and curled up by each other, thankful to have each other as well as a family they could trust.

…

When Gustav opened his eyes, his ears were ringing something horrible and his head felt like it had been hit with a ton of bricks. He groaned as he lifted himself by the elbows and could make out the outlines of his bedroom and realized he was in bed covered under warm furs. By the way the light from outside his window glowed, he could guess it was just after sunrise. Thinking back, he remembered being onto of the mast on the boat before feeling everything go blank. His throbbing migraine soon subsided and his eyes began to focus fully. Seeing a dark figure with large green eyes approaching him, he nearly fell out of his bed with utter amazement.

"Toothless!" He reached out to touch him with a wide smile to make sure he was real and not a figment. "What happened bud?"

Toothless purred loudly and rubbed his forehead over Gustav's thankful he finally woke up from his experience. He himself had woken up a few hours ago in Gothi's hut, trying to treat his wounds and immediately stormed out in a huff to the Larson home to see if Gustav was still alive. Once he learned the young boy was resting, he began licking over his cut skin and healing himself to full recovery. Overall, he was glad Gustav was safe.

Letting out a playful chuckle from Toothless' affections, Gustav could hear loud footsteps coming up the stair and saw his mother, eyes puffy and sleepless widen with joy as she ran to him with open arms.

"My son!" she sang. "You're alright!" Holding her son as tight as she could without hurting him, she kissed his forehead and cheeks lovingly while he kept asking her what happened.

"You took a lightning bolt to the head," the chief replied behind them.

"Just like Barnstat!" Gobber added making his way up to the room. "Except we would be throwing you off the island."

"So, everyone knows Thor wasn't mad at Toothless?" Gustav asked with a slightly meek voice.

"They do now." Stoick confirmed with a smile.

"Until we figure out WHY Thor was angry at the metal, we're all walking on eggshells." Gobber said as he gestured his hands.

From outside, the sound of metal clangs and grunts filled the air, prompting everyone to go down and investigate the commotion. Opening the front door, Gustav could see the sun was shining and the clouds were back to their puffy whiteness as opposed to the thick grey they had been not too long ago.

"Hey, it's Gustav!" Ruffnut said loudly, causing the other riders to race over to check up on his condition.

"You okay, man!?" Snotlout asked first.

"Are you feeling better?" Fishlegs added.

"What was the last color you saw before your death!?" Tuffnut inquired, his arms held outward for dramatic effect before he was punch to the ground by Aarne, who gave a firm clout to Gustav's shoulder.

"That's for scaring me," he said with a serious face before smiling and giving Gustav a rough rustle to his thick and wild dark tresses. "Glad you're back."

Gustav couldn't help but smile seeing all his friends. It felt nice knowing they cared. His attention was directed back towards the sound of metal clanging to the ground as men and women all around worked to take down the metal dragon perches and replacing them with stone-like houses with strong wooden roofs, platforms and openings. They resembled the one Aarne had designed for Stormfly and were able to house several dragons at a time. There were even rounded spaces in the stone base of the structure for added capacity. Each new house was placed on once open areas of land and somehow round out the village a little more, making it feel larger and more connected.

Turning towards the Great Hall, he could see the giant disfigured statue of Thor being pushed down to its side. A sigh escaped him as his lips pressed into a frown. "We worked so hard on that statue. Kind of a shame to just scrap it for parts…"

Placing a hand over Gustav's shoulder, Stoick gave him a light encouraging shake. "Well, maybe we don't have too. Why don't you take it to one of the high points of the island and leave it there."

"Good idea, Chief!" Tuffnut praised as he top back to his two feet. "Heh, would have thought of it myself, but I'm not the chief."

"Oh, we'll handle that for you," Snotlout confirmed with crossed arms and a sly smirk before giving his uncle a thumbs up.

"You coming, Gustav?" Aarne asked.

"Can I, mom?" Gustav looked to his mother with big jade eyes.

Before she could answer, it was Gobber himself who denied him his wish. "Not so fast! I can't have you going anywhere...without this."

He handed Gustav a bright red fin, an exact replica of Toothless' old one and his smile grew even more. "What do you say, Toothless. Wanna take the grand tour of Berk before you have to head back home?"

Jumping over the small crowd before him, Toothless positioned himself to accept his new fin, wanting more than anything to finally be accepted himself.

…

"Blasted Larson!" Mildew grumbled taking a gulp of his morning porridge, his left eye twitching and blackened. "Because of that little brat, everyone gone and accepted the Night Fury! Worst of all those dragons are here to stay!"

His sheep, Fungus, bleated loudly as if to say 'I told you so' with a blank face.

"I would have had that shapeshifting queen within my grasps by now!" he scowled tightening his grip over the wooden spoon in his right hand. "That girl's played it safe these past ten years, not morphing into that hideous dragon body of hers!"

Fungus rolled his eyes and listened to Mildew's rant. He had heard this chorus over a thousand times.

"But she can't hide forever. She'll come back eventually, and when she does, I'll be ready to expose her for the witch she is!" he pounded onto the wooden table hard, causing the mead in his mug to jump. He wasn't finished with his schemes, not by a longshot. He'd have his revenge, one way or another. As he pushed and gathered the last spoonful of porridge to the side of the bowl, a loud earth quaking sensation fell onto the earth right near his house that shook his handing weapons and trinkets from the ceiling and walls. Giving an irritated moan, Mildew rose from his seat and marched for the front door but not before tripping over the white fluff ball that was Fungus in front of him, landing face fist onto the stone floor.

Readjusting himself, he fumed his way to the entrance of his house and opened the door to find a large, blackened statue three feet by his footsteps. He growled and hissed upon staring at it and bubbled with anger as a long stretch of rope fell from above onto his horned helmet. Grabbing the line, he gave it a confused stare before the sound of dragon screeches sounded off in the distance along with the cadence of adolescent laughter.

Raising a fist into the air, Mildew shouted out to the group of retreating dragon riders, aiming most of his vengeful spirit towards the black dragon with one red fin and his temporary rider. "YOU'LL PAY FOR THIS!

Fungus too, let out a similar remark, knowing now he'd have to hear out this from his friend for the next week or two.

"I'm not sure that's what the chief had in mind guys." Gustav said as they raced away from the shouts for the man below.

"Hey, that's the way I understood it." Snotlout smugly smiled from atop Hookfang.

"How long till he goes down to complain about his new 'lawn gnome'?" Tuffnut snickered, Ruffnut laughing with a little snort in the end.

"I don't think he'll be showing his face in town for the next few days," Aarne sneered. "You should have seen what your mom did with his face, Gustav. She was not happy."

"_I would have ripped him to shreds,"_ Toothless growled as they turned round the island to head back to town.

"_Now that, I believe."_ Hookfang smirked. "_You did a brave thing back there, Toothless. I know it's not much, but thank you. Gustav, he means a lot to us."_

Giving the red Nightmare a quick glance, Toothless grinned slightly. "_I know. He means a lot to Hiccup and Fanghook too. What you guys do here every day, I want to thank you for. This place ready feels like a great place to be."_

…

"Are you sure he has to leave so soon?" Bucket asked with a sad face as he and the rest of the Hairy Hooligan tribe gathered to see Toothless and Gustav shove off to Dragon Island.

Everyone let out a little groan, not wanting for him to go. They had just opened their eyes and seen him for the loveable dragon he was, they didn't want to have to say goodbye. All around Toothless' body were baskets filled with breads and pies, grains and beans, herbs and spices of all kinds and smoked fish galore. They felt truly sorry for their blind judgment and repaid for their actions the best way they knew how.

"I've already extended our session for too long. But I think it really was for the best, I'm sure Hiccup will understand." Gustav said as he mounted onto the Night Fury.

"Please tell her we're sorry for the way we treated Toothless. I hope she can forgive us," Mr. Thorston said holding his wife close.

"I will." Gustav replied.

"_You coming, Goliath?" _Toothless asked his friend with a grin.

"_Actually, I think I might extend my vacation a bit longer. Berk has…"_ the titan-wing began, turning over to see the mustard colored Meatlug batting her eyes at him. "_Much left to explore~"_

Toothless couldn't help but smirk and letting out a small chuckle. Hiccup was going to love this.

Before Gustav and Toothless took to the sky, a little girl popped out from the crowd of people and slowly walked towards the Night Fury, a single cod in her palms. They watched as she approached inch by inch and offered the fish to him. Careful not to frighten the child, Toothless leaned down and accepted the treat, biting down on it before swallowing it down. A smile spread over the little girl's face as her hand reached up and placed itself onto his snout, which he kindly purred to.

The group of Vikings let of an 'Aww' in unison as the little girl giggled merrily before retuning back to their side and watched as Toothless and Gustav took flight, away from Berk and back to where he belonged.

…

High in the clouds, Gustav and Toothless glided on the winds, the feel of the warm morning sun on their flesh and the smell of atmosphere in their lungs. To think hours ago these very skies were angry and filled with nothing by wrath and fire. As they flew closer towards Dragon Island, Toothless gave Gustav a playful shake midair, looking to him from the corner of his eye.

"Oh no, Hiccup specifically said no wild flying." Gustav pointed his nose up in the air of ten seconds before giving into the temptation. Grabbing onto Toothless saddle tightly, he braced himself as they dove down from the clouds at high speeds before zipping back up, spinning several times, all the while Gustav letting out wails of excitement. He was thankful to not only be alive, but for finding the confidence he needed in himself. All this time he had been doubting his abilities because he was scared of making mistakes. Now he knew that as long as he believed in what he was doing, he could never go wrong.

He and Toothless did several flips over thick clouds before Dragon Island finally came into view and straightened themselves to appear as professional as possible. Flying low, they slowed themselves for a landing, both smiling to see Hiccup and Fanghook waiting out on the pebbled beach, waving to them with bright faces.

Gustav barely even gave Toothless the chance to land before he jumped off and raced to give Fanghook the biggest hug ever, Fanghook eagerly accepting the embrace with a mighty purr like they hadn't seen each other in years while Hiccup sped over to pull Toothless in for a long and slow kiss which made his knees buckle with delight.

"_I missed you," _she whispered to him with a sweet embrace.

"_You have no idea how much I missed you."_ Toothless murmured into her ear as he took in her scent and allowed her short hair to brush against his cheek.

"_Where's Goliath?"_

Leaning in close, Toothless whispered slyly against her tan skin and relished in the faint giggle she allowed to pass her lips.

"I'm so sorry I didn't keep my promise, Fanghook." Gustav said looking up to his yellow and violet Nightmare who simply lowered his head and nuzzled him as if none of that mattered, only that he was happy and here now. "Are you feeling better? You look a lot less tense."

In response, Fanghook opened his jaws wide and happily clamped down over Gustav, giving him a reassuring shake between his teeth before placing the chuckling boy back to the ground before letting out a quick blast of fire from his throat.

"We talked it out and learned a few things." Hiccup smiled as she walked over to their side.

As she made her way towards them she pulled out a small leather cylinder about five inches in length and an inch and a half wide. The case was secured with a swivel hook clasp made of refined brass that complimented the aged brown appearance of the leather. Gustav slowly reached for the case and held it in his hands, a confused look in his eyes as she nodded for him to open it. Turning the clasp open and pulling back the top half, Gustav tilted his head to the side with curiosity upon seeing a syringe.

The instrument's barrel was made of a smooth, durable glass with a metal hub at the top of the tube -a metal plunger tightly fitted within- and ended with a twist dial knob that contained tiny metal cogs and springs. The butt of the apparatus held a small brown leather push button which would activate upon twisting the dial, triggering the mechanisms within to adjust the plunger, and would revert back to its stationary mode after usage. Right adjacent to the syringe were several glass vials of golden liquid snuggle fitted within leather pockets perfectly as well as a side pocket that stored thin and sharp three inch metal needles inside a wooden box.

He didn't understand at first and gave Hiccup a befuddled stare, still holding the leather cylinder with great care.

"Medicine," she said softly as said dragon lowered his head towards hers. "He's been suffering from anxiety and panic attacks." Seeing the defeated look in Gustav's eyes, as if he did something wrong, caused her to kneel before him and take hold of his hands. "You did nothing wrong, Gustav. If anything, you make his life better every day. This medicine will help to relax his muscles and calm his mind. It's no cure for what he's going through, but it'll help him out when needed."

Turning over to Fanghook, Gustav gave him a warm hug to his head, rubbing the side of his jowl for comfort. "I'm just glad he's going to be alright… Next time you feel bad, pal, let me know and we'll work it out together. Got it?"

"_Got it,"_ Fanghook chattered between his teeth.

Letting go of his dragon, Gustav quickly wrapped his arms around Hiccup's neck for a tight embrace. "Thank you, for everything, Hiccup."

"I'm always here for you." She hugged back. Once they released each other, Hiccup got up and placed her hands over his shoulders. "So, how'd everything go?"

Right as Gustav tried to open his mouth and recant all the epic wildness that happened at Berk, the corner of his eyes caught a glimpse of Toothless, shaking his head with a worried look. He understood what he meant and why he was doing it, but it didn't seem fair for Hiccup to not know. Instead of retelling everything that occurred, he her told her how everyone was adamant at first with Toothless before getting to know him and found him to be nothing like they expected. He told her about Thor's Fire and his dislike for metal, and all the new changes Berk had to make in order to clear the weather. With every word her smile grew as well as her faith and trust in the people of the Hairy Hooligan tribe.

Everything seemed to go well, just like her intuition told her. As Gustav and Hiccup walked towards the cave, leaving the two dragons outside with the warm air.

"_What are you hiding, Toothless?"_ Fanghook inquired in a low tone.

"_It's better she thinks nothing happened,"_ he said militantly. "_I don't want to see her upset…"_

"_What happened?"_ the Nightmare let out a firm growl.

Toothless was silent for a moment before he closed his eyes and reopened them, a dark shadow over them. _"Mildew planned to use me as a means to get to Hiccup. He had the entire island hunt me down like a criminal and chained to a cart over a dispute with the God of Lightning. He nearly started a second war with his actions and it was only thanks to Gustav that everyone opened their eyes… He took a lightning bolt to prove my innocence… I'm sorry I allowed this to happen."_

Leaning his head down, Fanghook finally understood why they choose to omit that truth to Hiccup. She would have been devastated and distrusting of her own people once more.

"_For some reason, he has it in for Hiccup. As much as I want her as far away from that menace as possible, I can't keep her away from everyone else forever. Not when they've tried and gone so far to make Berk a place she could call home again."_ Toothless finished with a sigh. "_I hate keeping secrets from her, she trusts me with everything."_

Fanghook bit his tongue. _Not everything,_ he thought. She had her fair share of demons she kept in the dark from him and he knew why.

"…I don't think I can make all these sounds at once like you can, Hiccup. It's like you're more dragon than human." Gustav chuckled as he flipped through the pages of the small leather book in his hands titled _How to Speak Dragonese_.

"Ha, ha. You know I heard something similar from the Scaludron queen not too long ago." Hiccup grinned as she helped him mount up onto Fanghook for their departure.

"I'm really glad we made this trade, Hiccup. I learned so much about myself and Toothless from this experience. I can't thank you two enough for everything. You saved my life."

Toothless and Hiccup stood side by side as waved farewell to Gustav and Fanghook till they disappeared before they strolled into their cave and cuddled next to each other on the cool stone floor.

"_I met your dad,"_ Toothless said after a while, feeling Hiccup twitch slightly from his confession. "_He's one of the bravest and noblest Vikings I've ever met."_

Hiccup looked up to him from their hold, her eyes glittering like diamonds for him.

"_Asides from you, of course. I can really see it runs in the family…"_ he growled possessively, leaning down for a kiss.

They spent the entire day in each other's hold, and while Toothless thought of the dark secret he dared to keep from her, she thought of his comment as the voices and shadows began speaking to her again.


	11. Chapter 11

_Hello again. I'm sorry for the lateness of this chapter, I've been having some career problems, but thankfully everythings turned out for the best. In this chapter, we get a glimpse of the Vigilante while Hiccup and Toothless explore the western Archipelago. I'd like to thank Warrior Nun for all her help. Posting this chapter 1-21-2015. Next chapter to hopefully be posted within 8-10 days. Thank you for your time and patience. Please enjoy. _

…

Rocking gently with the midnight tides, Camicazi dusted the last shelves of his most precious trove of knowledge and inspiration before seating behind his beautifully carved desk of pine with a nice hot cup of tea and a fine book awaiting his company while his fiery friend, Moodchanger, fluffed and preened her flawless could white feathers on her perch of polished mahogany. For them, it was yet another silent day of customerless cruising over the seas -if you don't count the four hours they had spent arguing over who ate the last rhubarb muffin- with their only real company being the winds and waves of the Archipelago.

Honestly, he didn't understand why he spent so much time here in these cold and ruthless waters where the value of wisdom was overshadowed by warfare. Perhaps it was that no matter where he went or what sights he saw throughout the grand world, these shivering sea would forever remain his home? Maybe it was the familiarity of it all? He could not say for certain, but he did knew there were two individuals out there who seemed to be thirsty for whatever knowledge and adventure they could obtain, and if there was any better reason to sail over the frigid waters of the barbaric Archipelago, it was them.

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III reminded the last Bog-Burglar of himself back in his youth. She had a lot of questions for the world and an eagerness to explore, not to mention a heavy burden over her shoulders. Troubles like that can weigh a person down, sometimes into the darkest and dingiest of holes with no sign of escape or rescue. He knew this from experience, he just hoped she wouldn't take as long as he did to find clarity and peace within. With Toothless, he could relate to his rebellious yet free spirted nature. He cared dearly for those he valued and would ward off armies of demons and vengeful souls if it meant protecting the ones he loved. And deep inside were his own demons that he feared would bring those very people he was defending harm or pain. If every night he could still hear the cries and pleas of those he slaughtered in cold blood, how much more ear numbing was it for Toothless who had to hear the wails from both man and dragon?

Taking a hearty sip of his oolong tea and cracking his book open to where he had left off, he serenely sighed and finally got back into his tales of myths and legends when a familiar yet oh so mysterious presence loomed before him. Letting out a deep breath, he wondered for the countless time how this person managed to sneak by him every time without fail. Judging by the way he was standing, he had been there for some time.

Slamming his still unfinished book shut and placing it down onto the table, he looked up to the tall robust figure before him, armored in thick hard leather binds, a tattered red cape draping over broad shoulders and his identity concealed with a multiple horned mask of leather and light blue paint. The slit holes over the eyes were to be did little for Camicazi in determining the Vigilante's eye color, but by this point he was used to it.

Some people just don't want to be identified with the world.

"Well, a good evening to you too, Vigilante. How's the weather where you fared from this adventures time? I hear from passing ear you were over by the Eastern Mountains a week ago. Rumor goes you freed a flock of Poisonfeather birds from poachers leaving nothing but a broken chopstick." He couldn't help but chuckle lightly, he was never sure how reputable these rumors were, but something told him this fellow could have done it all with a freshly plucked tea leaf.

The Vigilante remained speechless like all the times he had stepped through the doors of the _Peregrine Falcon_, giving the long-bearded librarian a masked stare. It was the type of blankness that would leave normal men uncomfortable and bring easily tempered brutes to a frenzy, but for a happy-go-lucky soul like Camicazi it was a casual glance.

"You know, a less experienced librarian/swordsmen would take your lack of words as an insult. But then again, they just so happen to not be 'Ze Great Camicazi'," said man shrugged in a truly endearing manner to the shadowed figure who provided no reply, only two handfuls of heavy hardcovers to the wooden desk that he carried around with great ease.

It was their way of communicating with each other, he would be distracted by either a book, Moodchanger, or some other nonsense and the Vigilante would appear right at the counter with a set of books to return and another to check out before he even knew the door had been opened. Singlehandedly, he managed to keep the old librarian/swordsmen in business and guessing for years and they never engaged in anything other than a one-sided conversation. As a Bog-Burglar, he prided himself on stealth and his ability to pass by others undetected, not usually the other way around. As a former spy and thief, it meant he had managed to learn no more about this strange masked traveler than he had ten years ago. All he knew was he enjoyed to read, never said a word, and never expressed any emotion or sign of intrigue over anything in his library, which was a shame considering all the potted plants he arranged over the area and the various exotic decorations on the walls.

"Alright, let's see what you've got here…" Camicazi began as he looked over the book for checkout and return before jotting it down on a sheet and handing the board over to the cloaked man for his signature. This was the unspoken routine both had developed for communication since day two, considering on day one he just stormed in, took books and left a name on a sheet of paper like an IOU.

The titles the Vigilante chose varied from time to time. Sometimes he would checkout stories about heroes' from faraway lands, protecting the weak and punishing the wrong. At times he wondered if the masked man was trying to live a life like the characters in those stories, but something told him his tale was far more tragic and heart wrenching than happily ever after. Other times he'd select journals on the latest scientific and philosophical news or global politics.

Truly, despite his rugged exterior and sketchy public image in the eyes of crooks and opportunists, the Vigilante was a well-read individual with a set of codes and morals towards the living.

For today's topics, he chose a classic epic involving a brave warrior who faces cultural dangers, dragons, and giants; the most current papers involving trap designs and several updated encyclopedias ranging from botany, science, medicine and animals. A broad range of literature for a mysterious man with little past.

As Camicazi finished registering the last book and reinstating the returned one, he held his open palm out like he usually did to receive the sign-in sheet before the Vigilante vanished with his books, this time however he was introduced by the board dropping to the desk with a loud slap, and a long claw-like finger pointing to the _H_ written right under the normally exclusive _V_ page. This was by far, the most interaction he had seen out of the usually stoic and resound man as he press his digit onto the page, tapping hardly for an explanation to the new signature.

"Ah, yes, the young 'Hermit'!" Camicazi sighed joyously. "Helped Moodchanger and I out of a bind not too long ago."

"And such artist skills when capturing my most inner, outer and all around beauty don't you think?" Moodchanger bragged, glowing a peacock blue from her comment.

"A real trooper that one-" the librarian continued, ignoring his friend's narcissistic comment. "and so much potential in FlashMastery. Matter of fact, you both just so happened to check out the same botany book, although _H_ got to it first, I must say. Good thing I have two copies! I won't worry too much about the additional book mate though, that one is more interested in insight than insurgence. Then again I can't really make assumptions for a hermit I don't quite know much about. But I must say, first impressions are the ones that tend to count." He shrugged slightly to his final statement. Personally, he didn't want to give out young Madam Hiccup's name so frankly and easily, it was far more fun this way. Plus he had never seen the masked man so moved by something as small as a new letter to the sign-in roster.

_Have these two met before? _He wondered. He supposed not, Hiccup knew nothing about the Vigilante and seemed genuinely intrigued by his work. Perhaps he was interested in hers?

As for the thoughts roaming inside the masked person's head, questions stormed. Was this _H_ somehow involved with the string of animal and dragon disappearances near the East and South? Did he have information surrounding the whereabouts of the most notorious poachers and skin traders around the world? If what the librarian's words were to be taken to truth, than this _Hermit_ was just a helpful passerby with only a thirst for wisdom and nothing more. Then again, humans could never truly be trusted…

Dwelling on things like these were not a part of the grand plan, so with nothing more to go on, Camicazi watched as the Vigilante took hold of his share of books and swiftly made his way out the front door with so little than a goodbye or thank you.

Before the masked individual left, Camicazi's voiced lowered slightly and his light blue eyes narrowed. "I shouldn't be saying this, but there's word the "Madman" was spotted near the coasts of the Southern Isles…"

The Vigilante remained still, hand still held over the door handle.

"He's slowly gaining more supporters, and I fear for the people there who mean no harm to others… I have a dear friend working there for the Empire…"

The sound of the brass handle bending to the imprint of the Vigilante gave Camicazi a clear indication of his feelings over the Empire.

"He's a professor of antiquarian, goes by Yobbish. I know it's not my place to ask, but could you please see to it the "Madman" not find him, he…. He's got a child he's only held once on an island here in the Archipelago. He vowed to me that he'd return one day and hold his son once more. If 'he' finds him, he'll have nothing to live for."

Silence echoed over the library and the only sound to tell time was surely passing between the two were the steady collides of waves over the side of the ship. Camicazi's eyes widened as the Vigilante slowly released the handle, turned around and gave a small nod before disappearing out into the darkness as if nothing was said. Once again, he and Moodchanger were left to their peace and the sound of the gale and drift.

"Well, that was interesting…unexpected, but interesting," Moodchanger finally said, flashing a deep gold and emerald before returning to pearl.

"Most certainly." Camicazi pondered for a moment, rubbing his chin so well hidden under long white hairs before dashing to the front door with lightning speed and opened it without a millisecond missed but like every time he tried before, the Vigilante was gone. No trace or sign of the masked crusader out at sea or anywhere for that matter. He cursed himself under his lips, he hadn't even described the professor to him, yet he somehow felt that wouldn't be a problem for the disguised reader, he knew what he was doing.

Rubbing the back of his creaked neck with his calloused hand, Camicazi looked up to see a bright eye in the sky staring back at him, freckled with stars over its midnight face before returning back to the comforts of his books, where a cup of still hot tea awaited him.

…

Opening his serpentine eyes to the periwinkle blue light of morning, Toothless let out a restful yawn and felt a tingle of warmth from hearing the soft murmurs of sweetness coming from Hiccup's still sleeping form. Looking down, he smirked like a playful flirt as her warm body ever so perfectly pressed closer to his and slowly fist pumped his paw, internally celebrating that for the first time he awoke before her and it was a beautiful sight to behold. His slight movement allowed for a faint moan to escape her as she cuddled closer towards his hold, nuzzling her head onto his chest that caused his heart to patter wildly like excited drums.

He listened to each faint breath she took, matching the rhythm to his own as he slowly weaved his talons into her chestnut hair to make sure all this was real. The tawny fur blanket Gustav's mother made for her draped over their bodies and even though he didn't need it for warmth, he loved how she offered to share it with him, making their nightly routine feel more intimate and comforting. There was something in the way the fur and her warmth resonated with him, like something so familiar and a ping of a distant memory lessened his smile to blankness.

Years ago, the idea of being with someone made him roll his eyes or scowl to the point where he'd get irritated and needed to go sink his claws into something flesh related to destroy. He learned at a young age not to grow attached to things or anyone because he had nothing in the world, not even his own life was his to govern. For the longest time after that he thought every other creature was beneath him, especially humans. When he first met Hiccup, that's all she was, a small human who lacked the guts to finish what she had started and freed him out of her sheer stupidity. When he had pinned down her neck between his claws, he thought of the most disgusting and insulting words he felt described her perfectly. He assumed her as an unintelligent coward whose existence was so worthless she would rather die than struggle to survive. And yet when he smelled her, the soothing aroma of sweet grass and meadows on his flesh, it caused something inside him to blackout with joy. The taste of her blood, tears and flesh all seemed so familiar like he had long ago felt her over his tongue.

Her flavor was nostalgic, like a mixture of late spring air and pine.

Pulling Hiccup a bit closer into his embrace, he wondered if in fact they had met once before when they were younger, perhaps by accident or passing glance when he was out destroying all the things she created. She had once said it was like she had always known him. Was this indeed true?

Before he got the chance to critically go over his thoughts, the feeling of loving fingertips glazed over his scaly chest along with a brief stretching under the thick furs before wide peridot jewels opened up to view him as if for the first time, and the gentle smile he adored so much returned his charming leer from a frown.

"_Good morning, Toothless. Something on your mind?_" Hiccup asked leaning up from his hold to give him a simple kiss on his cheek.

He had many things looming over his head.

_Did we know each other before the shooter incident? Would she be offended if I told her all the things I thought of her before we got to know each other? Was it alright to lie to her about what had really happened over on Berk the other day? _

Quickly thinking it over, he knew the answer to all three. They couldn't have possibly met before, she was the first human to ever make contact with him. She'd obviously be saddened and hurt by what he had considered her to be but would understand they were based on his opinion at the time. And of course it was wrong for him to lie to her, but it was for the best. He knew that.

A sly grin crossed his face and his eyes lit up with passion as he nuzzled his cheek with hers. "_Yeah. Let's go on an adventure today…"_

…

Underwater, the sound of a quick splash echoed all around the deep tidal pool that was part of the Western Tidal Pool Isle as Hiccup and Toothless looked around with widening fascination over the sea flora and fauna that resided within one of the many lagoon pockets that were the recesses of the mighty Thunderdrums. It seemed as though her presence and reign over the formerly ill-starred Dragon Island had traveled by word of Scaludron, making her arrival and offering of peace much less hostile than she had expected considering the Tidal class dragons fierce reputation. As it turned out, they had just migrated from the eastern isles, a journey their ancestors had ventured through for centuries before them, and to her they shared their secrets of reading the tides for storm and aquatic bounty to the graceful water dances of the Tidal class.

As she and Toothless swam effortlessly thought the vast labyrinth-like channels of underwater caverns that intertwined with each other to airways, they watched as large families of Thunderdrums flew though the water like regal manta rays, Hiccup even getting the chance to lightly brush her fingertips over their backs as they passed by. The floor of the caverns were lined with waving blades of sea grass and moss, making the pools appear like an underwater meadow with small schools of bright red shrimp marched along the greenery like miniature soldiers.

Tapping her shoulder lightly, Toothless motioned for the both of them to surface for oxygen which she highly obliged with as she kicked her way back to the dawn sunglow of morning where she breathed in the salt flavored air and basked in the world's beauty for all it was worth.

"_Is it wrong to think you look like you're gonna turn into a selkie at any moment down there?"_ Toothless chuckled as he closed the gap between them.

"_You've been reading those Pictlander legends again, haven't you?"_ she questioned back, teasingly splashing water to his face, which he responded with by grabbing hold of her and laying her onto his torso while he floated over the water's surface on his back.

"_What if they're not legends? What if everything you humans think to be myths are true and you're just dismissing something you don't understand?"_

Hiccup rested herself on her elbows as she thought of what he had just purposed and blushed lightly from his words as he continued to express his considerations over the matter while she fell deeper in love with him for his mind.

She loved how now that he gained the skill to read the language of man, he was beginning to learn more about human culture and their viewpoints and questioned their very ideas through a different prospective. He memorized each line he took in, every statement and exaggeration made over what they considered monsters and wondered if in fact they were wrong. Creatures of lore and fables resonated with him because for the most part they seemed misunderstood, just like his kind. Whenever he'd go into lengthy discussions and debates over a new chapter he'd complete about either trolls, fairies or krakens, she couldn't help but drink in his opinions and feel her heart flutter with excitement with every word said. He was critical, open-minded to the possibility of their existence, and believed that you truly never knew you are right until you are proven wrong.

"…_and we can't just reject the idea that they exist based solely on lack of evidence."_ Toothless finished his mild rant with a proud huff, his paws loosely wrapped around her back.

Lifting his head, he couldn't help but see how her eyes dazzled when looking at him. There was something in the way the morning sun haloed over her brunette hair that made each strand shine brightly like soft spun copper as droplets of ocean spray sparkled over her tanned skin giving her the appearance of an aquatic angel waiting for the heart and love of an unsuspecting sailor. He felt a sharp shiver run down his spine and his front claws lightly brushed against her moist skin, kneading the small of her back with the utmost care.

As Hiccup let out a content sigh, Toothless couldn't help but quickly dart his head to the side as if he had been minding the sky and not her, grumbling his happiness under his breath. She couldn't help but allow a small giggle to escape her lips, she loved it when he got bashful.

"_You're right."_ She said between a giggle. "_Humans have been wrong before. I mean, for the longest time, we thought you and other dragons were something to fear and fight. I saw you, and felt like I had to prove myself to everyone by …."_ She didn't want to finish.

Recovering from his coyness, Toothless returned his gaze to her. "_I guess it goes both ways. I thought you… I thought you were going to kill me when we first met. I was wrong, and now I know you're not this blood thirsty Viking like I was raised to believe, you're you."_ He purred strongly, taking one of his paws and bringing it forward to caress her soft cheek.

"_Get a cave you two!"_ a Thunderdrum soaking in the sun teased as he and the rest of his family grinned over the two young playful souls floating in the pool. While it was an unusual relationship the human and dragon seemed to have, they truly seemed to care about each other in a way no one else could understand.

It was love, and that was no myth.

…

"_Looks like our next stop,"_ Hiccup motioned down to Toothless as they glided down to an island like a stone fortress to one side with the other open and lush with tall pines with forest green needles on each branch. "_Any dragons live here?"_

"_Can't say for certain,"_ Toothless replied as he landed onto the cool soil on the shaded evergreen side of the island. "_Smells like dragon, we should keep our guard up just to be on the safe side."_

Jumping off of the saddle, Hiccup walked over to one of the tall pines and examined the dark colored trunk, where deep and long scrape marks formed over the bark. They appeared to be fresh.

The overall island didn't seem to give off an ominous feel, but that alone made it all the more suspicious as Hiccup could sense a heavy presence over them. There was nothing but silence and the stone walls only echoed the muteness over and over again till the sound of their breaths felt dim and inaudible, but within Hiccup could hear the tiniest of pressure vibrations like little heartbeats.

Continuing their way through the evergreen, the sound of cracking under Hiccup's metal foot caught her attention as she looked down to see what she had stepped on, only to find the ground bare of anything but solid and untouched earth.

"_I could have sworn…"_ she shook her head and marched forward again, and like before, shattering sounds ruptured from below her feet. Taking to her curiosity, Hiccup kneeled down and placed her palm over the solid dirt floor, her eyes widening with both wonder and suspicion as her fingertips graced over what felt like a curved surface of fragile glass. What struck her as most shocking was that her fingers only appeared to be feeling the ground, when in fact they were on something completely unseen.

Finding the edge of the polished invisible artifact, she picked it up, only to find herself in possession of a solid flat piece of glasslike stone in the shape of a leaf, no bigger than three inches in length. Rubbing the stone between her palms, she could feel a warmth from it, as if it were its own living organism and gasped deeply when her palms disappeared before her very eyes.

"_Hiccup?"_ Toothless asked, seeing her stare wide-eyed at her hands and panicked himself when he realized they had vanished. "_What happened!? Are you okay!?"_

Lifting one of her palms up from the stone, her hand became visible again as if it had never gone missing while her other remained unseen until the warmth from the stone faded and her hand showed itself to them. The stone in her palm had changed as well from clear to a matte reddish-orange and upon further inspection, she found it was no stone, but a scale. Lifting the scale up to a faint ray of sunlight, Hiccup marveled by how with the right angle and lighting, the scale blended perfectly with its surroundings.

"Changewing…" she whispered softly looking over the tall pines, finally understanding why she felt eyes over her.

As if on cue, thick blobs of bubbling green acid fell from the now shivering treetops, sizzling the earth below into craters while Toothless shielded Hiccup to the side, growling at the invisible enemies.

"_Get. On. Now."_ Toothless growled to her, which she did with no complaints.

As Hiccup and Toothless retreated from the newly dubbed Changewing Island, the Changewings couldn't help but pick up on the faint traces of sweet grass and ocean spray left in the air where the human had touched the soil and wondered what she had been so inquisitive over.

…

Breakneck Bog, an island shrouded in mystery and fog. Said to once be the base of jewel crazed pirates, phantom ships, and a creature so terrifying and furious that men claiming to see its foggy body have never been able to step onto a ship and roam the seven seas ever again. Oh, the horrid tales that a once veteran seadog would tell you about these haunted waters. The sheer mention of the island's name alone can send a cold shiver up the spines of even the most intrepid of sailors and warriors. Oh how Toothless and Hiccup wished those tales were true so they wouldn't have had to participate in the most extreme game of cat and mouse from one end of the boggy landscape to the other by tiny smoke coughing dragons with a fixation towards metal. Toothless had to rush after the flock of smoked coated troublemakers as they carried off Hiccup by her metal foot and hoisting her just out of his reach like a piñata for almost an hour before the mice in the game tuckered out and rested inside their nest of metal scraps, letting her go and falling asleep.

When Toothless finally caught up to them, he pulled Hiccup away from the napping grey pests, small trails of smoke escaping their nostrils with every new breath as they purred like housecats after a workout.

"'_Smothering Smokebreaths',"_ he hissed before looking to Hiccup, her face covered with her palms and her shoulders quivering.

She must have been so frightened, being treated like a ragdoll and flown all over the island while he couldn't reach out and rescue her. They had simply been seated under a tree, the sunlight flittering thought the oak leaves above when they had spotted one while they were eating their meal and thought nothing of it since it merely stared in silence as nonthreatening as possible. Hiccup had even giving the little guy a piece of bread to eat when it cuddled closer to her metal leg. But when more appeared out of nowhere and snatched her away from him, his heart nearly stopped beating. All he could hear was her occasional shriek of terror as the Smokebreaths maneuvered around the evergreen of their home with her in their grasp and him calling out to her that he'd be there to protect her.

"_Hiccup…"_ Toothless purred and nuzzled her hair and pulled her in for a hug before she released her palms from her face.

"_It's not a fog monster. It's a dragon." _she whispered wistfully with her arms out and embracing him tightly.

…

It was late afternoon when Hiccup and Toothless finally left Breakneck Bog after documenting her latest findings before the 'fog monsters' rose again for a second round of cat and mouse and were now peacefully resting within the confines of the Peregrine Falcon. Upon returning back to Dragon Island, they came across the speeding ship and told the ever ready to listen Camicazi of all the things they had discovered and seen on their journey of peace throughout the western territories.

"I must say, for one day, you two have traveled a fair distance. Why, I'm sure you two could travel the entire globe within a week if you keep this up!" Camicazi boasted as he dug his utensil into a slice of gooseberry pie Hiccup gifted to him and chewed slowly to savor the tarty sweetness of the pastry.

"And the books were really helpful. I can't thank you enough for letting us borrow them." Hiccup said after a quick sip of mint tea.

"Are you kidding me? If it wasn't for you two, we'd still be trapped over some stacks and eating away at our final reserves of jam. You two are always welcome to whatever books you'd like."

"Especially since dark, tall and scaly over here can't keep his paws out of them." Moodchanger teased as she smeared a sweetened scone with cherry preserve with a knife.

"_Keep it up, pigeon."_ Toothless growled, turning the page to a novel involving the legends surrounding Breakneck Bog.

"Anything new with you?" Hiccup asked.

"As a matter of fact, just last night the Vigilante dropped by for a new set of books, but this time he did something I have never seen his do in ten years…" he paused for dramatic effect.

"What?" the young queen asked, her interest piqued.

"He pointed to your initial on the sign-in sheet."

"Seriously?" her voice couldn't help but hint with excitement, something Toothless for some reason or another didn't quite like.

"You're underselling it, Camicazi. The guy literally slammed the board down and demanded to know who you were, but like any discreet gentleman, Camicazi remained vague over your identity. He was so rattled by it all he actually called you a 'Hermit'," Moodchanger cawed, flashing every color in an instant.

"_So what's this guy's angle? He's got a problem with people who read?"_ Toothless rolled his eyes and pouted.

"Aww, is the big bad Night Fury a bit jealous his girlfriend's got an admirer?"

Toothless bared his fangs while Moodchanger ignited her feathery body, the two looked as though they were about to brawl until Camicazi shooed the chatty firebird away before she caused a problem for him. "True, he did display the most emotion out of any other visit, but I doubt he holds any malice over you. I suppose he just wasn't suspecting any new entries to the list."

"Hmm." Hiccup sighed. She never thought her presence to the library would cause someone as profound as the Vigilante to take interest, but she supposed he felt this was his domain for knowledge. Was she intruding?

Seeing the flicker of doubt in his eyes, Camicazi lifted himself from his seat and snapped his fingers. "You know, I'm going to show you something that not even the Vigilante has seen!"

…

Following the elder man down the steps below deck, Hiccup watched closely as Moodchanger shot out balls of fire to old lanterns strategically placed around the large space, her mouth widening at the treasures that were kept in total darkness until now.

All around the wooden roof of the area were long and flamboyant fabrics with decorative textures draped down and were held in place by brass hooks while hanging bottles of colored glass painted the walls with spectacular arrays that moved with every motion of the ship to the calm ocean. Layers of beautifully accented rugs lined parts of the floor with pillows so large they could fit body her entire body placed intricately over the perimeter. As she made her way through the place, she took notice of all the artifacts within from the wooden carvings of animals to the porcelain pots with breathtaking images of Eastern influence. Over the walls were various masks from all corners of the world, some long and exaggerated with embellished designs while others were more simplistic but held much character. There were large barrels of exotic spices and teas as well as things she had never seen or heard of before. The space had nearly everything from simple writing paper to large figures displaying full body armor.

"This is my exotic trade shop!" Camicazi presented the room with a deep bow. "Throughout my travels over the world, I've collected items that I hoped to share with others, but sadly I rarely get the chance to show them off to people. You two, my friends, are one of the few who have stepped down to see my wonders."

"This is incredible, Camicazi!" the glow over Hiccup's eyes could rival even the stars at this point as she ventured over the shop, Toothless not too far behind.

He was happy Hiccup found all these items fascinating, but to him they were just extensive decoration and held little use other than for display purposes. As he wandered around the shop, his tail accidently brushed along something, causing the air to vibrate with the sound of tones he had never heard before. Turning back, his eyes fell upon a small dark wooden device, teardrop in shape with a perfect circle in the center and connected to a long black board with metal strips along the neck. Over the board and part of the wooden body were several metal stings paired together and ranging in thickness that were elevated slightly by a piece of wood before continuing down to an tailpiece made of solid brass with combs that held the strings in place while the top held the headstock where eight individual turn screws shined brightly.

Reaching out for one of the strings with his claws, he struck it and fell mesmerized by the low vibrations that rang through the air and over his body. He repeated this process several more times, over and over again, picking up speed with each new pluck before a slow clap behind him stopped his actions.

"No, don't stop!" Camicazi insisted. "You had a good rhythm going there!"

"Toothless, that was beautiful," Hiccup grinned with glittering eyes.

"_I just plucked a few strings, that's all." _Toothless shyly looked away from the instrument.

"Do you like it?" Camicazi asked with a smile.

Judging by his fidgeting and mumbling groans, Camicazi took his modest response as a yes. "I want you to have it. Best it go to someone who'll enjoy it rather than have it collecting more dust down here." He disappeared over to the back of the shop where an array of items flew into the air, clanking about and making a racket until he returned with a leather case lined with velvet soft fabric and placed the instrument inside before handing it over to Toothless who looked down with distressed eyes.

"What's wrong?" the librarian asked as Hiccup walked over to comfort her friend.

"He's just not used to the treatment. He was raised to never want or have anything of his own." Hiccup answered, giving Toothless encouraging words and tender kisses.

"Sure humbleness, that's something you rarely see in this day and age. If there is anyone who deserves this, it's you, Toothless. I sensed a passion within you when you played, it's a voice that needs to be heard and freed. If not for me, for thanks when you pulled us out from the stacks."

Giving the old happy man a grin, Toothless took hold of the leather case between his gummy jaws and bowed his head in thanks for the wonderful gift.

…

"_Ready for bed?"_ Hiccup asked Toothless who worked over learning each note on every string on his instrument, lying flat over his hind legs while using his left pawed claws to press down single strings as his right pluck each vibration of music into existence.

"_Yeah, let me just put it away,"_ he smiled, gently housing it into its case, closing it shut and placing the music book he borrowed atop.

"_It's been a long day." _Hiccup said as she adjusted the fur blanket for the both of them to use.

Laying down, Toothless positioned himself and pulled her into his hold, cuddling close and purring with bliss. "_Sure has." _

"_Toothless?"_ Hiccup nuzzled herself closer towards him.

"_Hmm."_

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. _Should I tell him about the voices?_ _Would he understand? Will telling him, make it all go away?_ Opening her eyes to his, her mouth opened, but the words just couldn't come out or more so, she didn't want them to.

Toothless was finally being the guy he tried to hide from the world and was growing more every day. He had a world of literature, ideas and music all within his reach. If she told him her inner most troubles, would he stop pursuing those new passions for the sake of easing her pain?

Was her needs really worth more than his own?

Giving him a sweet smiled, Hiccup raised herself and gave him a soft kiss. "_Goodnight."_

"_Night,_" He breathed out before drifting in a restful sleep while Hiccup laid awake, wide-eyed as the shadows loomed over her like phantoms, touching her face and whispering to her to join them.


	12. Chapter 12
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…

It was dark. The brackish waters near Berk had never been so treacherous as the day light sparks and firebolts rained down from the heavens and shot through the marine like seething cannon fire, making a warzone out of the once level and tranquil trajectory of the Thunderdrum migration. While most of the herd was already settled at the serene tidal pools of the Western Isles, a mated pair had fallen gravely behind, aiding the younger and less experienced generation to safety and away from the spontaneous fires from above that latched towards the sea like flaming spears.

"_It's getting late. Perhaps we could take rest for the night?"_ The male gave a light insistent nudge to his mate, knowing fully well she was worn.

"_No. We'll just lose another day…"_ She persisted. "_I can manage."_

He knew she was lying through her sharp teeth. Her breath had been growing shallower by each nautical mile and her long tail lazily swished from side to side while she meekly swam about. It wasn't that she was a lacking Thunderdrum, on the contrary, she was a fluent aquatic hawk with a spunky heart and a restless spirit; but even the most chipper of souls become weary over the course of a tireless exodus. She had refused to see even the slowest of Thunderdrums stray far behind and would zip and dash about the currents to push the elderly towards the front were they'd be safe and she restlessly bobbed around with the youngsters to tire down their energy and make it less hassling for many of the new parents. Her mate loved how she would give it her all for her extended family because that was what Thunderdrums did. They looked out for each other, from the elderly leviathans to the tiniest wound-up tots.

Now, they only had each other.

While Thunderdrums are perfectly capable of handling themselves in stormy situations, it was the storm itself that was attracting a far more sinister danger from below the depths of the murky grey.

It appeared the Norse god of Thunder was not the only one displaying an assortment of deadly light.

Far below, a bright array of speckled blazes flickered and flashed with swift rapid speed like underwater fireflies as glowing yellow eyes pierced through the dim waves. As the pair of Thunderdrums tried to maneuver their way carefully around the upper fires, an echoing cackle of hyena-like chants vibrated louder and louder until flaming shadows came forth and encircled them like a pack of ravenous dolphins.

"_Stay close…"_ the male of the Thunderdrum pair growled protectively to his mate, her energy depleting quickly from the long journey and fatigue over the storm.

The pod of Seashockers looped around the two Thunderdrums into a tight sphere, buzzing and crowing aquatic laughers and ridicules with each of their two heads while the head closer towards the two would charge at them with their jagged fangs and harpoon shaped snouts.

The male Thunderdrum valiantly took each blow meant for the both of them, shielding her violet form with his of blue. Her muscles were already sore and strained from the epic voyage and belligerent tides, he didn't want for her to exhaust herself any more than she needed to. When the cluster of Seashockers stopped their bombarding, it gave the blue Thunderdrum the opportunity to strike as he filled his lungs with pressurized sea water before blasting it outward with such great force it shattered the Seashockers defenses, allowing the two trekkers a means of escape least they stay to fight and allow the villainous seadevils a chance to stun them with their noxious venom.

Confusion within the ranks of Seashockers however did not last long as a group torpedoed for the retreating sonic blasters as if they were crazed and starved barracudas.

"_We have to get out of the water! It's our only chance!"_ The male shouted, pushing his weary mate against the strong currents as fast as he could without furthering her already frail state.

"_But the storm…"_

"_I know! But it's our only option! I won't let anything happen to you, I promise!"_

Darting upward towards the grey and bleak surface, both Thunderdrums pulsed their wings as hard and as fast as they could with the cold and piercing pressure of salt water over their eyes and lungs before finally breaking the surface and entering themselves into a battle zone of different kinds of shockers. After that, everything was just a cataclysm of flashes, barbaric winds and chaos. Lightning seemed to be everywhere and while most of the bolts and clashes were directed towards the Isle of Berk, it didn't stop dozens of renegade sky fires from zigzagging every which way over the tides.

As the Thunderdrums raced away with all their might, oncoming Seashockers leaped from the clouded grey waters like killer whales on the hunt, their sights set for the two who crossed their paths and dared to escape from their presence.

The pursuit was lengthy as the Thunderdrum trailed off the course towards the Tidal Pool Isle, not wanting for the persistent vermin to follow them straight to their colony as they charted over less familiar areas of sky and sea. Beating their wings with vast force and streamlining their bodies to maneuver quickly from the approaching Seashockers and casted lightning that grew ever more menacing with each mile taken towards the Berk isle, a rogue bolt from a dark and ominous cloud shot down as if from the hands of a vengeful seafarer; and as the seething blue flame cut the very vapors it emerged from, it too pierced and scorched the center of the female Thunderdrum's left wing, her screams of agony syncing with a heavy call of thunder as her now limp body plunged back into dark waters.

As the color of her blood tinged a portion of the marine, her mate followed her down, his only goal in mind now being to rescue, shelter and save the one he loved. He promised he wouldn't let anything happen to her, he gave her his word. Sinking past her motionless body, he lifted her back to the surface as hastily as he could while warding off the still present Seashockers, who now held the taste and feel of fresh blood over their tongues, with his whip-like tail before reaching the surface once more and making a direct beeline for the forested island laced with lightning for sanctuary.

"_Please, wake up,"_ pleaded the male Thunderdrum, faintly able to detect her heartbeat…

…

Ether. It stung in the coldest of ways but somehow managed to warm the depths of Gustav's soul in a way he never thought possible. With his forest green eyes closed, he listened to the whistling tones of gravity and felt the pressure of the world all-around his body as he and Fanghook rode back home to Berk. There was a difference in their flight and they both knew it was a tribute to their separation and their new experiences with Hiccup and Toothless.

Gustav felt assured in his actions and dreams as he guided his Nightmare friend through massive puffs of pale clouds that sparked with shimmering colors from the morning sun's light that brightened their newfound world with thrills and excitement. All the reasons and doubts he thought were holding him back from reaching his goals and ambitions were silenced, leaving only a voice that chanted for his victory over all he felt he could accomplish. It was a new feeling, one he welcomed after feeling like he could never amount to anything more than a nobody with lacking attributes in Vikingness. He had a purpose, and he liked that.

For Fanghook, he saw the world with a new sense of freedom. He could take a breath of fresh air and not have to worry about being overwhelmed by blistering anxiety and fear. As long as he was with Gustav, he had a home, a family, a friend, and as long as he could help it he'd make sure they both put out their all for all the world to see. No longer were they held back by the binding restraints of doubt, they were both liberated, and that was something worth keeping.

As they drew closer to the open waters that lead to Berk, they noticed small figures over what looked like a floating single tree in the middle of the ocean, waving to them for their attention.

"Are those…?" Gustav squinted, trying to get a better look as he leaned down from his seat. "Come on, Fanghook, let's check it out."

With a light nudge to Fanghook's horn, they both swooped down and upon closer inspection could see bits and pieces of what they could only assume to be parts of a fishing ship, a Berkian sail tattered and clinging onto the last strands of ripped rope before the weight of the waters dragged them down to the darkest depths. Gustav could only stare as torn and gashed woven fishing baskets bobbed helplessly in the water. It was all like a scene from an illustrated war book. Deep claw marks carved into several pieces of splinted wood while the boned carcasses of varied fish rocked up and down with the waves, their fishy eyeballs wide and clear as if they had faced and feared whatever it was that picked their scales and flesh from their bodies.

Atop the still buoyant mast of what used to be the best ship in Berk, Bucket and his fellow fisherman, Mulch, each let out a grateful cheer of relief as the yellow and violet Monstrous Nightmare and his rider hovered by them for safe passage. After securing both men with whatever rope they could find that wasn't a mass of jumbled fibers, Gustav gave Fanghook a gentle pat to fly low and steady as to not startle the still spooked men on his back.

Gustav had never seen Bucket and Mulch like this before as both men were shivering, not from cold, but from fear. They usually wore bright and goofy smiles that could make even the grumpiest of sourpusses smirk with glee and had round jolly eyes. At this very moment, they appeared pale as if they had seen the ghosts of fallen sailors and the most awful of creatures from the deep. What could have possible startled two of the most practiced, experienced and joyous fishermen of the Archipelago?

After some time, the outline of Berk came into focus as did words from Mulch's pressed and dried lips. "Were we glad to see you two, any more time out there and we would have been serpent food."

"What happened?" Gustav asked, turning his head back slightly to see the still frightened Vikings.

"We were out for the usual catch near the island, but the strangest thing happened, they were all gone." Mulch answered.

"What do you mean gone? There should be tons of fish here at this time of year." This was gravely concerning for Gustav to hear. While the Archipelago may be fierce, cold, and unpredictable at times they could always count of the sea to provide them with what they needed. It was the basin that gave them life and access to the world.

"Exactly! Since we couldn't nab a single bite, we had to trail off into further waters. After some time we finally hit a vein full of them, massive schools of fish that could have lasted us all weeks. Once we filled the ship to the brim…that's when it came, and rammed our ship until it was nothing but chips." Mulch felt a cold shiver run down his back.

"It took everything! We were barely able to make it to the mast for safety by the time it got what it wanted!" Bucket panicked, his hands held tightly over his metal pail helmet.

"Are you saying you guys were attacked by a sea monster?" Gustav gave them questionable stares. He knew many fishermen over the centuries claimed to have seen things. Terrible things. Things with limitless tentacles and bulging eyes the size of full grown yaks. Monsters that could turn even the most collective seadog into a fraidy-cat.

Bucket and Mulch were silent as they looked to each other. They knew what kind of creature did this to their ship, they just hoped it didn't upset the lad too much. In the end, it was Bucket who finally attempted to their assailant with a heavy heart and a heavier sadness. "It was no sea monster, it was a dragon."

…

"Settle down, everyone!" Stoick insisted as people began to hustle and shout all around the Great Hall. With news of a rogue Tidal dragon over their borders, it put many in a tizzy. The sea was their window for travel, trade, their provider of sustenance and the cradle into Valhalla once warriors proved their valor and glory to the gods and Valkyries. If there was a Tidal class dragon terrorizing them over their shores, what next?

"The dragons don't mean any harm! They're just being…dragons." Gustav defended next to his chief as representative for the winged reptiles.

"The ocean is big enough for all of us!" Stoick added. "Our ancestors fished alongside them with little complaint for hundreds of years before the great migration from the Mainland to the Archipelago! I'm sure with a little patience and preparation, we can all learn to work around each other!"

"But what if more come?!" A woman in the back called out.

"The Academy and the other riders have volunteered their time to do a perimeter search around the water border for any signs of wayward rogues every hour until we settle things out as well as aid Bucket and Mulch with fishing for a fresh batch of fish before day's end!" Gobber answered next to his trusty Boneknapper.

This news seemed to settle the crowd's worries for the moment. It was a better solution than the old way of seeking for blood, which only seemed to attract more trouble from both dragons and railed sea monsters.

"To those of you with dragons, they too can aid us in the perimeter search, because this is not only our home, it's theirs too." Gustav finished strongly, getting hearty roars from the dragons within the Hall, ready and willing to defend their home from outsiders who brought harm to their adopted families.

…

It had been three days since Mildew stepped out his front door -not because he was scared of Helen Larson and her strong fists of course- but because he had been plotting for a new way to get back at her son and the Dragon Queen he cared for so dearly. He knew Gustav and Gobber both knew her location and whereabouts, but getting them to spill out information to him wouldn't be likely. No, they were both too clever for that and worst of all their loyalties were to her. Things were so much simpler when everyone was ignorant and easy to manipulate.

"Blast it, Fungus!" Mildew paced back and forth around his small home, his walls covered with etchings of the known Archipelago with islands crossed out that he knew she could not be housed on.

Many of the islands inhabited by different Viking tribes were obviously out of the question since she clearly resided on a location with limited human contact. He also knew several named isles that had once housed dragons could be eliminated since they were either wiped clean for any life to exist there and because her home surely had a plethora of divers lizards. It had to be close enough for her companions to return to on their dragons within the same day and had to consist of a warmer climate for her comfort, so northern islets were crossed off. But even with all the red X's over his stone wall, it left so many other islands left to question and he wasn't even counting the ones yet to be documented. As much as he hated to admit it, the Archipelago was a scattered and wide area. Without the proper information, it was like looking for a certain textured strand of straw in a hay stack with strands of a slightly different consistency.

"Of all the islands she could have chosen to start a new life, it had to be the one Vikings can never find!"

Fungus bleated out a low wail that could have been interpreted as a 'Let it go already', but he knew his companion was never going to quit until he had proof of his crazy theory about the girl. Honestly, he knew what she was -he had a knack for sensing these things- but he also knew she was of little to no threat to him or anyone else unless she was truly provoked. For years he tried to get his dim-witted friend to understand this, but as far as he knew humans were a strange lot and usually did stupid things at the expense of others and with little thought to the repercussions of the unforeseen future. It was no wonder sheep tended to rebel against their moronic human overseers.

Grunting out his frustrations, Mildew tapped his wooden staff onto the stone floor as if demanding the earth itself to give him the answers to his problem. "They know where she is and how to get to her. But how? How?!" Shouting out, he balled his fist and collided it hardly with the wall, a burning sting of pain trailing over his old farmer's hands. "Ten years! Ten blasted years and every chance I had to expose that wretched little she-wolf, she managed to escape by a thread!"

Turning over to Fungus, Mildew vented out his anger towards the pokerfaced ovine who continued to chew the cud in his jaw lackadaisically. "When I told you to set off one of her confounded contraptions the night of the raid, I specifically said to make it so she was forced to reveal herself! Instead, it caused her to get a slap on the wrist and a Night Fury!"

Fungus stared at Mildew with no sounds needed to be made. If Mildew wanted to get everyone to witness Hiccup's other self, he was going to have to do it himself, he wasn't about to anger something like her just for Mildew to prove a pointless point.

"And that Night Fury…" Mildew bit between his kinked teeth. "The most feared and destructive dragon of the known world, gallivanting around like a love drunk teenager with that…_**THING! **_They're probably off mocking me at this very moment!"

While Mildew swung his staff over defenseless pottery to lash out his bottled rage, Fungus let out a defeated sigh and stood up from his laying position, marched over to the poorly charted wall and tapped his hoof onto the hard surface, griping out for the old man to finally figure out the most simple and obvious solution to his dilemma.

Glaring at the map, it didn't dawn on him till a couple of moments and with the sudden realization a small candle lit over the farmer's head. "Of course… Here I was, trying to chart out her location, when it was right in front of me the whole time."

If Fungus had hands, they'd surely be palmed with great frustration over his forehead. _And humans think they're so smart, _the aged ram mentally needled.

"They have a map… That's how the boy was able to bring back the Night Fury and the smith the supplies from her island. I get that map, and I get to prove to them all that their precious little Hiccup is no more human than she is Viking and show everyone THAT I'M NOT CRAZY!"

Fungus deadpanned his expression, trailing his lazy eyes over to the giant map plastered over the stone wall, the flipped over kitchen table, the pile of broken pottery and a poorly drawn image of the creature he claimed the Haddock girl to be with small daggers and darts over it with the text "KILL THE BEAST!" written right above it.

Clearly no one would think of all people, Mildew, was crazy, Fungus thought rolling his eyes for the ninety-ninth time that morning.

…

Watching over the boggy harbor, Stoick held his ground as he could faintly make out the shadows of dragons wide and small circling the oceanic borders of Berk for any signs of the rogue after their catches. In the past, he would have killed to have so many dragons within range to slaughter by the hundreds; a part of him will never be able to fully forget the feeling one got when ripping a dragon limb from limb and having its still warm blood over his flesh. He often wondered why many of them chose to stay. He always thought dragons were only capable of nothing but torment and pain, but forgiveness and loyalty, those were words he never dreamed he'd say or even dare think about them. Over the past few weeks without his daughter by his side, he could understand why she tried so hard to stop him from going after the nest in order to protect not herself, but them. These dragons who chose to live with them saw the Berkians as their family and by extension, their herd.

Entranced by the sea, the call of a hovering Nightmare and Boneknapper caught his attention as Gustav and Gobber swooped down to report the latest findings.

"Anything new to report?" Stoick asked.

"Nothing much, chief," Gustav replied from atop Fanghook. "As soon as we spot or try to track down the dragon, it just vanishes under the tides. It's already managed to tear some of the better nets and make off with a couple loads of fish, but luckily we haven't lost any ships from it."

"It's like the beast knows we're lookin' for him and is trying to keep a low profile." Gobber added, giving Bones a firm scratch behind his skulled head.

Stoick heaved. It was already three days, he was sure that by now with all the available dragons and the academy pulling forces they'd find and redirect the thieving Tidal class from their shores to more open water, but alas they were nowhere closer than when they had started. It didn't make sense as to why a Tidal dragon who had access to the open waters and an abundance of fish to consume in it would choose to keep to one coastal area for such a length. According to the notes Hiccup had sent to them the other day, most water-based dragons took to set migratory locations where food was plenty and human contact was scarce.

"Who's up for the next shift change over the border?" Stoick finally asked after giving much thought to the situation.

"Aarne's covering for Fishlegs shift change over the north and eastern coast while Snotlout and the twins are monitoring the south and west. Goliath and Bones have been really helpful in taking charge over the rest of the dragon rotations while Etch and Gothi take care of night patrol."

"Seems like you and your friends really have a handle over those dragons." Stoick complimented.

"Thanks... Though it would be easier for us if we had more riders. Everyone's been really motivated to have dragons around the island and that's great, but nobody seems to want to get onto one and take the first steps into riding." Gustav softly gave Fanghook a rub onto his cheek.

"I know it's a slow start, Gustav, but not everyone is as eager as the younger generation to hop onto the back of a scaly reptile."

"Well…," Gustav grinned with a slightly drifted look. "Maybe if they saw someone they looked up to on one, they'd be more into the idea…"

Stoick's expression dropped a bit, as did his tired shoulders. The lad had pitched him the idea several times over the course of three days. "Here we go again…"

"I mean think about it, chief. Everyone looks to you for guidance and advice, for…"

"As the Chief of Berk, I do things the Viking way, not the Dragon way." Stoick sternly stated, like he had done so previous times before.

Gustav was really getting frustrated with this "Viking before dragon" policy still floating around. "Well, than maybe we can all work to make it the Viking AND Dragon way…?" The young dragon rider jumped down from his dragon and placed his hands onto his side as he stared down the massive man before him with a determined air.

"The boy's got a point." Gobber agreed as he hopped off of Bones' saddle in order to cut the growing tension between the two.

"If you were on a dragon, you could protect this island from a lot of things. _Even 'you know who_'," he whispered the last part closely. "Imagine if you were the one commanding them."

"I wouldn't really use the word 'commanding'…" Gustav insisted before he was interrupted by his chief.

"I'm listening…" Stoick nudged for he and Gobber to continue their conversation as if the head of the Dragon Academy was not even there.

"But clearly not to me…" Gustav groaned, rolling his eyes in annoyance.

"I can see it now: a proud chief, ruling his domain aboard the fearsome fire breathing reptile. Your people would feel much safer with someone like you hovering over the skies, someone who knows the ins and outs of Berk and can lead them towards the future with pride. Woo, gives me goose bumps!" Gobber lingered in thought as he led his friend towards the two dragons before him.

"That's what I've been trying to…" Gustav tried to add in.

"I see your point, Gobber." Stoick said before turning over to young Larson. "I need to learn to fly. When can we start the lessons?"

"I don't know?" Gustav scowled with crossed arms and spoke in a sarcastic tone. "Shouldn't we ask Gobber?"

"Huh…I don't really have a preference. But sooner is always better. Don't you think?" Gobber asked with a smile to his chief.

"Unbelievable…" Gustav grumbled with deflated shoulders.

…

Mildew crept in the shadows as he made his way towards the forge from the crowded plaza, a sinister grin growing over his wrinkled face with every inch he got closer while Fungus trotted out in the open without a care in the world as his friend performed the most ridiculous dance of stealth he had ever witnessed.

Luck seemed to run the old man's way when he approached the empty and undisturbed smith shop, void of its usual denizen and guard dragon. Taking a brief second to scope his surroundings, Mildew tiptoed inside as if the floor was laced in razor-sharp shards of glass while his sheep companion pranced in without much restraint.

"Alright, Fungus, keep a look out while I look around. They have to keep that map here somewhere…" Mildew hissed, crouching down to view the underbelly of the wooden worktables for a trace of his prize.

Weapons that were once proudly displayed over the walls of the forge were now replaced with dragons' teeth, dental tools and simple craftsmen items for welding, smelting and leatherwork while the instruments that were formerly known as dragon killing machines were kept away in the storage shed or repurposed for less deadly uses. It almost made the old man gag and shudder with sorrow to see such well-crafted mechanisms of destruction tainted and castrated in the most heinous of manners.

After going over every possible nook and edge of the forge, Mildew made it to the curtained doorway that was Hiccup's study. He remembered how as a child she would run over to the forge each and every morning, trying to avoid bumping into people over the bustling plaza and making herself appeared smaller than she actually was just to get to this personal little sanctuary she had away from her home and how she'd reside in there for hours or even days until she popped out with something incredible for the aid of dragon genocide. Moments like that were almost enough for him to forget what she really was, until the burning fires of the past scorched over his eyeballs to the vision of a little toddler running directly into skin seething fire only to emerge from the other end as a monster.

Ever since that day, he's relived the same nightmare over and over as if it was his curse…

…

_It was just another raid and Mildew was dealing with gathering as many of the sheep he could rustle up to place into shelters. As a long retired woodsman and now cabbage farmer, he wasn't much help in terms of carrying a heavy battle axe or shield due to his old age but he was still as capable of defending himself with the best of them._

"_Come on you flock of overgrown cotton puffs!" Mildew argued as left and right, sheep tried to shatter off from fear or confusion. "Back in line!"_

_For the most part it was his trusty companion and long term friend, Fungus, how kept the ranks for sheep in order while Mildew did the all-important human part of the job which was shouting and opening the doors to the holding shelters. Darn those humans and their opposable thumbs._

_As Mildew finally managed to bunch up the sheep, he began to open the door to the barn house when the cheerful laughter of a child echoed through the fiery background of orange and red tinged residences and earth. Turning his head over, he could see a white sheet flowing playfully as well as two fast and bare feet joined to it that belonged to none other than to the next heiress of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III. She had the most energetic expression on her bright face as if the world around her was not covered in thick veils of flames but flowing ribbons of festivities as if she needed to celebrate whatever it was that caused all this glory._

_In all his life, he had never seen a child willingly run about the grounds of the village during an epic raid such as this, especially if that child was the daughter of the chief. _

_As bright as she was, she was still a rambunctious toddler with little sense as to the horrors overhead with the air clouded black with darkness and dragons while the soil burned intensely with fire. He couldn't allow the little girl, so young, innocent and yet to accomplish her destiny to become injured or harmed in anyway. Taking his hands off the handle for the barn door, Mildew dropped his staff and took chase after young Hiccup as she hurled her giggling self closer and closer towards a tall wall of fire._

"_Stay with the others, Fungus!" Mildew ordered as said sheep bleated out to his friend to not go._

_There was no way he could ever catch up with the younger and much more energetic child, but he was not one to give up and pressed forward as hard and as fast as he had ever gone before. Reaching out his bony hand for the girl, Mildew shouted in utter terror as the heiress of Berk leaped herself into the flames without a care in the world, still laughing with utter bliss until the joyous giggles died out and all was silent._

"_HICCUP!" Mildew cried out with a saddened heart._

_He wasn't able to save the little lamb that was Berk's prized jewel. Feeling a tremor of guilt, his knees gave out as he kneeled onto the hot ground, watching as the flames that had consumed her danced without remorse. _

"_Hiccup…" he whimpered silently before the shadow of something unknown to him emerged from the other end of the flames, wearing the very same white sheet that young Hiccup wore and he stumbled backwards at the image of this new creature silhouetted by an inferno._

_Growling in a mixture of whistles and howls, a canine-like reptile covered in a matted white speckled and tawny colored coat shook mist from its body, dowsing the flames lightly as its glowing firefly-like eyes pierced its surrounding with unholy intent. Blinding fangs like rows of diamond scalpels flared with the light from the blaze as the beast stood menacingly with its long crystal claws dug deep into the ash and spark covered earth. _

_The flock of sheep that he left by the barn ran over to him to see what it was that frightened the elderly man and upon witnessing for themselves the creature over the flames, rumbling with what they feared to be hunger for flesh, froze in complete dread. Sheep were scared of many things: overzealous children, being chased, shears, dragons, but all of them combined could never be compared to the type of panic brought on by the image and presence of a wolf. Even Fungus, the most levelheaded of rams, was motionless with fright._

_For a moment, Mildew was sure he was bearing witness to the beginnings of Ragnarok and this monster was none other than the unhallowed progeny of Loki, god of Fire and Fraudulence, Fenrir. The beast howled out towards the sky like a riveting battle chorus to tempt the gods before dashing straight towards the hind leg of a lone Zippleback, thrashing its two-headed body over a crumbling building._

_It appeared as though the tall Fear class dragon held fear within itself as he forcefully kicked the pup away and back into the flames. Back on the other end of the firestorm of a divider, the body of Hiccup revealed herself, tumbling down unharmed by the heat. Mildew's breath escaped him as he watch the young girl jump up and down with pure illation, before she willingly pounce back through the fire and doing so returned back into the form of the hideous wolf on the other end._

_At first he thought he had only imagined it all in his mind, giving him the nightmarish illusions about a sweet little child turning into a demon, but it was the shade of peridot of both Hiccup's and the creature's eyes that proved to him that what he visioned was no fallacy, but fact._

_He felt…betrayed. By a child. Hiccup, was just like them. She walked like them, talked like them, acted like them. She was, like him. But she WASN'T real. He thought of her as an innocent, intelligent, heiress who was going to bright forth a new era of wisdom and hope, but he was wrong… She was a monster. Not even human. A child birthed far too early into this world during a raid, the day unexplained orbs of light appeared throughout the village and ended the fires over all. Taking a closer look at the wolf, he realized she was no child of the chief, but a spawn of Loki. And while the ancient text depicted the foul Fenrir to be a male, he could not forget however that the god Loki was a shifter of shape and manipulator of sex as well. What a perfect disguise for a wolf, to portray the look of a lost little she-lamb until the right moment to strike._

_Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, surely the seed of Loki, bringer of destruction towards mankind, and witch in human form._

_With his heart replacing kindness for the child with disgust and rage, Mildew stood and retrieved his staff and found the now human again child standing before him, a big and naïve smile over her freckled face. Taking no spare second to feel remorse or pity for the unholy abomination before him, he swung his staff towards the wide-eyed girl as she ran away though the now flameless maze-like landscape of the village for her mother's arms._

"_DEMON CHILD!" he accused with angered eyes and a deceived heart._

…

Shaking off the old memory, Mildew pulled back the curtain to the dark room and allowed the light from the morning sun to wash into it, revealing a normal study. Putting his staff over the draping to hold it in place towards the wall, he walked into the light filled enclosure, seeing all the various books on literature, art, science and history as well as neatly arranged tools kept evenly in their place on the large worktable. There were pictures of trees, flowers and woodland animals over the walls, giving the small area a unique personality, one he never imagine the room to have. He had always thought the room would be the location to her witchery, where she'd conger up the spirits of evil and plot demise. Instead, it looked more like a bedroom than a coven or a workshop den.

_Was this the reason why she would spend most of her time here? _He wondered to himself. _Was this place…_ he picked up several pages on the workshop table with drawings of the Night Fury. _More like a home than her own?_

A tinge of remorse pinched his gut until the normal pain of treachery masked over it as he slammed the pages back onto the desk and made his way out the room. He was sure they wouldn't place the map in there, it was too sacred a place for the two smiths to go into as evident by the light coating of dust over everything.

Exiting the room, Mildew was startled to come face to face with the long braided blonde owner of the forge, Gobber, as he too was shaken by the man.

"Mildew! You don't sneak up on a man with a hook for an arm!" Gobber shouted, lifting his sharp hooked prosthetic to prove his point. Looking behind the old man, he noticed the curtain to Hiccup's study pulled back and immediately got defensive. "What were you doing in there, Mildew?"

He hadn't expected him to return so soon, that was the last time he put Fungus in charge of keeping watch. He had to think of an excuse as to not reveal his true intentions, and scowled bitterly towards the smith.

"I was looking for some customer service! I've got an emergency!"

Whining right by Mildew's side, Fungus appeared out of nowhere as if to agree with his companion's claim.

"My wagon wheel just snapped while I was coming into town. My cabbage is all over the hillside."

"Can it wait, Mildew? I just got back from a long shift of patrolling and I'm tired." Gobber twisted his sore shoulder.

"But my cabbage, Gobber?!" Mildew fake whined.

"I'll get to it as soon as I'm rested up." Gobber reassured as he walked over to replace the sheet over Hiccup's study and paced to the second story of the forge for a brief nap.

"Oh, whatever happened to customer service?!" Mildew complained, a sly grin forming when he formulated his plan. "You know, I remember a time when no matter how tired Hiccup was or how bad the weather got, she always made it a point to do home deliveries and maintenance. What was that saying…? 'We're a full service outfit'."

This caused Gobber to stop in his tracks. As much as he didn't like Mildew at the best of times, he had a point about the forge policy on service to its clienteles. Hiccup was good on her word if someone made an appointment or requested her aid and it reflected on the shop. If he refused a request, even from Mildew, what would it say out it then?

Sighing with a bit of crossness, Gobber slid down from the stepladder and slugged his way out the door toward the alleged wagon wheel. "Alright…"

His plan executed, Mildew waited until Gobber was out of sight before trying to look for the map once more, only to find Gustav right by his side.

"Um, can I help you Mildew?" Gustav asked, trying to avoid the man at all cost as he made his way over to an assortment of ropes and cables.

"You've helped enough for a week…" Mildew hissed.

"Okay…well I'm off to help the chief. He's learning how to fly today." Gustav said with a cheerier expression.

"Oh really?" Mildew commented interestingly. "And where will he be flying to, Dragon Island?"

Gustav paused from gathering rope and slowly turned to Mildew, his eyes glazed over with a dark shadow. "I don't know what it is you have against Hiccup, but we've come a long way from the time when it was us or the dragons. Things have changed, for the better if you ask me."

"I didn't." Mildew shot back, Fungus groaning for his friend to not pick fights he can't finish with the boy.

Giving the old man a final glare, Gustav rushed out the front door as their eyes stared each other down.

Mildew was just about to continue his search when a small dagger on Gustav's newly designated work area laid and caught his interest. It was a unique design with a tubed hilt of solid winding metal and faint detailing of hand carved endless knot and scrollwork patterns. The blade itself was needle-like as opposed to the usually flattened and wide style typically seen but it was clearly not lacking in the sharpness department.

He knew under Gobber's watchful eyes, the young lad was learning how to forge and become a blacksmith, just like his mentor before him but he was unaware of the fast progress the boy was making. Reaching out to test the weight of the dagger into his hands, a hearty cough caused him to turn around, Gustav glaring daggers of his own to him.

"I made that last week. I can show you how well it works…" Gustav threatened by bringing his finger just under his neck to get his point across. He didn't like intimidating people, but he wasn't about to trust Mildew just yet with anything.

Taken aback by the comment and action, Mildew grabbed Fungus and marched right out of the forge. For now he'd let the two smiths be and search for the map later, he wasn't prepared to take Larson up on his offer until he had the wolf dead in his grasp.

…

"_You should go without me,"_ the tired female Thunderdrum insisted to her mate. She could see he was beginning to become fatigued with swimming away from the mass of dragons and Vikings, all working together over the same waters. It seemed so strange to them who both could manage to coexistence.

"_I'm not leaving you behind."_ The male puffed as he rested by her side.

The pain in her wing had subsided slightly, but it was evident that she would never swim or fly again. As Thunderdrums, they were lucky to be amphibious, but they were never truly meant to be on one realm for so long and it was showing as her weight dropped drastically. With limited strength, she could never make it to the tidal pools that now seemed so far and unreachable and when her mate was absent, she struggled to defend herself from the large number to wild boars roaming the mountainside.

"_You'll die too if you stay here."_

"_Then I'm going to have to make it a point to not do so."_

Snuggling closer to her mate, the female sighed. Her once energetic nature and spirit were leaving her and with each passing day she lost hope in survival. Now, she only awaited her life to finally end so her still heathy mate could go and live his.

"_This land is so strange. Dragon and Viking, working together."_ The female yawned, readying to take a quick afternoon nap.

"_It'll never work. There's only the Dragon way."_ The male scoffed, listening to her weakening breath and knew that soon he'd have to go and search for more food.

…

"Alright," Gustav smiled as he finished tying the end of rope to Stoick's belt as they prepared over an open area by the cliff side. "The line will keep you secure onto Fanghook's back so we can get you used to flying. I'm sure Bucket and Mulch gave you a brief summery over the experience?"

"They said to not have a heavy lunch, now let's go." Stoick firmly stated as he made his way to the Nightmare's back.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa! Chief, before you get on a dragon, you've got to show him he can trust you." Gustav halted.

"He already trusts me, I'm his Chief!" Stoick barked, placing his hands to his secured waistline.

This was going to take some time.

"It's ever simple." Gustav reassured. "Give me your hand," he said extending his.

"I didn't come here to hold hands, Gustav." The chief rolled his eyes as the young boy took hold of one of his large fingers and pulled it over to Fanghook.

"It's okay, pal," Gustav gestured, watching as the Nightmare slowly approached the red-haired man and apprehensively allowed contact. "You feel that?" Gustav asked, wondering if Stoick too would feel the same connective energy dragons and their riders got when first making contact.

"Yeah, still dry and scaly." Stoick pulled back his hand and rubbed his fingertips together as if to get the bacteria from the touch off his skin.

"That's not what I meant…" Gustav deadpanned.

"Can I get on him now?!" Stoick demanded aggressively.

Gustav wasn't too sure what had gotten into the chief, usually he wasn't this headstrong or demanding. It was making him both nervous and agitated. Brushing it off, Gustav waved his arms forward for his chief to finally board the Nightmare Express.

"Alright, let's get on with this madness…" Stoick groaned as he seated himself onto the Nightmare, tugging at the line to assure its security. He had to admit, the lad tied a strong knot.

"We'll start off nice and slow around the island." Gustav said calmly, giving Fanghook a small nudge to his side for a start.

Immediately, Fanghook walked towards the end of the cliff and allowed his body to plunge forward slightly before catching a breeze and taking for the open skies. They glided over the plane and then upward to the low foggy clouds overhead.

"Just seat back and enjoy the ride, we are taking the scenic route."

"Right now, my lunch is taking the scenic route, into my throat!" Stoick complained as they flew higher and higher until they broken through on the other end of the clouds and headed forwards towards the open steppes of the farmlands.

"Chief, just think about how much easier your chiefing can be on the back of a dragon," Gustav throw the thought his way.

"Well I prefer to be down on the…! Wait, what's going on over there?" Stoick stopped his bellowing and statement when the sight of wailing yaks caught his attention. "Some 'genius' has been yak-tipping again!"

As he had said, pen after pen over the farmlands were filled with the cries of disturbed yaks as they lay laxly on their side, not really making much of an effort to stand again. Reaching the final pen, Fanghook noticed a pair of shadows scurrying towards a wheelbarrow with large barrels within it and narrowed his vision before sending out a concentrated blast of fire that shattered the wooden obstacles into splintering masses. Crouching down at the other end was none other than the twins who were supposed to be on patrol duty, but as the chief and the head of the academy could see, they were skimping on their responsibilities.

"Be quiet," Tuffnut whispered to his snickering sister. "Maybe they don't see us?" he said confidently, running on the logic that if they remained still and silent, they'd be unseen.

"Make that geniuses…" Stoick corrected, giving the motionless Thorson twins a hard glare. "I WANT EVERY ONE OF THOSE YAKS BACK ON ITS FEET AND YOU TWO BACK TO YOUR POSTS!"

"Nice chiefing, Chief! Let's see what else we can get done today." Gustav praised as they turned towards the mountain side heading for the open fields of cabbage and carrots for the village where a pack of wild boars were helping themselves to the plentiful bounty. Increasing their speed, Gustav gave Fanghook a quick tug to his horns. "Okay, Fanghook, fire it up!"

Letting out a steady stream of flames as they approached closer, the burst of heat frightened the boars away while keeping the vegetation safe and clear from Scavengers.

"After them, dragon! We'll pin them towards the pens!" Stoick demanded.

"Got for it, Fanghook." Gustav gave his friend a light touch to his forehead and with an intense stare, the Nightmare tracked after a group of boars and herded back towards the farmland with both distanced shots of fire and projected roars.

"Open the gate!" Stoick called out to Ruffnut who instantly dropped her side of the yak she was helping her brother lift -which fell back down onto him with heavy force- as she raced to open the doors to the barn house. One by one, the boars fled from the Nightmare into the empty barn, keeping the fields of vegetation safe from their greedy stomachs and providing the farm with much needed boar hair for items, trade and meat for the winter.

"Way to think on your feet, chief!" Gustav cheered.

"Fire again, dragon!" Stoick ordered with gusto.

"Chief, the boars are gone."

"Who cares!? I like the way it looks!"

Obliging Stoick's order, Fanghook let out a line of fire with pride and smiled, knowing Gustav was happy his chief was making an effort to incorporate dragons into his life.

"Well done, ha-ha!" Stoick laughed proudly.

After that, they zoomed around the island performing little tasks for villagers and farmers alike. Stoick couldn't remember the last time he got so much stuff done in one day on his own, he even managed to knock out a couple things that would have taken weeks to do in just a matter of minutes with the aid of a dragon and it seemed his people appreciated it very much.

"Take us up, pal." Gustav pointed up and looked to his chief behind him after they had finished the preliminary flight lesson. "There's something I want you to see."

Flapping his wings upwards and without strain, Fanghook cut into the greyish clouds till they were in an endless horizon of white billows where the sky painted itself in rich marigolds and violets. Stoick gasped as if he was seeing the heavens for the first times. The late afternoon sky had never seemed so close and inviting before that day as a cluster of passing satellites blazed above them with jet speed. Going into a mass of golden vapors, Stoick could smell the skies and touch the moistness in the air around him before the complete image of his home came forth from the ending gases, taking his breath away.

"Whoa…" he was at a loss for words. It was like viewing Berk for the first time after being away from it for so long. He could see just how tall the tallest mountain was from above and view the sparkling ocean where the glowing sun was just setting, giving the island the right kiss of final sunlight. It was something else.

"I've spent my entire life on Berk. Climbed its hills. Explored its forests. Swim its waters. I've traveled every inch, but I've never thought I'd see it like this." Stoick quietly said with a smile.

"It's beautiful, isn't it?" Gustav hailed with a grin.

"No, it's more than that, Gustav," his chief corrected. "Look at them, all of my people. Everyone is safe. It's a good feeling." Stoick motioned out to the villagers about the town, passing cheerful smiles to each other, not having to worry anymore about danger lurching over every corner. Life was calm. It was home.

Slowing down in speed, Fanghook swooped over the village and headed over towards the Great Hall where both Stoick and Gustav landed after a glorious first day of flying.

"That was wonderful, Gustav. Thank you." Stoick smiled before walking away.

"Uh, wait!" Gustav called out. "Where are you going?"

"Well, flying was great. Got a few things done for the day, fixed a few problems, but at the end of it all I've got a village to look after and that involves me having to keep my feet on the ground, not my head in the clouds."

"But if you had a dragon of your own, you could do all that and…" Gustav pled.

"Gustav. As the Chief, it's _**MY**_ duty to tend to the people, not to cater to the needs of dragons. That's your job. I'll see you tomorrow." Stoick sternly remarked before turning around and heading over to the Hall, leaving the young rider confused and at a loss.

"Okay…what just happened?" Gustav asked an equally befuddled Fanghook.

…

"So you're saying you took the chief on a glorious experience around the island, showed him how a dragon could benefit the community when combining forces, gave him a charming view of the sunset over Berk, and he still wasn't hooked?" Aarne asked Gustav as he gave Stormfly pieces of his chicken as a snack at the forge where he watched Gustav go into a craftsmen's overload, something he did when stressed or troubled. "At least you got him on a dragon."

"Yeah, now I just need to figure out how to keep him on one…" Gustav muttered as he detailed in endless knots onto a metal tubed sheath for his dagger that perfectly matched the hilt to a t. "I don't get it! He was all Grumpy McChieferson when we started and seemed to be enjoying the lesson up until the end. I mean, when he made contact with Fanghook, there was no…spark. You know?"

"You're going about this the wrong way, Gustav." Gobber hummed as he adjusted the candle by his worktable to better examine the wagon wheel to Mildew's broken cart.

"What do you mean?" his apprentice asked as he carved in the last line to his design.

"As the Chief of Berk, Stoick's position has him overseeing the regulation of his people. As for you, being the head of the Berk Dragon Training Academy, you're role reflects the interests and needs of the dragons. It's a conflict of interests. Politically, you two are on opposing sides, and Stoick sees you as a bit of a threat to his leadership. It's like when he gets at it with Gothi over some of the older traditions, they're both authority figures and sometimes their ideals conflict."

"I'm not trying to be on an opposing side, I want us all to be on the same side!" Gustav slumped his tired shoulders. "I try talking to him, but it's like he just doesn't listen. It's like I'm wasting my breath or talking to a wall."

"I know, Gustav. Let me explain something about Stoick: it's his nature to listen to people he considers important, without ever letting on that he's heard a word. Stoick's always be like that, he's very opinionated and keeps to his beliefs firmly, but at the end of the day his best interests are to the good of the people first and dragons second."

"But dragons shouldn't have to be treated like second-class citizens here. They've earned their right to be treated like everyone else and you can see it in many of their eyes that they want to make a big difference in the lives of their human companions."

"Spoken like a true politician," Aarne teased, examining Gustav's handiwork over his new dagger. "Why not use your status as instructor to show him the facts, present him with the best option to work together before you give him the old honey and the hatchet?" He smirked as he brought his tight fist onto his palm to give him the general idea.

The jumbled expression over Gustav's face told him he was drawn a blank to the allusion.

"You know, you tell him something he wants to hear -that's the honey part- before you hit him in the head with something he doesn't," he leaned forward and gave Gustav a firm punch to his bare forearm, which he rubbed over from the burning sting. "You know, the hatchet."

"Why does your advice always involve weapons?" Gustav asked with a teasing smirk.

"Aarne's got a point, best to use a method more associated with violence than reason when dealing with Stoick." Gobber added as he hammered in the last nail to the mended wheel.

"Hey guys, what I miss?" Fishlegs asked as he stepped into the forge, Meatlug and Goliath by his side.

"Gustav's gonna stick a hatchet into Stoick's head." Aarne answered and watched as all the color in Fishlegs' face disappeared.

"No, I am not, I'm just trying to figure out how to get the chief to see that riding a dragon is something everyone can do and benefit from." Gustav amended to both clear the air and return Fishlegs' breath. "How'd the watch go?"

"Not too bad," Fishlegs said as he pulled out a map of Berk and laid it over a table with red marked locations over certain beaches and cliff sides. "So far, we've been able to isolate a good part of the island we think the rogue may be nesting in, but it's hard to tell since he moves so fast in the water and none of our dragons can match speed like that in the waves."

"Any additional attacks?" Aarne asked as he marked down areas from his last patrol onto the sheet.

"We lost a few baskets as the boats were heading to the harbor, it's like he's getting desperate for food." Fishlegs answered.

"It doesn't make sense. A Tidal class dragon like him should be more than capable of feeding himself over the open waters… So why take already caught fish?" Gustav questioned to himself.

As the three riders theorized and examined possibilities, the sound of two Gronckles rolling around over the ground and making gruff nasally noises caught their attention as they watched Meatlug and Goliath wrestle each other playfully.

"Those two have been doing that a lot lately, huh?" Gustav asked Fishlegs.

"Yeah, they've been inseparable chums since day one." Fishlegs remarked with great enthusiasm. "I think it's like when two yaks fight over dominance, those two dudes are just trying to see which can top the other."

"Looks like Goliath tops a lot." Aarne observed, not taking notice as Stormfly looked away with a flustered expression to the Gronckles' antics.

"Meatlug's just a late bloomer, he'll pin Goliath down one of these days." Fishlegs assured.

…

Going over the numbers of fish, Stoick sighed. They were lucky enough to have just the right amount of fish to last them for the next three days, but with the approaching winter season he knew they were going to need plenty to not only feed themselves, but the dragons too. On top of that, he still needed to assist with the axe men before seasons' end to collect firewood and lumber for repairing many of the damaged ships while still having to listen to the desires of his people. He was grateful for the academy for lending their arms and wings with foraging for food and defending the border from threats, but he didn't want to get too comfortable with the idea and Gustav wasn't really helping him with his persistence of him riding a dragon.

As chief, he did things the Viking way, just like his father, and his father before him and they did it all without dragons. Being chief meant more than just providing for the people and preparing for the future, it was protecting family. In the past, he knew one day Hiccup would take his place as leader. He knew she'd be prepared for the role and the responsibilities the position brought because she was like him, she'd do anything for her family, her people. Now, she had a new family to look after and it made him feel…replaced. That was the whole reason behind him being so resilient in riding a dragon, he didn't want to feel like he was being exchanged with something stronger, more capable, something not Viking. For Gustav, it was easy to say dragons would make the lives of the people more convenient and equal, but he feared the convenience would dull their senses and cause struggles in power.

Right now, there were no regulations involving the cares and rights of dragons and things like that took time, planning and a contribution from both the ends of man and beast. What he wanted to prevent was dragons being treated as a commodity and not as a part of the community. As long as Vikings and dragons lived together and held little role in each other's daily lives, the less likely events like that would occur.

"Bucket, Mulch, man the boats!" Stoick called out to the two fishermen who had just finished delivering the daily supply of milk and eggs, passing them both the remaining woven baskets that weren't destroyed or torn. "We need another catch!"

"It's too late, Stoick. It'll take us at least six months to get enough fish for everyone." Mulch replied with a sad tone.

"Don't tell me it's too late!" Stoick shouted. "We've got to try!"

"Of course we do, ha-ha." Mulch corrected himself, not wanting to anger the already edged man. "Don't tell the chief it's too late," he said pulling down Bucket's long blonde beard to his level and giving his bucket a slap with his metal hand. "You're always so negative!"

"I don't know what it is with me." Bucket admitted without complaint.

As Stoick, Bucket and Mulch loaded a wheelbarrow with the remaining fishing supplies that weren't tattered, Gustav and Fanghook marched over to the tall redhead preparing to pull the cart towards the docks.

"Chief, we need to talk." Gustav demanded in a voice he thought sounded intimidating but came off more so a timid.

"Not now, Gustav, I have a village to look after."

Balling his little fists and clearing his throat, Gustav pressed forward and walked right by Stoick and the rest of the fishermen. "…That's fine, but I'm still gonna speak…so, you can listen. By the way, you look great! What is it… are you, have you done something with your beard?"

Stoick had to give a double take at the little boy next to him as he walked down the path of the plaza, seeing the look of determination and commitment in his eyes. "Alright, you've given me the honey, now just give me the hatchet…"

Like he didn't know the oldest trick in the Viking book.

"First off, I would like to point out that as the head of the Dragon Training Academy, it is my job to make sure each and every dragon here on Berk is trained, respected and comfortable in their environment." Gustav began as his hands moved all over the place to illustrate his points. "And we've been able to do all that with the help from volunteers taking in dragons and teaching people how to grow closer to them."

Stoick listened closely as Gustav continued his speech.

"What I'm getting at is whether you like it or not, traditions are breaking and while sticking to the things that have worked for so long is fine, times have changed and so has our perspective on dragons. Instead of working against them, we can finally work with them for a brighter future for not only Vikings, but everyone. That's my dream for the academy and for this village, and I'm not the only person with that dream in mind."

They had nearly made it to the docks by the time Gustav's lecture was coming to a close and Stoick was greatly impression by how serious he was taking not only his position as a leader, but as a representative for the voice of dragons.

"Therefore, I personally believe that you, as the chief of Berk, also hold a responsibility to show the people that dragon riding is the next step for this dream. If they see it's you on the back of a dragon, they won't have doubts about whether or not it's the right way or not. You know these people, they're your family and they trust you, I just want for dragons to become a part of the family too. I know it's not going to be easy and we'll probably make some mistakes along the way, but if we never take that chance, we won't know for sure. So, please chief, will you give it another chance?"

Gustav had worked nearly all night to come up with that speech and Stoick could tell it took a lot for the lad to come forward and say it. Giving it a quick overview, Stoick knew what he had said was true. They had all made the choice to live with dragons, meaning they would be a part of their future. If he was on the back of a dragon, he could see firsthand the struggles and regulations needed for both to work together. As much as he didn't like jumping into things he wasn't prepared for, he knew he'd have to learn to swim through the experience and emerge on the other end wiser and more capable as a chief for their new way of life. For a nine and a half year old, Gustav really made a persuading argument.

"Alright, that seems fair, you've made your point. So, find me one." Stoick said with a sigh.

"Uh-uh, sorry?" Gustav asked, utterly confused. He was half expecting to be rejected and sent home like he usually was in the past.

"Find me a dragon, as capable of chiefing over this village as me. That shouldn't be so hard for the head of the Berk Dragon Training Academy."

"Uh, yeah! No problem, don't worry chief we'll find you the perfect dragon before day's end!" Gustav jumped with excitement.

"You two can handle the fishing?" Stoick asked Bucket and Mulch, already aboard one of the last ships not damaged by the rogue dragon.

"We'll be fine. We'll holler if we see anything suspicious." Mulch replied with a smile.

"I wonder what dragon he'll choose, Mulch!" Bucket joyously wondered as he pulled the line from the dock off for them to take to sea.

"Whatever it is, I'm sure it'll match the chief perfectly." Mulch said as they both set a course over the calm and hopefully safe waters ahead.

…

Three powerful knocks collided with the door to Mildew's house, Gobber on the other end not too pleased he had to climb up the entire way with a wagon wheel so early in the morning, he hadn't even had breakfast yet and he wasn't about to disturb Bones from his sleep after yesterday's long patrol. There was just something about Mildew's property that gave him the willies. Maybe it was the foul stench of over ripened cabbages or the disfigured metal Thor statue on his lawn that sent a cold shiver up his spine? He just didn't like the place.

"Mildew!" Gobber shouted as he banged the door three more times again, thinking the senile man had finally lost all his senses. "Open up! I've got your wheel, and she's good as new! Even refurbished the rotting planks from the wagon for you! Home delivery! You don't get better customer service than this." He bit under his loose stone tooth.

Everything on this end of the island felt dead and rotten. Not a single tree grew for a miles radius and the soil was dry, rocky and held little value for farming, and yet the old man managed to grow cabbages nonetheless. Not very good ones, but it was something. The shadow of the tall hill just behind the house made the air feel fidget and dark, almost as if Gobber was not even on Berk anymore, but some desolate realm where not even the dead would reside.

"Ah, come on you cranky old…!" Gobber yelled at the top of his lungs, banging the door so hard he was sure it would fall over at any point. "I know you're in there!"

Finally, on his last string of patience, Gobber kicked the door wide opened, only to find the home vacant of its dweller. The interior of the house wasn't much of an improvement from the outside. If anything, it felt darker, colder and filled with the horrid odor of spoiled something. Walking inside, Gobber could see nearly everything inside, from the bed to the large fire pit with a cauldron he was sure held the vulgar smell, was made entirely of stone. He felt it was a fitting design, considering it matched the old man's cold and hard heart. On the ground, he could see piles of crumbled clay pots and large puffs of sheep wool everywhere, making him wonder how anyone could choose to live like this.

Looking around, his eyes caught the giant map over one of the walls, deep red crosses over several islands and areas of where water would be and right beside it a dartboard with a picture of a crudely drawn dog with a dagger over its head.

"What in the name of Odin's skivvies…?" Gobber began as he examined the map closer before hard tapping by the doorway caught his attention.

"So this is the kind of customer service you do? Barging into another man's house without permission?!" Mildew complained loudly as he walked into his domain.

"Keep your trousers on, Mildew, I came to deliver the wagon. I knock and you weren't answering so I helped myself in." Gobber defended himself with his hands to his waist.

"Well as you can see, I'm here now, so you can be on your way out!" Mildew shouted, pointing to the exit.

As Gobber gladly made his way out he turned back and spoke darkly. "What's with the map, Mildew?"

Mildew bit his dry tongue. "It's none of your business. But if you must know, I've been thinking of moving out of this dragon infested rock and I'm just trying to find the right place to tip my helmet at."

Arching his brow, Gobber looked to Mildew and gave him a stare that could make a mountain move several feet. "I see… I wouldn't move anywhere with dragons if I were you, Mildew. Because _**WE**_ will find you and _**WE**_ will hurt you if you try anything stupid."

It wasn't very common for Gobber to make threats but when he did, he meant them and it caused Mildew to swallow nonexistent saliva from his throat out of concern.

"Have a good day, Mildew!" Gobber smiled, reverting back to his cheerful smile. "And remember: We're a FULL service outfit…" he said softly before closing the man's front door and parting ways, leaving Mildew to shudder from not only getting a warning from one, but two benders of steel.

…

"The finest dragon species on the island, they're all represented right here at this academy." Gustav waved his arm out as he presented the originally imprisoned dragons as ambassadors for their class and breed along with their riders to provide Stoick with facts, information and their personal experience with their respected dragons.

Before Gustav could provide his chief with valuable information, Snotlout confidently stepped forward and with a suave and assuring tone, drew in the pitch of a lifetime. "But the Monstrous Nightmare, is the only one with the brawn and prestige for men of our stature…and Gustav."

"Hey." Gustav groaned while Fanghook scratched behind his horns with his long tail.

By the end of the tour, Stoick had been burned, shot at, exposed to nauseating Zippleback gas and watched Fishlegs cry as he held his Gronckle close. While all the dragons had their unique qualities that made them special, he didn't feel that special "spark" -Gustav called it- a rider got when they found their right dragon.

He enjoyed his flight with Fanghook the other day, but upon learning that as a Nightmare matured, they'd grow stubborn, hot-headed and difficult to handle seemed too tedious. He needed a cool minded dragon who wasn't going to burst into flames when it wasn't getting its way. The Nadder was an excellent dragon who showed great discipline and skill, but they were too energetic and high maintenance for his lifestyle as well as his job. What he needed was a flexible dragon that didn't mind getting its claws wet and going with the flow. He could barely handle the Zippleback and its duel headedness. While two heads were usually better than one, it meant nothing if both those heads couldn't work together. As a titan-wing, Goliath had more speed and stamina than a standard Gronckle while remaining tough and solid, but as a retired soldier, he knew he couldn't take him as his own. On top of that, he fell under the authority of Hiccup and was only on the island for vacation. He needed a dragon with speed, stamina and resilience to withstand the fiercest of elements and toughest of challenges.

"I'm sorry, Gustav, you all did your best. I haven't seen anything that can hold a candle to my needs." Stoick said genuinely disappointed to the equally disappointed rider who felt he hadn't tried hard enough.

"What about a Whispering Death?" Tuffnut asked, seeing Gothi and her Death, Etch, watching from above the metal cage of the academy with a wooden umbrella over her sensitive full white eyes, giving the riders and the chief a quivering hiss.

"It…takes a certain kind of personality to handle one of those," Gustav said with a shiver. "Plus, they're not really the most effective dragons during the day."

Just than a small rock was flung towards Gustav's helmet as Etch chuckled under her breath until Gothi firmly collided her long staff onto her dragon's head.

"Stoick!" Gobber called out from above on Bones, a worried look on his face. "Another boat is being attacked! It's the rogue dragon again!"

"Let's go! Gustav, give me a lift!" Stoick ordered as he, Gustav and Fanghook set off from the arena and to the sky to finally settle this rogue dragon matter.

It didn't take long for Gobber, Gustav, and Stoick to reach the area where Bucket and Mulch were stationed on open waters, both holding oars in their respective hands for dear life as a shadowy figure sang out from the deep and swam circles around the vessel with rapid speed, literally creating a whirlpool over the ship and causing both men to spin out of control.

For a moment, the watery figure vanished without a trace before shooting out of the waves and finally revealing itself to the two fishermen it originally stole from and let out a sonic wave that ripped off the mast of the ship before snatching the elevated fishing net they had hoped would make it more difficult to reach. It obviously didn't.

"I don't believe it…" Gustav murmured to himself, seeing the blue Tidal class dragon in action. "A Thunderdrum. They said it gets its power from Thor himself…"

As the Thunderdrum was preparing to make its escape, Stoick gave a quicker command. "Fire a warning shot. Let him know we mean business!"

"Fanghook! Fire it up!"

Letting out a quick ball of fire towards the net held between the Thunderdrum's jaws, it combusted into flames instantly, dropping all the dead fish down into the water and leaving the Thunderdrum very infuriated as he darted straight for the piercing sunlight for camouflage. As the two dragon riders, fishermen and the chief gazed directly into the blinding light of the midday sun, a tiny dark speck grew larger and larger as well as louder and louder as he propelled himself straight for the Nightmare and the two aboard his back.

Taking the shot, Bones unleashed a condensed blast of fire straight for the Thunderdrum who effortlessly dodged the attack with swift grace before diving down into the blue, where it vanished once more.

Gliding down to the still intact ship, Fanghook landed onto its deck and balanced himself as best he could.

"I think we scared him off but we've got to get everyone out of here." Gustav ordered as he and Stoick hopped off to gather what little fish was left as well as Bucket and Mulch before the Thunderdrum decided to return.

"Come on, lads, we'll escort you back to shore. We'll have no more-" was all Stoick could get out once they tied down the last basket of fish onto the dragons' side before a long, twisting tail vined around his body and dragged him down into the deep with a loud splash.

"No more what?!" Bucket called out from the side of the boat.

"CHIEF!" Gustav cried out as small air bubbles formed over the flowing waves, his eyes wide as he tried to desperately jump in after him.

"DON'T DO IT, LAD, WE CAN'T LOOSE YOU AGAIN!" Gobber jumped down from Bones as he pulled the young boy away from the side of the ship.

"NO! WE HAVE TO SAVE HIM! THAT'S HICCUP'S DAD DOWN THERE!" Gustav cried out, flailing his arms and legs like a wild man. "NOOOO!"

…

Down in the deep, Stoick could feel the air in his lungs growing dense and heavy as he quickly viewed his underwater surroundings. It was a good thing he was an excellent swimmer and an experienced diver, otherwise he'd be panicking about right now as the outline of the Thunderdrum that dragged him down torpedoing right for him.

With a quick second motion, Stoick was able to let the force of the Thunderdrum to shift him away from harm as he held his ground and his breath against the mighty water beast. The next go around, the Thunderdrum sped fast, pinning Stoick onto his front as he swam faster, hoping the speed would cause the man to lose his breath and force him to flee back up to the surface for air, but instead got a hard fist to his face. Tilting his aquatic body upward, the Thunderdrum broke through the waves and back into the land of air, where the human continued to rain down heavy blows onto his head and snout, blinding him temporarily as he lost control of his flight pattern and headed straight for the wooden deck of the ship.

Pinned onto the bow of the boat, Stoick forced an open palm over the moist scales of the Thunderdrum and felt a wave of excitement rush over him as if he had sailed over a thousand seas all at once in the blink of an eye.

_Is this the "spark" Gustav had mentioned? _Stoick wondered as he wrestled with the sea dweller, its large yellow eyes intense with a desire to battle. Giving a hard punch to the side of the Thunderdrum's jaw, Stoick smiled as the dragon recovered quickly and readied itself for more.

"Oh! He's a fighter!" he cried out zealously. "He's got spunk!" His arms were held wide open as the Thunderdrum rammed into him, Stoick doing his best to hold back the dragon before he was pushed back onto his hind side right next to a loose net and lassoed the oncoming dragon in a flash.

"This is the one, Gustav!" Stoick beamed as he forced the Thunderdrum's jaws down. "I found my dragon! Now all you have to do is train him for me."

Everyones jaws were wide open, utterly speechless from what they had just seen, even the oars held in Bucket and Mulch's hands fell flat onto the deck. They finally managed to get rid of their rogue dragon problem, now they had to take it to Berk and train it…this was going to be a long afternoon.

…

The male Thunderdrum thrashed and clashed his body onto the metal bars of the caged enclosure, his jaws held down by a clamp rendering him unable to blast the gate open with a sonic blast. He needed to find a way out of his dungeon and back to his mate before she starved or worse. He had gotten too impatient in finding a meal for her and it lead to his capture. Were the Vikings going to enslave him like they had done to the countless of dragons residing on this land? Were they going to kill him for stealing? What was going to happen to his mate if he couldn't get to her in time?

He had to find a way out.

As he hissed and tried to think, a pair of shadows loomed over the other end of the prison cell as the tall fire-haired man who captured him and the boy who commanded a Nightmare stared at him closely.

"Sorry 'bout the muzzle…" Gustav managed to the dragon, seeing he was not very pleased with the treatment.

"Alright, let's get me on his back! Time's a wasting!" Stoick impatiently commanded.

"Now we just need to get one in his size," Gustav mumbled.

"What was that?" his chief's voice was stern and whip-like.

"Nothing…" Gustav quickly recovered. "Look, you have to approach him properly, especially a dragon like this. He is one of the most powerful dragons I've ever seen."

"That's why I picked him. They say his roar gets its power from Thor himself. He's the god of Thunder, you know." Stoick praised with his fist held out.

"So I've heard…" Gustav dryly stated, knowing all too well of Thor and his power. "Still, you have to let the dragon know you're a friend."

"A friend, huh? Like me and Gobber?"

"Yeah! Perfect! What did you do when you two met?"

Pulling Gustav close, Stoick placed the small boy in a chokehold and rustling his helmet with his other hand as he recanted the first memory he had of one of his oldest friends. "That's my herring, you straw haired lout!"

Gustav gasped for air as his chief released him and regretted ever asking. "Not exactly the approach I had in mind. Chief, what's real important is that you let him know that he can trust you. You have to make eye contact." He said with wide and giant jade eyes.

"Ah-ha, sure," his elder quickly buffed.

Walking over to the lever that opened the gate, Gustav lowered it down, lifting the giant log that held the doors shut and watched as the Thunderdrum slowly swaggered out towards Stoick who stood his ground as the dragon hissed his way closer to him.

"Stay calm and be gentle," whispered Gustav as he placed himself between the two opposing powers. "And you'll now you've formed a bond when he bows his head to let you climb on his back."

Extending his hand forward, Stoick closed the space between him and the Thunderdrum. Contact was so close and was nearly made until the Thunderdrum, feeling this all to be a trap, snapped his barely able to open jaws at the hand that nearly touched him but caught onto air as the man was much faster than he appeared.

Balling his fist in anger, Stoick punched the dragon with all his might, sending the creature back into the dark pen and leaving Gustav in a state of utter panic.

"Hey, hey! Whoa! What happened to trust!?"

"Talk to him!" Stoick pointed heatedly. "He's the one who tried to take off my hand!"

A loud roar escaped the dark pen as the Thunderdrum tried to bolt out the front gate of the academy, freedom so close, only to have the strong human yank him down to the hard stone floor by his tail.

"Would you stop it, Chief?! This is not bonding!" Gustav asserted, putting his foot down.

"Naw, you've got to show these beasts whose boss!" Stoick dragged the Thunderdrum back to the pen with great struggle as both man and beast thrashed around like schoolyard bullies before Stoick finally managed to pounce onto his back and secure his hands onto the muzzle.

"Well, look at that, I'm on his back! Any questions?" he smugly turned over to the dragon expert before the Thunderdrum opened his wings and flew circles around the enclosed academy like an airborne bull.

"Oh, too many to ask." Gustav shuttered, thinking to himself maybe Stoick wasn't ready for a dragon.

Whipping up and down, left and right, the Thunderdrum tried everything to get the irritating human off of his backside to no avail. Unfortunately for him, he didn't have the luxury to be wasting more time, not when his mate was on her own and defenseless. Heading straight for the open exit, the Thunderdrum zipped into the sky and twirled, flipped and dived as he made his way towards the cave where his female lay, hoping he was not too late.

"Whoa-ho! Easy! Don't you know who I am!?" Stoick shouted to the insubordinate dragon as he held onto the muzzle railing for dear life.

_It's you who has no idea who __**I**__ am!_ The Thunderdrum thought as he raced across to the opposite end of the island with all his speed.

…

Whistling out for Fanghook who was busy relaxing with Wither, Gustav met his Nightmare by the entrance to the academy before they both went out to follow the two before one of them got seriously injured or worse.

"What was I thinking!?" Gustav shouted. "I should have known he wasn't ready, he kept trying to tell me and I wouldn't listen! What have I done?!" he ran his shaking hands over his forehead.

Giving Gustav a quick bounce as if to say it wasn't his fault, Fanghook sped forward like a dart after the Thunderdrum and the chief who was quickly losing his balance before his hands finally slipped off the metal muzzle, sending him plummeting towards the jagged and sharp sea stacks below.

"Come on, Fanghook!" Gustav tightened his hold onto his rails of the saddle and streamlined his body as Fanghook increased his speed and narrowed his entire body downward in order to catch the falling man at equal velocity to the fall and with a narrow margin for error, managed to clasp his claws onto Stoick's shoulders as Gustav lowered a line of rope down for him to climb up on.

"What happened?!" Gustav asked as he secured the stubborn man onto the saddle.

"Ah, the beast threw me off and flew off to Thor knows where!"

"Well can you blame him?! All you ever did was fight him!" Gustav's expression was that of a scolding professor.

"Ah, he loved it!" Stoick defended.

"Apparently not!"

"We can hover here arguing or we can go get my dragon!?" Stoick ordered.

"Oh we're going to go find that dragon, and then we are sending him off to the Tidal Pool Isles where he belongs! I'm sorry, Chief, but you're just not ready for the responsibilities that come with caring for a dragon!" Gustav shouted, his last thread of tolerance cut from the seams. "I tried to push this onto you when you weren't ready! Maybe the people just aren't ready to take to riding dragons just yet…"

He was tired of trying to move things forward when it wasn't the time for it. He was scared that after the high of Toothless' visit ended, people would begin to lose their interest in wanting to be with dragons. Seeing Toothless chained down and not telling Hiccup had been eating him up for the last four days and he didn't want to have to face her with the truth and have nothing to show for it. As much as he was trying, he felt he wasn't doing enough to pull the forces of man and dragon together, and it scared him to think Hiccup could never return if she knew what her people had done. If he convinced her father -the one she cared for equally to her dragons and her people- to ride with a dragon, than maybe she'd see that everyone was capable of making mistakes and changing them. Gustav…didn't want to lose his best friends and be the little no one at the bottom of a well, he wanted to have his family back together. He wanted Hiccup home.

The silence between the two really got to Stoick. He had been a bit rough on the lad, and he was trying so hard to make changes. He really wanted to ride a dragon now, but it was Gustav's position to make that decision, not his. For the first time since Hiccup's departure, Stoick felt utter shame in his actions.

…

After scoping the mountainside, Fanghook was finally able to spot the blue Thunderdrum between the shadows of a dark cave and hovered down to the clearing, allowing the two passengers onboard to step off and make their way closer to the growling and cursing Tidal dragon before them.

"Let me handle this," Stoick held his arm out to shield Gustav as he reached for a giant spiked hammer behind him. "This ends here…"

"Chief…" Gustav reached forward to prevent him doing anything rash, but he only brushed off the young boy's hold.

With his hammer held high, Stoick staring directly into the eyes of the snarling Thunderdrum, readying himself to strike the beast unconscious for easy transport off their territory when a faint cry echoed from within the cave. Turning his eyes away from the dragon to his front, he let out a slow breath upon seeing a second one, violet in coloration and weakly thin for her size. She trembled with fear and pain as she pressed herself closer to the stone wall of the cave, her hazy yellow eyes wide as they pierced right through Stoick's soul.

"There's another Thunderdrum in there…" He lowered his hammer slightly.

Moving to the side for a better look, Gustav could see that in fact a female laid inside, near starvation and barely able to make much sound. "She's hurt," he whispered, the gapping black scorched hole in the center of her left wing proving this. "She can't fly… They must have been caught in the lightning storm."

"Well…he, he's protecting his mate…" Stoick shuddered, lowering his weapon down to his side. "That's why he's been taking all those fish."

Stoick now understood why the Thunderdrum had done what it had. It wasn't for his own benefit, but for his partner and family. He knew the feeling, wanting nothing more than to provide and protect those in need and who he cared about and not wanting for anything in return. This Thunderdrum was just like him.

"Go get the others." Stoick dictated to Gustav. "And tell Gobber to prepare for immediate medical attention."

"Chief, I can't just leave you here."

"Go! That's an order from your chief!" Stoick commanded.

With a heavy sigh Gustav mounted up onto Fanghook and trailing back towards the village to get help, leaving Stoick alone with the two Thunderdrums.

"Looks like it's just you and me, big fella," Stoick said, lowering his weapon to the ground and drawing his palm forward to place it over the tense Thunderdrum, want for him to know he was an ally and not an enemy.

The aggravated Thunderdrum rumbled lowly, letting out a warning bite into the air to show he was not going to be so willing as to trust this human.

Pulling his hand back, Stoick gazed deeply into the honey colored orbs of the Thunderdrum. All his life he had seen the eyes of dragon to be lifeless, void of anything remotely containing a soul. And yet right in front of him was a dragon who deep down was afraid. He was afraid for the safety of his loved one, and it was a feeling he knew all too well. Losing the people you care for the most can leave even the happiest of spirits bitter. If he could help it, he'd do his best to not allow the same kind of pain that ran through his veins each and every day since his wife and daughter left fall over this magnificent creature.

"I want to help. Trust me."

A glint of light from the setting sun haloed over the red hair of the man in front of him and a certain hint of kindness leaked from his emerald eyes. The male Thunderdrum didn't truly understand why this human, who minutes ago was beating him into submission was trying to earn his trust. Was it was trap? A ploy to get him off his guard in order for him and the other Vikings to take his mate away? He wished he had more time and a better understanding on the situation, but it would have to wait as a mass of red eyed shadows appeared from a thick veil of bog just meters from them.

Noticing the heavy growls coming from the Thunderdrum were not aimed towards him, Stoick turned his attention to his back and could hear the rough squeals and huffs of feral boars as their outlines and images emerged from the darkness.

"Ah, they smell the blood of your wounded mate." Stoick scorned as a large pack of tusked beasts lurched their way closer and closer to the cave opening where the female whimpered from the approaching threat.

Quickly glancing to the hammer by his side, Stoick slowly leaned down to retrieve it with his vision plastered onto the boars, their mud covered pelt appearing patchy as if they were war painted as thick streams of saliva and white foam oozed out the sides of their gapping mouths with their foul and heated breath blanketing the surrounding air.

The hooves of the boars clomped and banged over the rocky terrain before several drove off into a galloping sprint towards the opening where they were denied access by Stoick swinging his powerful hammer over their racing bodies while the Thunderdrum whipped and lashed the oncoming Scavengers with his long thin tail. They both evaded the attacks of the wild beasts, sending many flying off into the air and some hulling off towards the edge of the cliff where they splashed and kicked for retreat in the waters of the sea. Wave after wave of swine streamed out from the mountain side like angry monsoon tides, each set being effortlessly beaten down by the Thunderdrum and the chief.

While Stoick was warding off a pair of boars that were closing in on the cave, a lone and powerful hog with sharp, extended tusks pounced onto his backside and sent him to the ground where it lashed and stomped over Stoick's ribcage and abdomen, winding the tiring Viking as he tried and keep the foaming creature at bay. The hog howled and chomped towards his face, thick ribbons of spittle flying everywhere before the swift tail of the Thunderdrum forced the brute off of him, giving Stoick just enough time to recover and continue on his battle to defend the two Thunderdrums from the seemingly never-ending surge of swine.

Soon they were surrounded, back to tail end as more bloodshot eyes loomed over the raised cliff side. Fighting on their own, Stoick and the Thunderdrum were strong, but with an army of boars outnumbering them greatly all seemed hopeless. Turning towards one another, both man and dragon heaved slowly. The Thunderdrum was no longer angry, he was finally tired. Four days of constant swimming, stealing fish, dodging from Viking grasp, lack of sleep and now the onslaught of boars was finally taking its toll on his weary body. If it hadn't been for the human's aid, he would have most likely fallen in battle or lost his mate due to the large numbers of boars. He was truly grateful.

Bringing his head forward into a bow, the Thunderdrum awaited for the hand of the human to touch his snout and once physical contact was made, they both knew what they had to do.

Balling his fist, Stoick took hold of the giant metal muzzle over the jaws of the Thunderdrum and pulled it away, tearing the leather binds that kept them in place as if they were soft tissue and was allowed to climb onto the back of the Tidal class dragon as they both took position for one final attack.

With the full ranks of the Scavenger army on the march, they stormed forward towards the man who had imprisoned several of their fellow scouts and the Thunderdrum who had refused to just allow them to feast on the fading body of his mate, their battle cry echoing throughout the mountain side and island for one finishing strike.

…

By the time Gustav and the other dragon riders got to the location of the Thunderdrums and their chief, they were all shocked to see both males interacting with each other, bonding almost as they each lifted the female from out of the cave carefully.

"What, happened?" Gustav questioned. He had only been gone for thirteen minutes top and in that time Stoick and the Thunderdrum had managed to put their differences aside and worked together.

"Ah, battled a few boars, did a little bonding." The chief laughed as he and the Thunderdrum butted heads.

"You?" Gustav continued to question, wondering where the real chief and Thunderdrum had gone off to.

"Of course! There's something you should know about dragons, it's all about trust."

Gustav's eyes widened with surprise, a small smiled forming over his lips. "S-So you actually heard that."

"Yes, I just said it," Stoick chuckled. "I listen."

…

"And that should do it." Gobber said as he put down his tools.

It had taken some time, but he and Gustav managed to turn a sheet of canvas into a durable, waterproof and flexible wing slider that connected to the Thunderdrums newly mended wing with strong jointed ceramic rods that easily and securely hooked onto the existing limb. Gothi managed to feed the starved female a mash of raw fish and sea kelp to regain back her weight and strength as well as giving her medicine to ease her pain and plenty of water to replenish her fluids. Initially, the female was nervous. Her mate was similarly given the same treatment by Gothi, even receiving a firm jolt to the head with her cane when he refused a bite of food until his female was properly filled. She had never been near so many humans at the same time, but as time passed and the soothing words from the residing dragons calmed her fears, she was more open to their advances and for the first time since the fateful lightning storm was finally able to sleep soundly.

Everyone in the village was shocked to see Stoick on the back of a dragon when he returned with an injured Thunderdrum. After consulting with them the reasons for the fishing thieves, they understood clearly and welcomed both Tidal dragons with open arms.

"Good work, everyone." Gobber announced to the riders and volunteers who came in to help aid the dragons. "We should let these two rest up before they shove off on their way to the Tidal Pool Isle."

While some let out a collective disappointed groan, not wanted the new visitors to leave so soon, they knew that for the best. For Tidal class dragon, the sea was its home and with the sun fading away over the watery horizon, so too did many of the villagers return to homes of their own.

Staying behind, Stoick walked over to Gustav who had gone to putting in the final detail works into his dagger's sheath and placed his palm over his shoulder. "Let's talk, Gustav."

Putting down his engraving tool, Gustav lowered his head and waited for his chief to tell him he was being stripped of his position, but instead was asked to talk over why he had tried so hard with everything.

Not wanting to lie, Gustav stayed honest with not only himself but his friend and chief and pulled out a metal and glass needle from the side pouch on his belt to show him. "Hiccup made that and medicine for Fanghook to ease his anxiety and showed him that it's alright for him to voice out his problems to me."

From the side of his worktable, he pulled out a small book with a beautifully carved leather cover with symmetric Celtic patterns over the borders with an image of a dragon in the center.

"She gave me this so I can learn to communicate better with dragons and she showed me that I was doing the right things… And to show for it, we tried to send Toothless out to sea because we were afraid…" his voice became dull and hoarse.

Stoick lowered his head as he listened.

"I couldn't tell her. I didn't want her to think we weren't moving forward and trying to make changes around here…and I got scared that if she knew, she's never come back. So, I thought, if people could see you, the once big time dragon killer, on the back of a dragon and working together with them, that it would make things better."

It was beginning to make sense to Stoick now as small droplets of tears rolled down from Gustav's eyes.

"I miss her so much and want her to come home, and seeing her so happy on her island with all those dragons… I don't want to be replaced…"

Putting one of his large hands over Gustav's helmet, Stoick gave it a little tussle.

"I'm sorry for being so hard on you the past few days. I still have a lot to learn about all these new changes in our culture and have been so focused on trying to fit things back together that I ignored what was really missing. If you'd allow it, I'd like to give dragon riding another go around, the Dragon way."

Tilting his head, Gustav could see the wide smile over his chief's face through his slightly blurred vision, a small nod and grin forming over his as he wiped the tears from his cheeks with his palm. "Yeah, but first we gotta set up some laws for everyone, the Viking way."

…

By morning, the female Thunderdrum was back to her happy-go-lucky self, fully charged and chipper as a porpoise as she flapped her new wing, whirling through the sky like a nimble dove.

"Looks like she's diggin' the new wing." Aarne smiled as he watch the two Thunderdrums dance around in the blue skies before darting into the cool waters of the deep and reappearing once more with no issues from her new prosthetic.

"I guess this means we'll be saying goodbye." Tuffnut said when the two dragons returned to the Great Hall to give their farewells. "It's too bad, they were so cool."

With Stoick at the front of the two, he gave them each a firm bow, wishing them a safe journey and giving the male a final pat to his snout before saying goodbye.

To everyones shock, they didn't leave but instead the male pressed his snout harder onto Stoick's palm, a clear smile over his toothy jaw.

"Are they still sick? Why aren't they leaving for home?" Stoick asked Gustav by his side.

"Because, I think they've just made this their home and you, their family." Gustav smiled as he and Gothi nodded to each other by their chief as representatives for the people, tradition and dragons.

As the crowd of Vikings and dragons cheered with claps and bloats of fire, Stoick smiled upon his new friend, knowing now that dragons and Vikings were not so far apart.


	13. Chapter 13

_Hello again. In this chapter, Hiccup, Camicazi, Moodchanger and Toothless explore the ruins of a proud empire, meet up with an old friend and discover a new plant that turns everything aflame in more ways than one. This chapter posted 2-20-2015. Next chapter to be posted in 10-12 days. Thank you so very much for your patience and time. Please enjoy._

…

A mixture of tall and aged with young and tender blades of sweet scented pastures gently swayed with the morning breeze, each strand of greenery flickering with a dewy radiance from scattered droplets of ocean and mist over a pair of abandoned fog-covered islets that was at its time known as the Bog-Burglar Islands, now they stood as reminders as to how mad and power-hungry mankind can truly become when their hopes and securities vanish without a trance. An old and calloused hand slowly swept over the cold and withered stone bodies of the isles' patron deities, Freya and Freyr, a nostalgic and grieved smile spreading over his face as he gazed upon the landscape of the tattered remains of the village he so long ago called home.

"Welcome, to my origins." Camicazi turned around and gave a deep bow to his guests.

Basking in the ominous surroundings, Hiccup and Toothless silently drank in the scenery of tall and rubbled dry stone walls that told more history about struggle and tragedy than any book could ever to them.

All across the upward hummock landscape, scattered pieces of ancient slab stones that stood once as proud cottages were nothing more than stepping stones for a hillside. For the bungalows that were not frayed every which way looked so perfectly camouflaged with the moors all around, each structure vined completely with hearty jade mosses, heather, and climbing plants that it looked as though mankind had never colonized the terrain. The split and fractured dust covered stone stairways across the desolate ghost town looked more like withered and dried veins with their deeply cracked areas sprouting wild grasses and golden flowers as if nature itself was trying to bring life back into the channels.

Climbing up the steps and making their way towards the heart of the uninhibited village, Hiccup and Toothless could see the remnants of a long lost and strong civilization laid to waste and rot as if for some unknown reason every living being simply vanished from existence without a trace, leaving behind markers of the past for them to decide what had happened. Farming tools were cemented to the earth, their metal rusted to a coppery mess while the wooden handles splintered from its entanglement with ivies and decay. Decomposing wheelbarrows to the far east were housed on their sides, the cargo they once held of calabash gourds, peas, sea beets, and rainbow chard now grew wild as their finger-like roots and limbs dug, surrounded and vined themselves around the carts for support and shelter. Tarnished axes, dulled arrows, and broken spears were littered all over the foliage and on closer inspection to the top layer of soil and fragments, thick patches of soot and charred wood chips told the story of a harvest turned hostile.

"Ah, yes…it's been a while since I've walked these paths with a friend." Camicazi grinned as he took his final step to the top of the stairway, inhaling the warm harvest air where he overlooked at entirety of his homeland with both a heavy and lightened heart.

"How rude, Camicazi!" Moodchanger flashed a bitter shade of marigold. "I've come here with you every year we pass these shores!" she puffed her feathery body out like an angered cockatiel.

"Yes, but I said 'walked'. You on the other hand complain about the humidity and have to be perched on my shoulder because you get lethargic," the old man swiftly corrected.

"Well what do you expect? I'm a delicate little flower."

"_More like a nagging weed…_" Toothless muttered under his breath, Hiccup giving him a firm pat to his side to behave himself.

Bowing his head and raising his right palm vertically towards his face, Camicazi closed his blue eyes as he faced the mighty stone effigies of Freya and Freyr carved into the very mountain in the distance. "May the Lady and Lord look to us with humanity."

"Is this what you wanted to show us?" Hiccup asked after respectfully joining in his small prayer, watching as moving patches of sunlight passed through the openings of the clouds above and give a new light to the land as if the twin deities had heard their prayers.

"Yes. The main island that were stand on is 'The Lady', named after Freya: goddess of the moon, war, and beauty, and the smaller adjacent one is 'The Lord', after Freyr: god of the sun, peace, and fertility. We Bog-Burglars were the only Viking tribe to celebrate and worship two immortals as our guardians in this life."

Hiccup understood what he meant very clearly. For as long as there have been Vikings over the waters of the Archipelago, a respected god or goddess was looked to for guidance, support, and courage. While all Vikings respected each god, goddess and holy being with equal value, many clans looked to one for answers, prayers and loyalties. For her, born under the Hairy Hooligan Tribe of Berk, her patron god was Thor, the Mighty Thunder and Defender.

Viewing the central hub of the Bog-Burglar village, she could see old, burned and discolored flags flowing with the winds atop barely standing posts, adorned with faded reds, blues and golds around the border of the triangular banner with a golden boar and two azure cats depicted in the center, side by side.

"I had heard so many stories of how Bog-Burglars loved to thieve and only thought of themselves as the descendants of the Valkyries, but I never thought I'd be able to see first-hand just how beautiful this place is." Hiccup whispered. "I can only image what it must have been like before…" she held her tongue, not wanting to offend her friend in anyway or cross a cultural line.

Letting his grin widen ever so slightly, Camicazi was pleased she was taking an interest in learning about the lost Viking clans. He always felt history showed the errors of the past so that the generation of the future could learn, grow and adapt from it. As the heiress to her own tribe, it was in her best interest to gain knowledge and see where the tribes of the past went wrong in order for her to not fall under the same spell of repeating history. It was also the perfect place for her to learn of his secret…

"It's quite alright, lass. I came to terms with what had happened here long ago and have learned to move forward but never forget. Now, let us beginning with the training: What do you see? What do you hear? What do you feel?" he motioned his arms out eccentrically for effect.

Taking her time to really see her surroundings, Hiccup could almost feel a passing pulsation from the earth through her leather sandal and metal leg. The warm autumn zephyrs fifed past her ears, sounding like sweet yet haunting laughter. Things began to appear differently as passing shadows of mist disappeared with the emerging light from the sun. Time felt lighter.

"The solstice harvest...summer," Hiccup inhaled. "Everyone was getting ready for something. A celebration, maybe?" She strode towards the central plaza area where burnt and perished wooden stands were circled all around, rusted weapons and broken pottery all over the remaining planks.

Walking further into the heart of the village, Camicazi, Moodchanger and Toothless followed closely behind her as she made her way across the web of crossroads. When she made it to the tall stone and wood building, eroded by the elements, she placed her hand over the ash marked door, rubbing away the soot to reveal the same emblem of the boar and cats carved into the entranceway.

"This was the Great Hall and it's where everything started…"

Camicazi gave a slow and subtle nod, she was on the right path.

"First, people began to fight," Hiccup said, looking to the crumbling ruins of the parish. "Then came the riots and rebellion, and with it…genocide."

Toothless ran his head under her hand, comforting her when she looked to the spherical runestones in the far distance where wild daisies blanketed the eastern side of the island like a snowy-white cloth.

Responding to his touch, Hiccup smiled and rubbed his chin before making her way towards the rotund markers, their tops coated in thin moss and each stone was chiseled with triskele spirals.

"It must have taken forever for someone to carve each of these…" Hiccup muttered.

"It did, but it was the least I could do for my people…" Camicazi sighed, crossing his old legs and taking seat on the damp, cool grass and daisy covered earth.

A burst of realization swept over Hiccup as she slowly turned to look at Camicazi slowly.

"…After I found peace within myself and finished my training in the Far East, I traveled back here for closure. When I did, everyone was gone."

Seating right beside him, Hiccup and Toothless listened to the usually cheery man's voice go low with sorrow.

"I felt it only right to give each one of them their proper peace from this realm and spent nearly a year on each grave, laying them to rest. It was my way of saying I forgave them for exiling me and that I no longer held malice towards them for their decision."

Peering to view the many stone tombs around them. It would have taken him several decades to finish the feat alone. Turning her attention back to Camicazi, his smile told her he knew exactly what was on her mind.

"While I was burying my fellow sisters and brothers and cutting out the stones from the mountain, I began to notice strange things as each day passed from my perspective. Time, it seemed, altered. As I marked down the days from completing a single tombstone, I realized I had spent an entire year in a single day. Half in day and half in night…"

Both Hiccup and Toothless were glued to his every word as Camicazi ran his old fingers over the chiseled curves of a stone.

"I believe it was an act of humanity from the gods to express their gratitude for my sacrifice towards the departed. Freya and Freyr, twins of the sun and moon, altered my passage of time, allowing me to singlehandedly entomb my clan without withering my own life… I spent the next century and a half here from my viewpoint learning from my mistakes as a youth and reading every single book in the village library while my body slowly aged from a young boy to a man. Within that length, I learned that time can heal even the deepest of wounds and that it's too short to hold pain, anger and hatred inside. Now, I come back a single day each year to pay tribute to Freya and Freyr for giving me the chance to live my life…"

To prove his story, he lifted himself off the ground and led them to a runestone that differed from the rest. It was flat and stood vertically, the name "Ze Great Camicazi; Bog-Burglar" written atop with carved lines over the left side, each dated and ascending in height till the last of the markings hit right at where Camicazi stood in length. Rubbing her fingertips over the cool stone, she smile realizing he was so small when he began his mission at eighteen, four years after the Bog-Burglars had vanished from the world and ended at one hundred seventy-three, the year of beginning and completion the same. It was obvious the writing belonged to Camicazi and it was clear the entire structure was not marked in a single day as evident by the evolution of his penmanship from chicken scratch to fluent and distinguished.

"Technically, you were younger than my dad when you started this, and yet you've experience almost two hundred years of life and have grown into someone so…amazing." she softly spoke.

"If there is anything I want for you to take from this, Hiccup, it's that the more time you spend away from the ones you love, the more you begin to miss them, crave for them to return… I know right now, you need your time to heal and to find the real you hidden inside, but never forget where you came from and the times you've experienced with your people and loved ones because once those moments are gone…" he slide his palm over his memorial stone. "-all you'll have left are memories."

When he had asked her and Toothless to accompany him and Moodchanger to his native lands, she never could have imagined she'd learn this, but she was grateful she did because he always left her with valuable lessons on life.

"Do you ever wonder what life would have be like if you had never returned?" Hiccup asked, the hint of remorse in her voice telling him she had thought about this particular topic for some time for her own journey.

"At times. Not a day goes by in real and extended time here that I don't think that very same question, but we can never go back in time and rewrite our history; we can only slowly alter our present, learn from our past discretions and form our future."

…

Taking a vigorous whiff of the mixed vegetable stew that was slowly steaming and bubbling over the fire at a still intact cottage on the far side of the island, Camicazi smiled with delight and relished in the company of others over a warm and robust lunch. Along with the stew, they prepared some flat breads with a seasoned oil and herb spread and a young wild greens and fruit salad. He had spent many of his years eating his meals in solitude while laying his family to rest, the winds and slowly passing lights of night and day as his company. It felt good to have others to sit down with and share in something wonderful.

"I'd say the stew should be ready in about an hour, in the meantime I can go fish up something for Toothless by the coast." Hiccup said covering the pot of stew with its lid.

"Excellent idea! We'll come along as well. Some freshly caught grilled fish would go exquisitely with the meal." Camicazi cheered as he passed her a fishing pole he kept off to the side of his cottage.

"Really?" Moodchanger whined from atop her perch over a support beam. "I just got comfortable."

"Well, stay if you will, I suppose all the fish we catch will go to Toothless and I." Camicazi shrugged.

Ruffling her feathers as she gave Toothless and Camicazi a sour look, Moodchanger swooped down and rested herself onto the old man's shoulder.

"If my feathers get wet, it's on your head…" the firebird warned as they exited the house and made their way towards the soar.

On their way there, Hiccup noticed several young trees she could not identify that she could only presume to have once been tall and mighty like the ones all around by the coastline. The bark was a ridged and fibrous with a heavy accumulation of moss growing over it and tinted a beautiful red-violet along with the natural grey colored husk. In a way, they seemed out of place on the island yet brought on this exotic and boldness to the overall landscape. Taking notice to her curiosity, Camicazi grinned proudly.

"I had a good friend once who brought to me a bag of seeds from a faraway land. These are the trees that sprouted from those tiny pods and they're known as a totara tree and they've taken well to the fertile soils of my home. This very wood is what gives my ship its strength and speed and I'm grateful for the gift he gave me so long ago…"

"Do you miss him?" Hiccup asked softly.

Camicazi hummed. "It's not that I don't, we've just drifted apart for a long time… We're not the same people were once were as children." His expression was slightly stiff and serious.

Not wanting to pry any further, Hiccup settled with the gained knowledge and stared at the magnificent totara leaves as they caught the passing sunlight through the small openings before they finally made it to the shoreline to do some fishing.

"Help!" A voice cried out from the seas.

"Did you hear something?" Hiccup asked out loud.

"Sounded like a cry for help." Camicazi squinted as he scanned the ocean's horizon. "Over there…" he pointed out to a lone boat in the distant, entangled by long vine-like arms emerging from the sea.

"Looks like someone foolishly crossed and disturbed a sleeping kraken…" Moodchanger grinned, her feathers lighting up silver and sapphire.

"Toothless, let's go!" Hiccup motioned for him to ready himself for takeoff.

"You can't honestly expect to take on a kraken alone, lass! You'll be killed!" Camicazi blocked her by restraining Toothless' muzzle down as she hopped aboard.

"If we don't help that sailor, HE'LL be killed."

"Who said anything about letting that man die?! I'm not letting you two go alone!" the wild man smirked as he placed his weight onto Toothless' head and leaped into the air, flipping and turning midway above Hiccup and landed perfectly behind her onto the saddle, placing his hands right onto her shoulders. "Onward, to victory!"

…

There was a long and awkward silence inside Camicazi's cottage as he and the guest intensely glared into each other's eyes as they, Moodchanger and Toothless dug into large pieces of grilled kraken tentacle steaks while Hiccup slowly chewed on a piece of stewed gourd.

Finally breaking the silence, Hiccup placed her wooden soup down and cleared her throat. "So…I take it you two know each other?"

"That depends, Madam Hiccup. I once knew a young and wild boy, not a belligerent old man," Trader Johann said with his nose slightly held upward in the air.

"Likewise, lass, I once knew a silent stream, not a babbling brook." Camicazi bit back, taking a deep sip of his tea.

"For the record, I could have handled myself back there without your help. Your stunt nearly lost me my ship…" Trader Johann glared at the white haired man parallel to him on the dining room table.

"Yes, you made it perfectly clear you could handle the situation when you were crouched behind a barrel of figs." Camicazi bluntly stated, picking up a third kraken steak onto his plate.

"I'm really sorry about the trouble and your arm, Trader Johann." Hiccup added.

"Oh, it's no trouble from you, Madam Hiccup. I was merely stunned to see you so far from home, and on the back of a dragon no less. This is just a sprain, nothing I can't handle." Johann smiled to the Berkian girl who shielded him from the oncoming tentacles of the sea beast.

"Yes, we wouldn't want your frail wrists to be damaged any more than need be, you need all the strength you can get lugging around that buoy you call a boat…"

Johann slammed his aching fist onto the wooden table, stinging his already sore wrist. "That ship had been in my family for generations and I will not have you insult it! Not everyone gets to float around the seas in a speed boat! No wonder you never get any visitors to your library and 'trade shop'!"

"My shop and library doesn't cater to the psychotic whims of the masses, but I wouldn't expect a merchant like you to understand something like that!"

"And I wouldn't expect a reclusive librarian like you to understand the masses when you coop yourself up with nothing but text and a talking parakeet!"

"Might I reminder you, that this 'parakeet' willingly risked her precious feathers to save your sorry hide?!" Moodchanger interjected, never allowing for her honor to be tarnished.

"_Please, you just hovered around in the air like a senseless firecracker while Hiccup, Camicazi and I did all the work…_" Toothless scowled.

"_At least I don't need help to fly…"_ the firebird shot back, her feathers turning into ribbons of red and orange flames.

While the insults flew through the air, Hiccup silently wondered if she should jump in and break all the commotion up. The issues between Camicazi and Trader Johann seemed far too deep and interpersonal for her to interfere. It wasn't her place. Moodchanger and Toothless were always at each other's throats since day one, it was how the two communicated, much like him and Etch. Perhaps this type of behavior was normal between firebirds and dragons. And if she did interpolate, what would she say? What could she say? Her head was beginning to hurt from the aching collaboration of all their voices from the Dragonese to her own language. She could understand and hear it all, and it hurt.

She felt heavy, cold and the room began to feel as though it was darkening. Everyones voices kept echoing and banging around in her head, making her fingertips trembling and quake. Her breathing stared to become rapid and her heartrate increased all at once and she was sure she'd go into a panic attack when two young voices echoed past the rest. They were the voices of children, young boys, laughing.

"_It's my turn to play the captain, Johann!"_ One voice called out, wild and playful in tone.

"_Alright, Cam, but no cheating!"_ The other voice cheered, a tint of an accent in the background.

"You two used to laugh so much together before…" Hiccup whispered in a trance-like start, her eyes dilated and shadowed.

She might as well have shouted because the two men, the firebird and the Night Fury all looked to her with wide eyes, their own anger vanished completely by her simple and silent words.

Just when Camicazi and Johann were about to ask her how she knew that, her eyes fell shut and body became limp.

"Madam Hiccup!" Johann shouted as he leaped forward to grab her.

"Lass!" Camicazi followed suit, but in the end, it was Toothless who caught her mid fall.

"_Hic, are you okay?!_" Toothless asked, leaning her drooping form over his head.

"_I'm fine… Just…got a headache."_ Her voice was hoarse and her breath rasped like she had ran a marathon.

Hovering over Hiccup, Camicazi and Johann looked to each other. As much as they viewed each other in less than pleasant light, they both cared for Hiccup and didn't want their bad history to cause her any distress. Clearing their throats both assisted her back to her seat and tried to be as cordial as possible with each other, for her sake at least.

"Sorry about that, lass. We've had…some bad history between each other for some times, but that's no excuse for our behavior, especially over a meal." Camicazi forced a smile.

"Madam Hiccup, I am ashamed of my behavior, and after you invited me for lunch, it's such terrible manners on my behalf."

"No… I shouldn't have pried." Hiccup managed between an inhale.

Guilt brewing over the two men when the heated serpentine eyes of her dragon partner and the judging golden hawk eyes of Moodchanger drilled onto them.

"You know, I haven't visited the Lord side of the islands for a long time. I believe a nice stroll over and some fresh air could really brighten our moods and I'm sure bog flowers should be coming into bloom this time of year. It'd be a shame to let them go unseen…" Camicazi smiled, knowing her love of wildlife and exploration usually cheered her up.

Breaking from her daze, Hiccup slowly nodded before taking a bite out of her flatbread, continuing her lunch with a thought in mind. _I knew those voices… But how?_

…

Hiccup couldn't quite put her finger on it, but there was something about the air on the Lord side of the Bog-Burglar Isles that gave her the chills. It was a much marshier area when compared to its sister island and smelt not of meadows and wild vegetation, but earth and wetland. Like Camicazi had claimed, thousands of brightly colored bog flowers and water lilies were budding and coming into bloom over the pools of murky waters. If the Lady was a beautiful prairie field, the Lord was a rugged swampland with florescent and vibrant colors and wet sweet scents. There was this wildness in the air that made the low hanging limb of swamp willows tangled vines thick green vines look like a tropical bush than a shaded mire.

"It's like a jungle…" Hiccup smiled with amazement, brushing her fingertips over the tall reeds by a still pool.

"Ah, yes, the Lord half of the two gave the Bog-Burglar Isle their name," Camicazi laughed as he hung upside down from a willow like a monkey by his sandaled feet over a branch. "During the rainy seasons, the air here becomes so thick and cloudy that it seems to cloak both islands in a veil of mist and bog. The humid air also gives it an advantage over most other islands in terms of vegetation. Where most have only a short season of harvest before the frost hit, here we could continue to till, harvest and start new crops for up until the late winter months."

While Hiccup and Camicazi explored the swampland with a joyous vigor, Johann did his best to swat away bands of gnats from his person and collect rare seeds and fungi for his shop while Moodchanger perched herself over the treetops with an intense demeanor, leaving Toothless to glare and sneer at the old man following and hovering over his Hiccup in the distance.

_What is up with me now?_ Toothless scoffed to himself with a twitch to his brow. _ First I was jealous over a little runt, now I'm heated over a silver fox?"_

Ever since the beginning of their trip over to the Lord side of the island, Camicazi had been airborne over Hiccup like a carefree hummingbird; placing a white lotus over her left ear, making her smile and giggle from his jokes and antics while he walked right behind her with Moodchanger over his head.

Of course he was happy she was still able to be around other humans and connect with them, it gave him hope that someday she'd be willing to return to her own homeland and people. So why was seeing Hiccup directing her smile and happiness towards the FlashMaster librarian making him feel like going wild? Seating himself on the warm and moist soil, Toothless sank his talons into the ground, trying to relieve all this irrational stress and anger from his system.

He had nothing against Camicazi. The Bog-Burglar was a fun, adventurous guy who gave Hiccup the chance to learn new things from books and stories from his past and travels, he even gave him his stringed instrument he practiced nearly every day. He considered the old man a friend, and yet seeing him so close to Hiccup, guiding her along this strange landscape of vines and flora he knew nothing about made him feel invisible. In a way, he felt transparent compared to all the new sights, smells and flavors of these lands. Mostly, he felt he couldn't compete with someone as eccentric as the long snow-haired wild man, even if the man was just trying to be friendly and not trying to butt in on his and Hiccup's relationship.

Sure Toothless knew he made Hiccup smile and happier than she had been in years, but he at times caused her pain, both emotionally and physically. He had yelled at her once and cut her to the point where she was bleeding profusely while shedding silent tear and all he did was run from her in her time of need. He had never ran away from anything in his life as a solider, and the one person he never wanted to be apart from for too long now that he was a free dragon, he managed to leave her side more times than need be. There were days when he'd wake up in the morning and feel like the luckiest dragon in the world for having Hiccup by his side and other days when he'd see her trembling so close to him with a troubled expression over her sleeping face from her nightmares that it made him feel unqualified to be her partner and care for her.

As much as hated to admit it to himself, she wasn't like him, no matter how much it seemed like she was. She was human. And yet, he still loved her. Deeply and truly, he loved her. How was it she -someone he thought deserved so much more than he could offer- love him so genuinely in return when he was a known murderer and outlaw? How was it that she loved a dragon with all her heart? Did she pity him? Thinking these things only made his ears and expression flop low with befuddlement and woe.

"_Toothless…"_

Tearing his eyes away from the shallow hole he had dug, he focused his sights over to where Hiccup's voice directed from, his breath nearly taken away by seeing her standing in a pool of what looked like liquid gold from the brilliance of sunlight hitting a channel of water over an unshaded area draped on either side with willow branches. Slowly, his eyes traced up her sun kissed legs to her coffee colored boardshorts and up her body towards her green mesh midriff halter top bikini that he couldn't help but let his talons sink further into the ground as his wings tightened from the radiant naiad calling for him. In her palms she cupped the long and heathy stem of a hefty purple-blue puffball flower just mere inches from her face as her eyes and smile sparkled from the treasure held within her grasp.

"_These look exactly like the flowers I used to pick as a child at the cove when I first started my garden. I had to clear them out because they were so invasive to the vegetables I was growing. I never thought I'd be able to see them again… They're beautiful._"

A smile spread over his fangs, his body relaxing to a soothing ease as he fell into a deeper infatuation towards her once more. If there was something only they could share in, it was their bridged language and their fascination with life. At least with their jointed dialect, he could securely tell her she was his flower and that he'd do anything within his will to defend and cherish her without the fear that they'd be heard by the others. As much as he didn't want to admit it that was another reason he felt he needed to stay distant from her while on the Bog-Burglar Isles. It wasn't just them exploring the landscape so he couldn't just display his affections so openly, especially not in the vicinity of other humans who probably would never understand their love. Even if he wanted to be able to rub up against her soft hair or walk by her side in public right now, he'd just have to be more disciplined and courteous to the situation. It was one thing to be affectionate and another to be smothering.

Not wasting a second more thinking to himself, Toothless gradually waltz towards her to the side of the pond's band where hundreds of the purplish-blue flower grew around its border like reeds and as he took in a slow inhale of the warm surrounding air, a pungent and slightly semi-bittersweet perfume filled his lungs and touched his senses. It stung, pricked at his inner most being and enraptured his core, causing a fiery seethe of emotion to flow his body and tingle his spine. His smile charmingly curled to a predatory-like sneer as a deep rumbling snarl temptingly escaping the back of his throat, triggering a craving and primal hunger to swell over his gut as more of Hiccup's scent and the bouquet of mere flowers flared his nostrils. His eyes dilated and constricted as the image of Hiccup burned into his mind while his claws repeatedly scratched into the moist soil as if to anchor himself there by her presence.

For a moment, nothing but his queen mattered to him. His focus was directed towards Hiccup, her presence exuding an irresistible bouquet of sweet and savory, like a mixture of honeyed lemons and garlic. He had never felt this kind of pull, this passion, but he knew he never wanted to leave her side. In a way, he needed her, to hide her away from the wandering eyes of others and keep her as his and nobody else's.

Lost in her company, Toothless leaned his head towards her and tenderly caresses her cheeks with his, alternating on either side of her face as his vibrating form tickled her dampened flesh.

"_T-Toothless… What's gotten into you? You're more affectionate than usual today."_ Hiccup whispered, her cheeks becoming rosy when his hot puffs of breath brushed by her neck and ears.

"_Have I told you just how beautiful you look? Because I really should, you're breathtaking…"_ Toothless said in an almost panting voice that sent a shiver up Hiccup's neck.

"_T-Thank you…"_ she managed as her heart started to race. "_You look handsome as well."_

"_It's not just your appearance though, you're so selfless and thoughtful, and you smell incredible… Are you trying on something new? I could just eat you up right now."_ Toothless possessively hummed, a smirk over his fangs as he playfully nipped at her jugular.

Hiccup's eyes widened at the sensation of Toothless' teeth slowly and delicately nibbling over her neck. Usually when Toothless was amorous, he'd show it by holding her or brushing his snout over her hair, but never had he done something so…bold. She'd be lying if she said she disliked the adoration, but it felt a bit embarrassing knowing that not too far off Camicazi, Moodchanger and Johann were around. Feeling a small whimper on its way to escaping her throat, Hiccup quickly bit her lip and shut her eyes as her face burned crimson.

"_Um, n-no, just the usual sweet grass."_

It didn't take long for Toothless to notice her attempts to hide her voice as he slyly brushed his tongue over her nape up to her chin, purring loudly from his slowly trace. "_You look so cute when you bite your lip. It's okay if you want to let out a little sigh, I love the sound of your voice."_

"_A-Aren't you worried the others might see or hear us?!"_ Hiccup increased her volume from a whisper, almost whimpering out her plea as she tried to sway his actions by forcing herself away by going further towards the center of the pond, only her have her actions foiled by his paw catching her by the small of her back and drawing her close. Her eyes shot open again and saw how the glow from the afternoon light made Toothless' dark scales almost iridescent as she noticed his tightening muscles.

"_Why should I be? Maybe I want them to know just how much I love you and that you're already with someone."_ His eyes pierced right to her, making Hiccup's knees buckle from his words and his demeanor of confidence.

A gust of warm wind passed by them, causing the puff ball flowers to dance around them and the limbs of the willows wave while Toothless and Hiccup stared into each other's eyes, Hiccup's dazed and Toothless' filled with desire.

…

Moodchanger hadn't really been in the best of moods but she couldn't say it was one of her better days. For starters when Camicazi had told her they were going to be going to his homeland for a visit, she wasn't expecting him to make it a trip by inviting Hiccup and her dragon along. It wasn't that she didn't like the two, it was just that for the longest time, it was just something THEY did together. With Hiccup in their lives, Camicazi would go out of his way to make the young Viking heiress feel like she wasn't alone because for the most part she knew he saw a bit of himself within her. He didn't want for her to go through the tough years of isolation from one's heritage or to form hatred or grudges over discrepancies in the past.

When Moodchanger had first met Camicazi she was just a tiny little firebird who could fit into his palms. He was still a young soul in the body of a middle aged man and he cared and protected her from the prying, sometimes cruel, and greedy grasps of man. For a time, she hated all humans asides from him, she had even latched out her anger once at a professor who had entered the library and called her an "unbelievable specimen" who now was a dear friend to the both of them.

So what if all she heard from Camicazi was how smart Hiccup was or how fast and skilled she had become at FlashMastery, she would always be his number one friend, right? So why was seeing her one true and oldest friend prancing around the Lord Isle with the small Viking girl making her insides feel like they were made of fire?

"Moodchanger!" she heard right beside her on the treetop. "You want some whortleberries!?" Camicazi asked with a big upside-down smile, a branch full of plump and ripe blue fruits in his hand.

Moodchanger scoffed, sticking her beak high in the air. "Why? Wouldn't you like to share them with Hiccup first?" she didn't mean for her voice to sound so condescending, but it did.

"What are you talking about, you silly bird?"

"Don't play coy with me. All this trip you've been over her like a bear to a beehive. It's rather dishonorable, if I do say so myself…" Moodchanger huffed, her feathers ruffling.

"Mood… Are you jealous?" Camicazi asked with a smirk, popping a berry into his mouth.

The firebird flashed an array of reds and violets. "Of her!? Please, I'm far superior than she could ever hope to be! I'm stunning; perfection in the making! What with her bookish smarts, her kind mannerisms, artistic skills, gullible nature, and the way she always smell like freshly cut grass… Who would be jealous of that? Not to mention her poor taste in men. I mean, really, Toothless is just a disaster waiting to happen. The guy can't even step up and be near the girl when they're with others."

Camicazi blinked a few times before putting it together. "I don't think it's her you're jealous of… I think it's that Night Fury who's been avoiding her."

"Like _**I**_ could possibly ever be envious of an overgrown salamander with a cocky attitude and horrid musical skills." Moodchanger spat out a puff of heated smoke. "What could she ever see in a jerk like that?"

"You know what I think? I think you've really grown to like Hiccup but you're scared she might not see just how great you are when she's got someone as wondrous as Toothless by her side." Camicazi grinned as he sat himself on the same branch she perched herself onto.

"Why would I want the friendship of another human…? She's probably like…" she knew she honestly couldn't finish that statement. Hiccup was far different from the poachers and crooks of the world, she loved animals and fought to defend a species her kind were notoriously know for killing. Moodchanger, despite her insistence, really like Hiccup. She never had a female friend before and a part of her was scared that if she put herself out there, Hiccup may not accept her friendship.

Before she or Camicazi could add another word, a hint of tart wonderfulness made its way into her nasal passageways. While most birds do not possess a sophisticated sense of olfaction, firebirds and other fowls of fables held a highly tuned capability to scent and the presence of soft meadows, rustic sulfur with a hint of nightshade entered her lungs and drew in her attention. Turning her head to find the traces of where the scent originated, Moodchanger saw as Toothless held Hiccup close, biting at her neck and licking at her flesh. A rush of midnight blue painted her pale quills as the words '_I could just eat you up'_ drifted with the wind and a wave of anger fell over the proud firebird.

"That…rake of a drake…" Moodchanger crowed in a hissing tone.

Looking over to the direction his friend was glaring daggers at, Camicazi saw as Hiccup shoved Toothless slightly, only for him to pull her back so they were staring into each other's eyes. "Ah, well see? The boy's not as shy as you think him to be Mood… Moodchanger?" Right where she had been perched were deep set scorch marks with razor-like talon scrapes over the bark.

"Oh bother…" the old man sighed, taking a final bite of a whortleberry before the fireworks flew.

…

"_You're a bit adventurous today, bud."_ Hiccup muttered with her breath as she felt Toothless purposely entangle his talons with the strings that kept her halter in place behind her leather vest.

"_I know. I'm not going to undo those strings, I just want to know why you choose to stay by my side."_ Toothless smirked onto her neck.

"_Then why…?"_ was all she could muster, feeling his claws ever so gently glide over his skin.

"_So you want me to undo them?"_ he teased with a soft bite.

"_T-That's not what I meant!" _Her face was bright red by now from his constant flirting.

Toothless smiled from her reaction. "_Hic,_ _I don't ever want you to feel uncomfortable or not in control around me, but I also want to make it clear that I'm not joking with your feelings. Everything I say to you I mean it."_ His voice got more intense, serious almost. "_I don't ever want to hurt you again, because you mean so much to me. I don't want to lose you…that's why I have to know why you stay."_

Hiccup stopped trying to move away from his hold and stood perfectly still.

Was this spontaneous boldness his way of showing her he was feeling vulnerable and lonely? Did he feel like he had done something wrong? She wondered all these things as she felt his purrs massage her skin and his claws caress her back.

"_I…"_

Before Hiccup could utter anything more, a flash of blue and coal colored flames collided with Toothless' body, pushing him back slightly and forcing him to unweave his paw from Hiccup's bikini as he positioned his defensives, glaring at the mass of azure and black sparks hovering over him.

"_And here I thought you were just a spineless lizard when you're nothing more than a maiden devourer!" _Moodchanger cawed loudly, her flames extending far from her anger.

"_What you going on about, you overdressed peahen!" _Toothless hissed back, shielding Hiccup with his wings.

"_Don't act stupider than you already are! I saw you taking a bite out of her! You're despicable!"_

Hiccup's face turned red as she wave her arms about. "_Whoa_, _Moodchanger, it's not what you think, he…"_

"_Don't try to defend him, Hiccup! All males are the same, it doesn't matter whether they're human or beast. They just take beautiful things from this world and consume them!"_

"_So what if I did nip at her?"_ Toothless smugly grinned. "_I did it because I wanted to and it's none of your business what she and I do together."_

"_Moodchanger, Toothless, please let's just calm down and talk this out."_ Hiccup tried to keep the peace as she made her way out of the water, causing both to just hiss and croak at each other more.

Not wanting any of that, Moodchanger blazed her body and swept low towards Toothless who in turn clawed at the air and roared at the top of his lungs, forcing Hiccup to step away from the brawling firebird and dragon as embers spilled everywhere.

"_She's mine!"_ Moodchanger clawed at Toothless' back, her eyes contracted and wild while her mind became consumed by a deep desire, a hunger.

"_You don't know the first thing about her and she isn't yours to claim!"_ Toothless screeched as he arched his back and forced Moodchanger off his body by flapping his wings powerfully.

Both continued to scream out words of anger, vulgarity and possession while Hiccup desperately tried to step out of the water to separate them but it was proving to be more challenging than she could have hoped for.

"Moodchanger! That's enough!" Camicazi shouted as he sprung out of the treetops, trying to reach the two sparring animals but to no avail with all the heat and fire coming off from her blue body.

"Get your mad bird under control, Camicazi! She's going to set the entire island in smoke!" Johann shouted after seeing the commotion once he finished collecting the materials he needed. "You should keep that monster in a cage!"

That one statement burned Camicazi as he turned to the salesman and began ranting words he had been holding in for many years.

"She is not a monster, you ignorant jellyfish-muscled barnacle! How dare you say something like that, but I really shouldn't be amazed by your judgment considering the black-market sea scum you sale to! It's people like you who give traders a bad reputation when you pawn off weapon blueprints and the lives of animals for a profit! I know it's been you selling to the Madman for years and I've kept my mouth shut for far too long but not anymore you two-faced cretin! Draw yourself a weapon, I'd hate to harm an unarmed scoundrel!" Camicazi finished by drawing his Heart Slicers from their sheaths.

Toothless shot three consecutive plasma blasts at Moodchanger who effectively dodged his fire with grace and majesty.

"You think I wanted to sell to him?!" Johann shouted pulled a sole dagger from his boot before they both started to spar. "It was either my life or my services! I do what I have to in order to survive in this world and I warned you what kind of world it was when we were kids, but you never listened to me! You never listen!"

Despite not being an experienced sword master like Camicazi, Johann was doing his best and putting his all into dodging the twin swords and thanked the gods that in spite of his anger Camicazi never used his FlashMastery techniques on him.

"All I ever wanted to do was be just like you!" Camicazi bellowed as he raised his Heart Slicers high. "You traveled the world while I was stuck here on a rock!"

Moodchanger circled around the perimeter of the bank, setting a ring of fire over the now blazing flowers as she chased after Toothless, ultimately and unknowingly trapping Hiccup within the pool.

"I wanted what you had! To have a solid home and to not have to move from one shore to another! You don't realize how lucky you had it!"

"How lucky could I have been when my own mother left this world in my time of need?!"

"At least you had a mother!" Johann stopped the two swords from cutting into him by holding his dagger down as they formed an 'x' over his body.

"_Hiccup's mine!"_ Toothless snarled as he and the firebird continued to set flames to the now blazing willow trees and forest flora. One moment ago the island was green, vibrant and full of color and now it was fiery red and ash black as branches overhead began to snap and shatter from the weight of fire.

Heavy coughs cut through the spars of the two animals and men as Hiccup's lungs began to quickly fill up with smoke. She had been shouting for everyone to stop fighting, trying to douse the flames with the water from the pool, but she had managed to find herself trapped in a bed of loose underwater clay and before she could get out her body was slowly being dragged downward. She was stuck.

It was Camicazi and Johann who first took notice as they looked to their surrounds of fire covered trees and caught a glimpse of Hiccup's sinking body through the flames. Dropping his dagger, Johann sprang towards the blazed bank and panicked, "Madam Hiccup!"

"Hiccup!" Camicazi called out, placing his swords away.

"I can't move…" Hiccup coughed, her hands over her mouth and nose to try and prevent more smoke from entering her lungs.

…

As the flowers burned away, the flames finally managed to reach the underground roots, each beginning to wither and shrivel into deflated pieces of charred fibers and as the last root and flower was smothered to death by the infernos, the spell over Moodchanger and Toothless wore off, both dazed as to what had just happened. When both came around to, everything was on fire and Hiccup was slowly sinking into the pond, tears running down her ash covered face.

"_Hiccup!" _Toothless cried out as he ran towards the bank, preparing to leap into the pool when Camicazi blocked his path.

"No! If you jump in, the clay below will give way and she'll drown under the water!"

"What have I done…?" Moodchanger's flickering feathers quickly turned pale from blue.

"We don't have time for that! Please, you need to clear as much of this fire out fast before we end up losing her to suffocation!" Johann begged to her.

Swooping high into the air, Moodchanger circled herself above the blazing treetops above the pool, going faster and faster as the air below began to thin out, killing the flames of the small region of the marshland.

"_Hiccup, reach out for me!" _Toothless extended his tail out to her but it was nowhere near long enough to extent to her.

"_I can't…_" Hiccup stretched her arms out as far as she could, feeling her lower half sinking further down.

"Grab on!" Moodchanger called out from above her.

As Hiccup reached up for the firebird's talons and Moodchanger pulled up with all her might, she simply didn't have enough strength to pull her out from the tight hold of the earth.

"We'll have to rope her out," Camicazi seriously stated. "Mood, Toothless, find us as many vines as you can, quickly! Johann, you and I are going to cut up some bark fibers for some reverse wrap, once we get the vines we're going to need to twist together fast. Hiccup, we'll get you out."

With everyone's orders in hand, they each went off to work hastily and before they knew it they had a thick and strong length of rope within the hour in order to pull Hiccup out of the quagmire and by that time, Hiccup's chest and neck were just above water level.

Grabbing the end of the rope, Moodchanger brought it over to Hiccup and secured it around her chest while Toothless, Camicazi and Johann held the other end tightly.

"Are you ready, Hiccup?" Camicazi asked.

"I'm good." Hiccup managed, her throat sore from the ash.

"Pull!" Camicazi ordered and with several strong tugs began to feel Hiccup's body slow loosen from under the clay below.

"A few more tugs should do it" Johann called out as he felt his wrist aching even more.

"Toothless, about what you asked," Hiccup began.

"_Not right now ,Hiccup!" _Toothless coped between his teeth as he pulled on the vine rope.

"No, I want you and everyone to know. Toothless, I stay with you because you stayed by my side when I needed someone. Even when times were bad and you had every opportunity to leave me permanently you stayed and watched over me. You made me feel like I wasn't invisible or unwanted. I like being with you when we talk about learning new things and explore new places together. I love you…"

Right after she said that the clay spat her out and she went flying into the air towards the three men at fast speeds. Right before she could collide with them, Moodchanger swooped in and shielded her body from impact, wrapping Hiccup's wet body with her wings and warming her to dryness.

"Hiccup…I am so sorry for everything. I just assumed Toothless was a no good coldblooded drake," Moodchanger cooed.

"_I'm right here!"_ Toothless bit.

"But I can see now that he's more than just a friend to you, he's the one you turn to for support. I'm sorry for ever questioning his intentions and honor."

"_You mind telling me that to my face and not to her…"_ Toothless sighed exhaustingly.

"Thank you, Moodchanger. I know you were only trying to protect me, that's what friends are for." Hiccup let out a tear as she held the firebird close.

"I'm…your friend?"

"Of course, you saved my life." Hiccup smiled as she rustled her hair over the white soft feathers of her fowl friend.

"_We did most of the work!"_ Toothless barked.

"Still…" Hiccup loosened her grip over Moodchanger. "The flowers and the forest are gone, it'll take years to grow back…" she frowned looking over the darkened area of wilted tree trunks and skeletal-like limbs of shrubs.

"Perhaps not," Camicazi interjected. "The flames from a firebird can strengthen the soil with nurturance and minerals, plus I know a certain someone who's been collecting seeds throughout his stay on the island." He turned his smile over to Johann who flinched slightly.

Sighing the man handed over the bag of collected nuts and berries. "I suppose this place does look better alive than dead."

"_Sorry about the flowers, Hiccup."_ Toothless sincerely said as he dug into the ground to try and salvage the roots only to hiss harshly at a desiccated piece of twisted fibers.

"_Toothless? What is it?"_ Hiccup asked, dragging herself over to where he was cursing to and noticed a blackened and flattened root, a foul smell of sulfur and rot empting into the air.

"Mandrake?" Johann asked taking a peek.

"Nightshades don't give off a sulfur smell and these flowers looked like alliums." Camicazi confirmed as he lifted the shriveled plant remains from the earth.

"A hybrid between mandrake and garlic?" Hiccup asked, prinking her nose as the toxic fumes spread around.

"Seems like a thriving one too if it's able to grow over on Berk. Although judging by its effects on Toothless and Moodchanger, might as well call this new species 'drake root'."

"Dragon root…" they all chimed together, except Toothless who continued to snarl.

…

"So, you two are friends again?" Hiccup asked after the light of day began to pass closer to the mountain tops of the Lady side of the islands.

"We just needed to clear the air is all," Camicazi smiled as he gave Johann a pat to his back. "It's hard to believe we used to be the same age."

"And I'm still wondering which of us is the older man." Johann cringed from the hard hit to his side, leaning himself onto the side railing of his ship.

"_Wouldn't the island have also aged us a year too?"_ Toothless asked.

"_It only effects Camicazi and only when he's alone on the islands. The gods are tricky that way." _Moodchanger answered confidently.

"Sorry your visit didn't go as smoothly as hoped for, lass." Camicazi bowed.

"No, I learned so much from just being here. Thank you for having us over." Hiccup thanked him with a deep bow of her own.

"Well, we best part ways, I've already lost a good deal of time… That reminds me, Madam Hiccup, I've got something here for your father, he said…" Trader Johann began.

"I…don't live on Berk anymore. I haven't seen him in some time…" Hiccup's expression dropped.

Johann could see the troubled look in her eyes and felt it best not to pry or insist any further.

"If you follow the northwestern current, it should take you to Berk in no time," Camicazi interposed to break the tension.

"I'll keep that in mind. Thank you again for rescuing me and saving my ship, it's the only home I've got."

Reaching out for Johann's shoulder, Camicazi smiled. "If ever you need to feel solid ground, my homeland is always here."

…

With everyone giving their final farewells, they each went off to their own homes, Hiccup and Toothless finally making it back to Dragon Island after a long day.

As Toothless spread himself flat over the cool ground, Hiccup slowly ran her fingertips over his back, massaging his tensed muscles and loosening the knots under his scales.

"_I want to thank you."_ Hiccup said as she leaned herself over his entire back, whispering into his ear. "_For everything you said, it made me feel special."_

Toothless couldn't help but fidget from her caress, feeling her revenge as her loving hands brushed over his neck area in all the right places.

"_And I want you to know that…you know, if you ever feel left out or lonely, just let me know. I'm always available for you."_ She batted her long eyelashes to him, her voice hinting with playful suggestiveness to get back at him and have him taste his own medicine.

As much as Toothless was liking the affection and words, he felt warm, heated almost. "_It's n-not that I…"_

"_I know, I just want you to know you don't need dragon root if you want to get a little teasing with me." _Hiccup hinted with a sweet kiss before jumping off of him and walking over to the walled area of the bathroom and hid behind the concrete barrier. Soon after her arm extended outward with her halter top bikini pinched by the stings before being dropped to the ground where Toothless could see it.

So many emotions coursed through Toothless' brain as a deep set tremble rushed over his entire body. It was going to be much harder for him to keep his cool around her if she made little suggestive hints like that to get back at him, one of these days he might not be able to.


	14. Chapter 14

_Hello again. In this chapter, Fishlegs finds a lost treasure buried in the sand and without realizing it has just unleashed an imperceptible but dazzling omen over Berk that will test not only his dragon knowledge, but his bravery as he faces acid, eggs, and his own inhibitions. This chapter posted 3-4-2015. Next chapter to be posted in 6-7 days. Thank you and please enjoy. _

…

"As I've said a million times, and as Ruffnut has demonstrated so splendidly, the shield can be your most important weapon." Gobber instructed holding out said instrument for all the Dragon Training Academy students to see. While he was no longer their dragon killing instructor, it was still his duty to train the next generation of Berkians to defend not only themselves but their shores from the dangers of the open world, whether that threat be from pirates, Imperials from the Empires, rogue creatures, or neighboring Viking nations on the brink of war, he had to be sure each and every one of them would be prepared for any of those perils. "Who's next?!" he finished with a wide grin.

"Hold on!" Tuffnut interrupted as he lifted his sprawled self off the hard stone floor where his much more abrasive sister had left him from their training exercise. "I don't get to hit her back?!"

"On your own time." Gobber groaned his answer before turning to the others. "Gustav! Aarne! Hand-to-hand combat, go!"

Young Gustav gulped as he turned his head to see the last of the Hofferson clan balling his fist and colliding it with an open palm, a clear and sinister smirk on his face. If there was one thing Aarne hadn't lost, it was his ability to present an air of strength and intimidation.

"W-Well, I don't think it's really fair for me to be fighting-"was all the slightly panicking Larson boy could get out before the shadow of Aarne's descending axe kick came down towards him that he luckily managed to evade with a sidestep.

To say Gustav felt unprepared for a sparring match between the king of hand-to-hand combat was an understatement. He himself had never fought anyone, if anything he was usually the punching bag, but what he did have in his arsenal was a quickstep and his short stature that so far was keeping him from getting a boot or a fist to the face. To be fair though he knew Aarne was going easy on him as evident from the blonde's playful smile and slow movement, even giving him a subtle indication of when he was going to strike, but even at that he was still at a grave disadvantage over the guy how spent nearly every day of his life boxing and training while he spent most of his in a workshop making and mending metal.

On one of the slowed -but surely to still hurt- punch jabs Aarne aimed for Gustav's face, he managed to block the fist with a quick and open hand motion as if to swat a fly that caused the taller boy's body to switch slightly away from him that even had Aarne amazed. For a brief moment, Gustav stared at his still open hand with amazement and glory, his jade eyes wide and confident. "I did it!"

His victory however was short-lived with a lifespan of two point three seconds before Aarne tackled the distracted dark haired boy to the ground face first and managed to restrain Gustav's right arm with a twist behind his back, not really doing anything more to keep the smaller boy immobilized as he took a knee by his side.

"When you're in a situation like this, it's best to remain calm and take deep breaths." Gobber instructed.

With the helpful advice at hand Gustav was still finding it difficult to take any breaths at all what with his chest firmly planted to the ground, feeling as if his ribcage was taking jabs at his enflamed lungs while his shoulder blade burned with the aching sensation that told him it was never meant to be bent in that direction. Even his apricot complexion was beginning to flush as he tried to control his respiration but only managed to give himself a throbbing migraine.

"When that's not an option, I would advise playin' dead." Gobber finished, seeing the apparent struggle in his apprentice's eyes.

Giving in to the latter, Gustav dropped his helmeted head onto the hard stone floor, his body seemingly lifeless and limp despite the debilitating pain over his shoulder, lungs and chest before his body became blue.

"Just like that. Well done, Gustav. Good form, Aarne," Gobber nodded and gestured to the both of them as Aarne stood again, expending an arm out for Gustav.

"You okay?"

"Never been better…" Gustav groaned as he could feel and hear his joint grazing against the socket. "Shoulder should pop back into place in no time."

"I'm impressed though, you dodged a good one back there." Aarne commented lifting Gustav up and popping his shoulder back into place with a firm squeeze.

"Thanks, now all I need to learn is how to strike back."

"You'll get there, one step at a time." Aarne reassured with a rustle to his helmet.

"Snotlout! Fishlegs! Let's see what you've got!" Gobber continued.

"Woo! I think we all know what I've got?!" Snotlout cheered for himself, his fist pumped high into the air as he performed a pre-victory chant. "Snotlout! Snotlout! Oy! Oy! Oy!"

"Fishlegs, don't be shy. Vikings can't rely on dragons alone to protect them… Hmm?" Gobber scoped up and down the training arena for any sign of the hefty blonde, but to his and everyone else's surprised he was nowhere to be seen, which was a startling revelation considering he wasn't the type to miss out on a day at the academy.

"Heh, thoughts on Fishlegs whereabouts? Anyone?" Gobber raised his arms out as they all searched high and low for the missing Ingerman boy.

…

Calm seas and ginger morning skies bestowed a lone stone enclosed island to the southwest of Berk with beautiful white sandy beaches and a silence that to some might bring a chill of lonesome but to Fishlegs and his Gronckle, Meatlug, it was the perfect relaxation destination to simply unwind and be with each other. It was a getaway for the both of them in a sense, while both for different reasons, it was just enough for the other to have the company of another soul in their time of need.

With Goliath saying his farewells to his darling Meatlug to return to his post and duties over Dragon Island, she was feeling a tad mournsome over the loss of her robust and caring partner. She knew their rendezvous was never to have lasted for an eternity, but it seemed as though the cruel wavering clutches of time only begrudged their love by shortening his stay. Woe was she in the absence of her poetic Pyramus to whisper to her soft adorations of amour that even if they were not of oppositions or forbidden to be with one another, to her it felt as if her heart was stuck deeply with the finest and coldest of blades just knowing he was in a faraway land where she could never go to for the sake of the young queen he vowed to defend with his life; an honor she found to be of the utmost of romanticizations and knightly deeds. Alas, they had to have parted ways and if not for the company of her sensitive-souled rider, Fishlegs, she would have wallowed in her vast sorrow for days and been locked away in her figmental tower of stuporness. His cheery optimistic outlook on the simplicities of life made each day without her beloved feel not so grey and shallow which she was highly grateful for. He truly was an endearing friend.

For Fishlegs, he just wanted Meatlug to feel better. He never could have suspected male Gronckles formed such close bonding connections with each other. From all he learned as a young boy, Gronckles were tough, resilient, hard; like the very rock they crumbled into pebbles between their massive jaws, but unlike the depiction he grew up with, he could see that they were more so kind than they were carnivorous. And in a way he preferred them in that light. They were much like gentle giants, like him.

Although he was certainly the youngest of the adolescent Vikings, he never felt that way much due to his gargantuan size. He had been that way for as long as he could remember and while at times he was ridiculed for his huskiness, he knew it made him appear bigger and tougher than he actually was which helped to keep most of the mocking at bay. In truth, Fishlegs is what you could consider in some circles, a coward. He avoided conflicts at the best of times and preferred to stay out of scuffles as best he could, but what he did have going for him was his intellect and his compassion for others. He was one of the few Viking teenagers who enjoyed to read and preferred to settle disputes with words and diplomacy as opposed to brute and hasty violence. When he had first started dragon training under Gobber's instruction, his mother told him the program would be good for his moral and for him to find his "inner warrior" as she called it. Honestly though, he was content with the viewpoint shift when Hiccup stood her ground because he could see just how much being around them changed her for the better. His own nature it seemed helped him in the transition from slaughtering dragons to studying them since he had always found them so fascinating to begin with. But as much of a dragon aficionado as he was, he wasn't really as physically inept for the task of combat, whether it be against dragon or Viking. Hence is why he and his comrade, Meatlug, have decided to hit the breeze and stay clear of the ruckus.

"What a glorious day, Meatlug." Fishlegs contently exhaled, Meatlug by his side as he tossed loss rocks from the beach sand for her consumption. "You and me on our own secret island, no dumb ol' hand-to-hand combat, and more importantly, not a Snotlout for miles."

A cool draft of northern air raced by the isle, giving Fishlegs goose bump to which Meatlug remedied with a hearty lava blast to the sand that cradled the boulder of flames without smothering it away. Smiling to each other, they shared in a warm and tender moment before Fishlegs began to serenade his friend for his deed like a zealous bard:

_Their once was a dragon named Meatlug,_

_He was cooler and smarter than a sea slug!_

_When he met his good pal, Fish,_

_It fulfilled his greatest wish~! _

While Meatlug enjoyed the sentiment of the lovely song, it did irk her a bit that Fishlegs had still not figured out "HE" was a "SHE". It wasn't like it was difficult to tell a male and female Gronckle apart, but she supposed while as smart as he claimed to be, his ignorance was his greatest fault. Taking a heavy sigh of disappointment, Meatlug strolled over to the other end of the beach right in the middle of Fishlegs' performance and upon taking a step onto the cool sand, could sense a vibration underneath the grains, shivering almost. Taking action, she began to investigate.

_To love him and give him a big bear hug!_

Fishlegs completed his tune by enveloping his arms around what he hoped to have been Meatlug, but was only embraced with the tender emptiness of void.

"Okay, that was bad, even for me…" Fishlegs remarked, watching his dragon tunnel through the sand as if to escape the atrocity of his lyrics. "Really, that bad?" he said lifting himself up to examine for himself how deep Meatlug was going to dig himself when they both caught a glimpse of a faintly changing light under a thin layer of grit.

Siphoning away the final granules of sand with a mighty puff, Meatlug and her rider companion could both see that the source of the beautiful lights was nothing more than a dazzling curved pyramid shaped gem, and yet it was a jewel like no other.

"What is that?!" Fishlegs gasped as he gentle lowered himself into the sand pit to retrieve the item, Meatlug pulling him out with her paws once he obtained it.

Cradled between his fingers, the pomegranate sized stone felt warm as if a miniature flame kept it aglow with not only heat, but with an array of ever-changing colors over a surface like speckled glass. The colors seemed to just effortlessly dance off the jewel with vivid and bright colors, ranging from the faintest of pinks to the most intense of indigos all while the core remained a constant shine like a compressed star. For its size it felt light, as if hollow, but still bared a weighted feel to it. It was like no other gem he had ever laid his eyes on and seemed to be an impossibility for a gem to glow continually shifting colors. He knew certain minerals and even certain creatures glowed from bioluminescence, but in those cases it was mostly an adaptation for nocturnal use or chemicals in the surround areas that caused a radiance.

The gem in his palms just raised so many questions in his head, ranging from where it might have originated from, whether this was a natural phenomenon, if this was a remnant of interstellar debris -a fallen star if you will- or was this a relic from the far distant past used by the gods to entice the hearts and whim of mankind? Every possible question just opened another pathway to yet another riddled query, and he loved it.

"Ohhh! Meatlug, do you realize what we have just uncovered?!" Fishlegs smiled, his voice going high with excitement while Meatlug nodded her head. "We've just unearth the next and greatest scientific discovery of this century! Come on, we've got to get back to Berk to study this bad boy!"

Meatlug's eyes amber eyes went wide as she shook her head vigorously. Yet again her friend's innocent ignorance has caused him to misunderstand the situation. If he took this item back to Berk, he would be testing forces the likes of which have never been seen before. As Fishlegs walked over to mount onto her saddle she backed away and gave him a firm grumble of warning.

"Oh, Meatlug, you're absolutely right," a slow sigh escaped Fishlegs' mouth. "I can't go back to Berk…"

Meatlug felt she had gotten through to him. Finally, he realized that the gem in his palms was actually a…

"…without documenting my findings and sending them over to Hiccup for an exchange of intellectual confab over geodes and theories over its attributes as thanks for all the dragon knowledge she's given us! Let's go find Sharpshot."

If her paws could reaches towards her forehead she'd plant it there in bitter frustration, but at least if he was consulting with the queen, perhaps she could discuss some sense into him. With their plan and gem in hand they hovered away from the lone stone island, unaware that beyond the tall stone walls was a forest of glowing gems and unforeseen terrors.

…

The sun had long left the heavens, leaving behind a shimmering ripples of stars and dark shades of indigo to light up the sky as the full moon glowed pale light over the village of Berk where residents were making their ways to closing shops and their homes while scattered dragons lazily lounged in their stone and wooden dragon dens, basking in the coolness of the midnight air.

For the riders of Berk, combat training had ended hours ago and yet there was not a trance of the one student who failed to make a show to practice. After searching over all of Fishlegs' favorite spots and consulting with his mother they all gathered around the plaza for a briefing.

"I'm starting to get a little worried about Fishlegs. It's not like him to just disappear like this." Aarne said once they had all turned up empty-handed on their search. "Do you think he's okay?"

"He looks okay to me." Ruffnut replied, pointing upward towards the sky.

As the others turned their heads up to see for themselves, a sigh of relief came over them knowing now that he was alright and yet a strange aura of fluctuating colors surrounding him over the dark sky made his arrival more mysterious than reassuring.

"Is Fishlegs glowing?" Tuffnut apprehensively asked knowing just how crazy the statement must be.

"Actually, I think he is." Gustav confirmed.

"Not for long," Snotlout smirk as he collided his tightly balled fist onto his open palm hardly before intertwining his fingers and cracking them forward. He had to go the entire day without punching something and Fishlegs just so happened to be the perfect size for a punching bag to vent out his pent up energy.

"Uh, Fishlegs, where were you this afternoon?" Gustav asked before he was interrupted by Snotlout.

"You missed hand-to-face combat. My hand to your FACE!" he gruffly shouted.

"I prefer to use the part of my body above the neck." Fishlegs remarked as he hopped off of Meatlug how walked over to a jug of water to fill her parched throat.

"What neck?" Snotlout bitterly joked.

"Oh, amusing, but I refuse to encourage your violent tendencies, Snotlout." Fishlegs pointed sternly.

"Don't knock it till you try it."

"He's glowing again." Ruffnut whispered over to her brother.

"I know, spooky." Tuffnut narrated in his most haunting of voices.

"It's not me that's glowing." Fishlegs smiled as he opened the shimmering satchel he carried over his shoulder to reveal the gemstone he had collected from the beach. "It's this." He whispered as he held the object close.

The other began to stare in amazement, letting out mixed calls of wows and oohs as they watched the stone flash and sparkle with color.

"What is it?" Gustav asked curiously.

"I'm not too sure." Fishlegs continued. "Meatlug and I found it buried in the sand while we were out this morning. Since I didn't know what it was, I managed to get a letter out to Hiccup and asked if she had encountered anything like this during her travels. She said she hadn't but knew a place where she could find some information about glowing stones and would send over her findings later this evening. She also sent over some new pages regarding botanicals that affect dragons as well her latest research over them," Fishlegs grinned as he handed Gustav several parchments over the topic.

"Maybe some of the elders might know what it is." Aarne suggested.

"That's what I'm thinking." Gustav nodded as he rolled up the new pages. "You don't mind having the chief and Gobber taking a look at it just to be on the safe side?" he asked Fishlegs.

"Not at all, the more people who know about it, the more information we might uncover about its origins." Fishlegs eagerly smiled.

"Great, I'll set up a meeting at the Great Hall in thirty minutes, then we can all figure this out together." Gustav shook his head before heading off to make the arrangements.

…

Like the riders had expressed their oohs and ahhs over the stone, so too did the filled Great Hall as villagers gathered around to witness the new artifact carefully nestled between the Ingerman boy's fingers. Everyone marveled over the rare item, even Gothi who in all her years had never seen or even heard of such an object, but it was Gobber who seemed to have all the answers for the stone in question.

"It's a Stone of Good Fortune." He explained to the crowd right by Fishlegs, their sounds of astonishment bouncing off the stone walls. "My great-uncle's wife's brother once told me of its powers."

"I thought he was mute?" Mulch asked right beside him.

"Until he found the stone, then we couldn't shut him up." Gobber answered before continuing with his tale of the blessed jewel. "This stone brings good luck to whomever comes in contact with it."

"Stone of Good Fortune, ay?" Snotlout sneered with greed filled eyes. "Huh…"

The revelation, much to Fishlegs' dismay and alarm, quickly escalated from calm to chaotic as men and women began shouting and shoving towards him with grabbing hands, trying to come into contact with the hallowed artifact. More and more people began to enclose around Fishlegs as if the crowd was beginning to shallow him whole, causing the terrified young Viking to hurtle onto the ground backside first in a panic, shielding the gem that he had hoped would bring wisdom and light to his peers and not a blinded envy between his palms. As his breathing began to quicken from the entrapment from the power crazed mob, a loud and bellowing thunder of a shout ushered for all to stop in their nonsense as Stoick the Vast entered the Great Hall.

"ENOUGH! EVERYONE STAND BACK!"

The volume of his voice seemed to cause the flickering torch lights to quiver in fear as everyone froze in their tracks before clearing a path for their chieftain, many of them with embarrassed and ashamed expressions as they realized their barbaric actions.

"Who found this?" his tone lightened while still holding its authority.

"Uh, right here, Chief." Fishlegs raised his arm up for clearly as he laid on the floor like a pathetic turned over tortoise.

Walking over to the lad, Gobber helped him up as he and Stoick stood by his side for protection. "It's a Stone of Good Fortune."

As the name repeated itself, so did the frenzy of the flock of Vikings as they shouted out for their desire over the stone, dashing towards the boy once more while Stoick tried to block their path and reason with their senses.

"Please, my baby!" A woman shouted from the crowd with a small tightly wrapped bundle in her arms. "She needs good fortune!"

Tuffnut, being the closest rider to examine her claim stepped back and shrieked with a fright upon gazing through the small opening of the swaddle. "AAHH! That's a baby?! I thought it was a bundle of sticks wrapped in bacon!"

"Never mind! Tuffnut." Stoick interjected as the mother shielded her now weeping child. He knew at times Thorstons' could be blunt and unfiltered despite their honesty.

"Three yaks for the stone!" the baby's father bargained loudly to Fishlegs who was still shaken up by the entire experience. "Four chickens!" he added in desperation.

"Twenty sheep and my first born, Gustav!" Mrs. Larson exclaimed out in excitement as the others just stared at her with wide eyes.

This was one of the main reasons Helen Larson never allowed her son to accompany her to trade when Johann ported. She had a terrible little vice to purchase items on the fly, even if she didn't need them, and was highly known to outbid any competitor in the dust and apparently she wasn't above bartering her child into the fray when things were getting juicy.

"ME?! MOM!?" Gustav pouted, stomping his boot beside Aarne away from the cluster, utterly surprised by the revelation.

"LISTEN TO ME!" Stoick barked, ended the madness any further. "This belongs to Fishlegs, and what he does with it is up to him."

By now all the excitement and thrill Fishlegs had initially had for the stone was fading. He could have never thought this "Stone of Good Fortune" could turn the people of Berk against each other so quickly.

"I-I'll give you ten yaks!" A man shouted out.

"FOUR CHICKENS!" the father of the baby reoffered.

"THREE CHICKENS!" A different man cried.

"Maybe we should get out of here?" Gustav suggested who heard no complaints from Fishlegs as the rest of the dragon riders made their way towards the exit while Stoick and Gobber tried to rely the villagers to a calm state.

As the riders took the stone steps down from the Great Hall, they each comforted their nerved friend who had his eyes plastered on the stone, wondering what luck or rather misfortune it brought onto him.

"Twenty sheep AND Gustav Larson!" Snotlout finally exclaimed. "You're turning that down?!"

"I still can't believe your mom tried to haggle you," Aarne snickered, trying with all his might not to burst out in utter laughter.

"Yeah, it's great to know my value is comparable to a glowing 'all fortune-bearing' rock and livestock…" Gustav pouted again, still irked by the situation.

"Come on! What do you want for it!?" Snotlout greedily asked with a forceful stance.

"You can't have it Snotlout, not for any price!" Fishlegs defended both his integrity and the gem.

"Oh, I think I can. You seem to forget, when Snotlout wants something, he just takes it!" he gloated, swiping the air with lightning speed to get his message across.

It would be an understatement to claim that Snotlout Jorgenson, of the Jorgenson clan, was spoiled. Rotten to the core was not even a suitable comparison for his desire to have what he craved. Most, if not all Jorgensons were like this. They considered themselves the best of the best and as such, deserved the best. It didn't help that Snotlout was an only child who was lavished with gifts and items of rarity by his family. He was the pride and gem of the clan and was taught that if you wanted something in life, you punch life right in the face and take it like a Viking, and as such, he didn't like to take no for an answer.

Feeling Snotlout was crossing his boundaries more than usual and called for the for the sensitive topic for Fishlegs, Aarne marched up the stairway to him, standing two steps in front of him and even with the difference in incline Aarne managed to remain taller that his counterpart.

"How badly do you really want it, Snotlout?" he growled between his teeth with intense icy eyes.

As much of a Jorgenson Snotlout was, he knew it was never wise to be on the bad side of a Hofferson, especially the last and quite frankly the most powerful one yet. Stepping down from his campaign, Snotlout huffed his breath and rolled his eyes.

"Fine, whatever. He can have his little rock if it makes him feel better."

It was the closest they were ever going to get from an apology from him and without another word the rest of the riders marched down the steps, leaving a spiteful Snotlout in his place.

"Okay, take it, it is…" he fumed under his breath. No one refused Snotlout Jorgenson, especially not an Ingerman.

…

"Thanks again for helping me out, Camicazi." Hiccup smiled as she placed a large stack of books over geodes onto a table.

"It's no trouble, lass, I'm happy to help. From the letter, your friend seemed very enamored to find out what his stone could be." Camicazi laughed, stooling around every isle of bookshelves for more information over crystals, bioluminescence, and unsolved artifacts.

"Honestly, I don't see what's so special about a glowing rock." Moodchanger squeaked. "Now, feathers, that's where the interest should be."

Giving Moodchanger a quick scratch under her neck, Hiccup opened the first book and flipped through each page to try and find anything that matched the description of the gem. While each stone and rare artifact caught her attention and had her place a small bookmark to catch up on later, nothing seemed to come close to the gem Fishlegs was looking for. After finishing her large stack of books with Toothless' and Camicazi's help, all hope seemed lost.

"_Maybe this is a new discovery?"_ Toothless said resting his head onto the finished book on minerals.

"I think you might be right, bud. I guess I'll send the news over to Fish…" She said closing her last book and leaning forward to grab her satchel and as she stood, tipped over her tall stack of finished books, toppling them over her satchel and dropping it to the floor. As she walked over to clean up her mess, she noticed her map of the Archipelago islands in her sketchbook had opened and right beside it was the make shift map Fishlegs had drawn for her and her eyes widened. She had never suspected THAT island was the one he had ventured off to.

"Toothless…" Hiccup whispered.

When Toothless walked over to where she was kneeling to, his breathing became heavy.

"Cam, do you have any books regarding color changing creatures?" Hiccup asked as she quickly reorganized all her fallen items and the books.

"Honey, you're speaking my language." Moodchanger perked up as she soared over to a shelf dedicated to the subject.

…

Riding through the night, Fishlegs, Gustav, and Aarne made their way towards the island where the gem was recovered to return the cursed item back to its resting place.

"Are you sure you wanna do this, Fishlegs?" Gustav asked, he and Fanghook not too far behind him and Meatlug who seemed more than eager to return the stone as well.

"There's too much stress. You saw that mob, they ran right over me." Fishlegs said.

"Like a sack of flour." Aarne added.

"I just wanna put this thing back where I found it, and never think about it again," he said with his head held high before muttering under him breath of all the rotten luck it had brought him. "'Stone of Good Fortune', yeah right."

Sensing the island was close, Meatlug quickly shifted her weight downward, causing Fishlegs to grab onto her ears for support.

"Whoa, boy, where are you going?!"

"_He still hasn't figured it out, huh?"_ Stormfly asked as she and Fanghook closed the gap between the normally slow-paced Gronckle.

"_The day I lay an egg is the day he figures it out."_ She sighed as they cut through the thick layer of warm fog that covered the upcoming island.

Sniffing the air, Fanghook let out a concerned roam, letting Gustav know of a possible threat.

"They sense something." He said patting Fanghook over his head before looking forward to strange orbs of changing light floating in the distance. "Hey, I thought you said you found it buried in the sand?"

"I did."

"Then what's that?" Gustav pointed out to the now clearing island from the fog where hundreds of gems laced the ends of pine branches over the stone wall beyond the beach where Fishlegs and Meatlug had been.

The gems were precariously balanced on the branches and looked as though the faintest of gusts could tip them off. It was defiantly not a natural phenomenon but there was something oddly familiar about the formation when they compared it to the animal world.

"Are those…?" Aarne asked, hoping he was wrong.

"Dragon nests…" Fishlegs finished.

"Okay. Well, why would a dragon fill its nest with gems?" he continued.

It took a moment for the question to sink in with Gustav providing and explanation. "Because they're not gems…"

"They're dragon eggs! How did I miss that!?" Fishlegs palmed the side of his head hardly, his insides curling up with guilt. "The egg I dug up must have fallen out and gotten buried." The realization of his actions caused him to gentle cradle his satchel with the correctly labeled egg and not gem as he began to sob. "I can't believe I nearly kept this baby away from its mother."

"But you didn't." Gustav reassured. "Now let's put this egg back and get out of here." If they had learned anything about dragon mothers, it was that they were highly protective and defensive over their eggs.

Swooping down low to a bare branch, Meatlug and the other dragons carefully lowered themselves as Fishlegs slowly removed the glowing egg from his satchel, holding it fondly for the last time.

With the eastern wind blowing in their direction, the dragons could smell a heaviness in the air as danger was approaching.

"The mothers must be close." Gustav quietly said, tightening his grasp over the railings.

"Yeah, really close." Aarne agreed as Stormfly extended her spines from her tail, something she only did when provoked or when a threat was close. "Fishlegs, say goodbye and let's go."

"Okay, okay, okay." He gasped before cooing the egg and placing it onto the branch with care. "Goodbye little color changing dragon egg."

With the egg safely returned, the riders and their dragons slowly hovered away from the nests before taking the path they had taken to get there when the sound of cracking and splitting wood caught their attention. Behind them, they could see tall pine trees tumble to the ground as if something was toppling them over, and increasing in speed in their general direction. From the forest of pine they could hear faint hisses and growls but it was far too dark with the tall stone walls covering the moonlight to catch a glimpse of whatever was tracking them down.

"They're following us!" Gustav shouted.

"Yeah, but what are they?!" Aarne asked as he and Stormfly maneuvered around pine branched.

"I don't see anything back there!" Fishlegs yelled as Meatlug flew low to avoid bumping into any of the limbs above with her body.

From behind them, an invisible menace tailed after them, screeching in aggression before a line of toxic green sludge came darting towards them with little warning and it was only thanks to the dragons' training and maneuverability that they were able to avoid the slime that upon contact with the bark of a tree ate through it in a matter of seconds with an seething sizzle.

"Whatever it is, it's shooting some kind of acid at us!" Gustav noted as they could make the faint light at the end of the walled structure out to the open air of the sea.

As they continued their way away from the unseen threat, more blobs of acid hurtled towards them, destroying even solid stone when it came into contact with it.

"Invisible acid shooting dragon! Great!" Fishlegs managed to sarcastically shout, internally scolding himself for even skipping training to go exploring.

"We have to get out of these trees!" Gustav called out.

With the last set of trees in their path, the riders raced out of the tree maze and back to the calmness of the world where thankfully the acid sprays had subsided, meaning they were in the clear as a loud roar of warning came from the distancing island. They had made it and they would never have to come face to face with those angry mothers ever again. However, lurking in the shadows, Snotlout watched as the three of them trailed their way back to Berk and a sly grin crossed over his face.

"Like I said, if I want it I take it. Ha, suckers." He smirked as he nudged for Hookfang to press forward towards the island to which he hesitantly pushing back. "Come on, Hookfang, let's go!"

Letting out a deep sigh, Hookfang obeyed. If Snotlout really wanted it, then he would have to also live with the consequences of his actions without his help.

…

After a near sleepless night, Fishlegs, Aarne and Gustav met over at the Great Hall early in the morning to go over what they had witnessed at the island and luckily for them, Sharpshot had been waiting patiently for hours for someone to receive the parcel he had brought over from Hiccup, and her findings only made them feel relieved their they got rid of the egg:

_To Fishlegs,_

_I highly advise you to return what you found. My findings lead me to believe that you have just found a Changewing egg and it is of the upmost importance that it be returned. As you know, Changewings blend into their environment by refracting light off of their scales like a mirror, however, young Changewings do not gain this ability until after a few weeks of hatching. Until then, their bodies cling onto the ends of branches or any other organic material and camouflage themselves with basic colors. I know you did not know this when you found the egg and that you had no intention of separating a dragon from its child. The best thing to do is to return the egg, leave immediately, and not go back. Remember, you can't fight what you can't see._

_I hope this gets to you in time and please be careful._

_Your friend, Hiccup._

Finding the page regarding Changewings in the Book of Dragons, the three boys huddled together as they read the words off the pages from both Bork and Hiccup, confirming her suspicions with their experience.

"Where are the drawings?" Gustav asked, looking over to the blank page beside the one filled with information.

"There are none." Fishlegs checked as he flipped to the next page.

"I guess you can't really draw it if you can't see it."

"I guess that would also explain why it doesn't say anything about eggs." Aarne said.

"I know! Those didn't look like dragon eggs, right? If I had seen that, you know I would never have gone and stolen…!" Fishlegs began to ramble in a panic.

"Fishlegs! Calm down, none of us knew." Gustav said, trying to ease his friend's worries.

"But I should have!" He shouted, standing from his seat and pacing around in a line. "I should have known! Even Meatlug tried to warn me and I didn't listen!"

"All I know is that it's a good thing we brought that egg back to its mother." Gustav said, finding a silver lining to the problem. "Who knows what they'd do if the egg was still on Berk?"

As he finished his statement, Fishlegs could feel a weight being lifted off his shoulder. Gustav was right, in the end they made the right decision, even Hiccup felt that way and he was glad she wasn't upset with them for the incident. It was best he put this mess behind him and take it as a lesson in life.

Right then, the door to the Great Hall opened, revealing Tuffnut and Ruffnut and a glowing stone held in Tuffnut's palm with a great smile on his face.

"Uhhhh, what's that?" Gustav asked. It was a stupid question, he knew exactly what it was, he just hoped he was having a hallucination for a brief moment.

"Uh, I don't know, maybe a lifetime of good luck?" Tuffnut lazily smirked, tossing the glowing gem into the air and catching it with his other palm haphazardly before headbutting his sister right on her helmet which normally never fazed her, but today had her fall backwards to the ground while he brother performed a mocking little jig.

"I'll take that!" Aarne rushed forward to retrieve the egg.

"Over my cold, dead body." Tuffnut said as he and his sister got up and made their way back outside quickly.

"Where did you get that?!" Aarne demanded. If he couldn't get the egg, he'd at least get some answers.

"We traded for it!" Ruffnut answered.

"Traded with who!?" Gustav shouted while Fishlegs began to hyperventilate and fainted.

...

"All right, all right, all right, all right!" Snotlout shouted from atop a flight of tall steps at the plaza where dozens had gathered to take home a coveted Stone of Good Fortune he had for trade. They didn't care where they came from or how he acquired them, they each just wanted one, now. "Everybody settle down, settle down, I got six yaks, three chickens from the woman with a hooked arm! Do I hear seven and four?!" he shouted out like a vendor, a flock of four sheep beside him bleating out as if to reinstate his offer.

"Seven and four, from the guy with a bucket on his head!" He shouted referring to none other than Bucket. "Oh and he's throwing in a matching set of battle axes for each sheep, how cool!"

"_Cool!"_ the sheep echoed out. What they would do or want with battle axes was irrelevant, but they could certainly come in handy for the next sheep rebellion.

"Seven and four, plus the axes! Come on folks, only one left! Good luck for the rest of your life! Going once! Twice!"

The crowd panicked, they couldn't compete with seven and four with axes. Claiming their defeat, they dropped their bids.

"And sold! Fuzzball #1, give Bucket his Stone of Good Fortune!"

The sheep with his pelt marked with a single blue dot raced forward with the gem nestled atop his fluffy white wool towards Bucket who squealed like a little girl before claiming his prize and running off to head back to the farm for his day of work with new fortune.

"Well, that's it folks, I only had three stones and I'm all sold out so it's time for me to pack up!" Snotlout said, his hands to his side like he had claimed victory over a battle.

The crowd let out disappointed groans and wails from the news, which only seemed to rattle Snotlout's patience thin.

"Hello? Go away. It's over!" He exploded which only caused the flock of Vikings to disperse right as Fishlegs, Aarne, and Gustav raced towards him, all not looking too pleased as he was.

"Snotlout, what are you doing!?" Gustav ordered as he caught his breath.

"What's it look like I'm doing? I'm gettin' rich!" he boasted with his arms held out like a boss.

"But you can't!" Fishlegs begged.

"I already did, gems are gone."

His sheep bleated as if to emphases his point which only caused the other riders to stare at the flock with dots on their wool from one to four.

"They're not gems, and they certainly don't bring good luck." Gustav tried to explain.

"Pah-lease, they're bringing me good luck!" Snotlout jumped off the steps to the ground as he trailed over to his cart of loot. "I'm up to my neck in weapons and livestock."

"Snotlout, those are dragon eggs!" Aarne seethed as he stepped forward, his fist clench tightly and waiting to beat the ever loving snot out of him.

"Uh, Changewings to be exact." Fishlegs added.

"Changewings, Smange… I DON'T CARE WHAT THEY ARE!" Snotlout erupted. "All I know is I'm rich and you're not." He said leaning himself on a yak.

"I swear, Snotlout, they should have traded you mules because right now you're acting like a complete-!" Aarne hurled forward to punch the guy, only to have Fishlegs hold him back since violence wouldn't get them back the eggs.

"Snotlout, listen to me. We need to get those eggs off of Berk before something really bad happens." Gustav pleaded.

"Uh, you do not want to separate a dragon mother from her egg." Fishlegs warned. "Especially one you can't see that shoots burning acid."

"Really? You did." Snotlout accused with a judgmental finger.

"Th-That was an accident!"

The dark grey morning sky only seemed to grow darker as the guilt returned back into Fishlegs' gut.

"Accident, on purpose. Rich, poor. Who cares!? They're gone and I have a no return policy."

"_No returns!"_ the sheep chanted, only making the riders crave lamb for dinner out of spite for the Fuzzball gang.

"Heh, if you want them, you'll have to take it up with my customers. Hookfang! Get down here and help me with his load!" Snotlout shouted from above the rooftops where the dragons themselves were have a discussion of their own.

"_How could you steal those eggs, Hookfang? We thought you were better than that." _Stormfly said with concern.

"_Hey, he's the one who wanted them, not me. Don't think I didn't try to warn the little booger about the repercussions, but does he listen!? Apparently not!"_ Hookfang hissed.

"_If they come for those eggs they'll be after the people who have them, not him, Hook. Those are good people, plus the twins."_ Fanghook added.

"_That's not my problem, I'm not about to risk my hide because of his mistakes. If you wanna fix this, you'll have to take it up with the people who traded for them because Snotlout is not about to budge. I'm sorry about this, but it's out of my claws now."_ Hookfang breathed out a puff of smoke before taking to the sky when Snotlout ordered him to help him with his cargo to the far end of the island away from him.

"_He's really not happy about this._" Meatlug sighed.

"_Well, can you blame him? He had to do the exact same thing these Viking did to us when we were young. As tough as he makes himself out to be, he really hates playing the villain."_ Stormfly agreed.

If they were going to help get those eggs back, they would need to do it fast before invisible shadows came for their heads.

As Snotlout scoffed and muttered how his dragon was a good for nothing reptile while carrying off his cargo of weapons and shields by himself, Fishlegs began to let his words eat him on the inside.

"Oh, this is all my fault!"

"It's not your fault, Fishlegs." Gustav patiently comforted, knowing he was taking this all so hard.

"Yes it is," Fishlegs slumped over as Meatlug met him on the ground for support. "If I hadn't gone to that island and brought that egg back, then Snotlout wouldn't have known where to go get them, and we wouldn't be in danger of imminent attack by angry mother Changewings!" he let out in one breath before seating himself onto the cold and hard ground.

"When you put it that way it really is his fault." Aarne agreed bluntly as Gustav gave him a stern look. "Just saying." He rolled his eyes and crossed his arms.

"Look it doesn't matter whose fault it is!" Gustav said, attempting to inspire the inner warrior he knew Fishlegs had inside as he walked over to him to lift up his spirts and himself as Meatlug cooed to him that things were going to be alright. "We just have to find those eggs."

Uncovering his palmed face, Fishlegs looked to Gustav and Aarne. Wallowing in his own self-pity and sorrow wasn't going to save the village and as scared as he was by the thought of facing enraged mother Changewings, he knew they at least had to try.

Lifting himself off the ground, he wiped away the small droplets of tears over his eyes. "Okay, I think I know where he need to start."

…

Standing over a ledge where below a pit of deadly, sharp, and most certainly lethal stone spires laid, Tuffnut looked over to see each and every dagger-like structure with a grin plastered over his face. Turning around, he faced his sister whose expression was more so apathetic than her excited sibling.

"Okay, when I count to three, shove me really hard into the pit." He said with a confident air.

"Uh, are you sure? You could, like, die, or something." She stated.

"Oh, please, I'm holding the Stone of Good Fortune. Those skin and bone piercing rocks won't stand a chance against me!"

"Okay," she lazily said as he turned around to face the spires as he fell. "Thank you, Thor!" Ruffnut blessed with a dreamy look as if she was about to fulfill a lifelong prayer and strode back several paces to ensure a good and hard shove.

Before he could even consider changing his mind or counting to three, Ruffnut raced forward and powerfully shoved her slightly elder brother off the side of the cliff and listened closely as his echoing screamed draped farther away from her. It was like a dream come true.

With his voice box shouting out his excitement, he awaited to emerge from the spires unharmed but was surely foiled in his plan by a snapping tug to his left leg as he was flown upwards by Aarne and Stormfly.

"Hey! What are you doing?!"

"Saving your skin, literally." Aarne groaned, having to be stuck with saving one of the twins, but honestly he knew if it was Ruffnut, he probably would have let her fall closer to the spikes of death.

As he and Stormfly flew out of the pit and back towards solid earth they released Tuffnut face first onto the ground and luckily managing to rescue the egg.

With Ruffnut regrouping with them, mumbling under her breath how Aarne always ruined her fun, Gustav jumped off of Fanghook and tried to explain the situation to them in a way even they could understand.

"Guys, that's not a good luck stone, it's a dragon egg, and its mother is a dangerous dragon that blends in with just about anything and spits hot, burning acid and destroys whatever is in its path."

Staring blankly at their riding instructor, Ruffnut and Tuffnut exchanged an equally blank stare before turning back to the smaller Viking.

"Okay, so, like if a tree, for example, were spitting acid and melting everything in sight…" Tuffnut started.

"You're saying that would be one of these dragons?" Ruffnut finished.

"Wow, they got it on the first try." Aarne said in a genuinely shocked tone.

"We're not stupid!" Ruffnut barked in offence.

"At least I'm not," Tuffnut inserted. "And besides, there's one right there." He finished in a hushed voice, pointing out to a tree in the distance that soon toppled over with another as if to prove his point.

The dragons began to let out hisses and growls as they shielded their riders while more mighty trees began to fall to the ground. From atop one tree, the outline of a slithering creature moved down from it like a limber chameleon.

"Whoa, a Changewing." Aarne pointed out before the shadow dashed over to moss covered boulder a few meters away towards them, a brief showing of red and orange exposed between the shift to verify that the creature was real and not an illusion. The only thing exposed from the stone where the Changewing was, was a pair of golden and intense eyes that glowed like volcanic fire.

"It's amazing…" Gustav managed "It really does blend in."

"Gustav! Quick! Train it so we can keep it and have it spit acid at Ruffnut" Tuffnut remarked before his clearly outraged sibling shoved him for a second time, hopefully he'd not be saved.

With the egg still in his possession, the mother Changewing took the action by the female Viking as an immediate threat and lunged forward with a trail of burning acid towards her, sending a warning shot that scorched and separated two connected boulders into individual halves that continued to bubble and crumble into flakes of rubble. Now fully exposed, the mother Changewing unleashed a heavy stream of her powerful bile-like acid all over the area as the riders tried to take cover and protect themselves from her spit. Trees began to fall from their bases all around as the hisses became louder.

Looking over his shoulder, Gustav could see the glowing eyes of two new Changewing mothers, all slithering towards them with an intent to take back what was rightfully theirs.

"Nice try!" Tuffnut mocked to the invisible dragons. "But as you can see, I am holding the Stone of-" was all he could managed to finish before one mother clenched her paws around his body and began to shake him like a rag doll, attempting to force him to release the egg.

Once his grasp over the egg failed him, it was send flying out into the air where the mother then flung Tuffnut's useless body backwards to a tree truck before lunging forward to regain her lost egg and upon catching her precious cargo between her overlapping fangs flew high into the sky where the other two mothers followed shortly.

"Did you see that?!" Gustav exclaimed, pointing out to the now dragonless sky.

"At least they're gone." Ruffnut exhaled in relief while her brother tried to get up onto his feet again.

"Uh, they're not gone."

"How do you know?" Aarne inquired.

"Cause the Changewings worked as a team to save that one egg." Fishlegs answered.

"Wait…are you saying what I think you're saying?" Aarne asked in a bit of a panic.

"Oh, that's what he's saying!" Tuffnut exclaimed loudly, thought it was unclear whether he was still able to process what he was thinking with the epic headache he was having as the world continued to spin around him. "Wait, what are you saying?"

Aarne just rolled his eyes in dismay. He had to save the dumb one…

"None of the Changewings are gonna leave until all their eggs are safe!" Fishlegs spelled it out for him.

"And they are going to tear apart Berk until they find every last one." Gustav whispered as he looked to all the destroyed trees and stones that laid in their path.

…

The sun had nearly set but it was an unclear passage of time due to the clouded and obscure sky that it could have been any hour of the day. A possible omen to perhaps what was to come? Perhaps. A tell-tale sign that the encroaching front of winter was near? Another possibility. But right now Stoick the Vast didn't have time for omens or the coming of winter, right now a different type of storm was on its way towards his homeland, and unless he and the other dragon riders figured out how to put an end to it, their entire civilization could be cindered to the ground over fortune that turned out to be spawns of misfortune.

"So, what you're tell me, is that our village is about to be under siege by wild dragons we can't see." Stoick clarified as he paced around his house.

"Oh, don't forget the hot burning acid." Tuffnut added, as if that point wasn't already put out in the open while the others gave him a lazed look. "What? It was awesome!"

"Well, grab your dragons then. We'll fight them off." Stoick ordered.

"Chief, I wish it were that easy. No matter what we do they won't go away until they get what they want." Gustav interjected. He wasn't about to wage a war against Changewings over what was in truth theirs at the cost of everyones' safety.

"They just want their babies." Fishlegs sniffled, his confidence drained along with his remaining energy from trying to retrieve the eggs all day only to turn up empty-handed. "Oh, it's all my fault."

"Stoick! I just realized something!" Gobber came barging into the Haddock home in a frenzy without even a knock, something Stoick was already used to by this point. "It's not a Stone of Good Fortune, it's a Changewing egg! I always get those two confused… So what are you all up to?" Gobber asked the riders once he finished relaying his information to his chief, all giving him quiet stares.

"Gustav, what are you suggesting we do?" Stoick asked, seeing that the Dragon way was not always one of violence.

"I think we should get everyone off the island until we can get the eggs back with their mothers and the Changewings are gone. Hopefully it's not too late."

"In all the years I've been chief, we've never turned in fear of anything. I'm not about to start." Stoick declined on the suggestion.

Just then, a loud and womanly scream echoed throughout the village, high-pitched and full of fright. Alerted to the cry, Stoick, Gobber and the rest of the riders exited the building to the darkness of night where more yelps could be heard from all over the village as houses seemed to randomly implode upon themselves without warning.

Running across the pathways of the village, Stoick helped a family escape there rubbled home, dust and wood chips covering their hair and clothing.

"What happened?!" he asked once he made sure everyone was safely out of the fallen house along with their dragon who hissed and growled into the night sky.

"We were having dinner when our Gronckle became frazzled at something. When we looked to see what he was so spooked over, nothing was there and just then our house fell apart! Luckily he shielded us from most of the blast." The man managed to speak once the initial fear left his system.

"And the first scream?" Stoick pressed on.

"That wasn't us…"

The same scream echoed throughout the air once more, only this time it was as if it was falling from the heavens, and as the sound of a woman's voice drew close, the skeletal formation of Mildew came flying across the path of the full moon, wailing into the night like a little girl with Fungus held desperately in his grasp before falling off to Thor knows where.

"That was weird…" Gobber said, a cold shiver running down his spine.

Returning their attention to the houses and the heavy cries of Changewings, all the riders ran to the top of a hill to get an idea of what they were dealing with and what they saw was utter destruction as villagers scrambled all about with weapons in their palms, looking all around for the threat that dared to destroy their home, only to finding nothing in sight. It was as if the village had been struck by demonic spirits and the sight of their dragons wailing out into the night at shadows and unseen apparitions only made them feel more agitation.

Nadders began to unravel their normally combed back spines while Nightmares lit their bodies ablaze while roaring and growling into the void before showers of acid came out from nowhere, causing many of the dragons to fly off from being targeted and shielding their Viking brethren from any possible contact with the corroding spit. Soon it was all over for one part of the village before the next boulevard was bombarded with the same ghostly plasm that decayed their homes and neighboring shops.

"They're looking for their eggs!" Gustav shouted out for all to hear, but with all the panicked cries and reverberations in the air he might as well have whispered it to himself.

As a splotch of acid came into contact with a doorway and was eaten away, a family ran out, seeing a large dragon with green slime dripping down its fangs, growling at them before letting out a cutting screech as they ran off for cover.

With his eyes on the Changewing, Stoick pulled out a tall and thick wooden post that was firmly planted into the ground with his two hands and ran towards the creature who leaped onto a house with quick speed and then glided to a boulder where she camouflaged herself with the grey undertones of the stone perfectly, stopping the chief in his traces who now had no clue if she was still there or not.

"Where did it go?" he asked, still carrying the mighty log between his strong palms.

"That would be the 'blending in, can't see it at all' part." Gustav whispered as he made his way towards his chief slowly, not wanting to agitate the already aggressive female if she was still there.

"I see it." Tuffnut claimed as he stepped forward without fear. "Hey, I got this, Chief." He assured as he marched to the tall boulder. "STAY. DRAGON. I AM NOW YOUR MASTER." He said slowly, extending his arm out and placing it onto the cold and still stone before giving the chief and his dragon professor a thumbs up that he handle the situation like a champ.

"It's gone, isn't it?" Stoick deadpanned.

"Gone." Gustav confirmed.

A slinking hissing sound came from the other end of the village with more shouts of terror from the locals with the added bellows of dragons who were now circling the airways and letting out blasts of fire towards the invisible intruders.

"You and the others find those eggs!" Stoick ordered. "We'll handle the Changewings!"

"Come on!" Gustav raised his arm to the others before whistling out for Fanghook to come as they all mounted onto their dragons and took to the sky, hoping they'd be able to track down the remaining eggs before the mothers managed to destroy more of their village.

"They're everywhere and they're nowhere!" Spitelout came running up to Stoick and Gobber with an axe held in his hand. "We have to do something, Stoick!"

It was emanate that they took control back over the village and ward off the beast attacking them, but with very little they could do against an enemy they could hardly trace, it was going to be a challenge like no other.

As Stoick thought of ways to catch and send off the Changewings, one came flying near to a house by the forge and shifted its colors and texture to that of the planks of wood, but it was the casting shadow from the moonlight that gave away the dragon's proper location. With both Gobber and Stoick setting their sights on the dragon, they each lunged towards the cloaked shadow with large wooden poles, shouting at the tops of their lungs with battle cry as they pulverized the building into sawdust, making sure nothing was left. When the dust finally cleared enough for them to see their handy word, the head of an angry Changewing screamed out to them with her acidy breath one last time before escaping into the night without a mark over her kite-like body.

With their mouths wide open, Stoick and Gobber looked over the cloud of debris and could see the village of Berk, half burned or corroded to the ground with homes destroyed everywhere. An assortment of dragons covered the skies as smoke gather while the people ran up and down the streets in panic trying to find the rest of their families or children while the mother Changewings did the same for their eggs as they ripped open barrels of fresh fruit and kicked away livestock.

"Gustav was right. It's hard to fight what we can't see, Stoick." Gobber sighed in defeat.

It was clear to them that these dragons were not after the people, food, or animals. If anything, they were in the way of what they were really after and they honestly couldn't blame them. A parent would go to the ends of the earth to reclaim their lost or stolen child and it was no different for man or beast. Stoick remembered a time when Hiccup was nearly taken away from him as a child by a man he once called a brother and friend, and it tore him inside to think that if he had taken her, he would have gone to the same lengths these mother Changewings were going through in order to get her back. It was clear they needed these dragons off the island, but it would have to mean the people would need to go first in order for them to get back what was theirs without any more hassle.

"TO THE DOCKS!" Stoick's voice carried through and cut around the sound of wails and dragon cries. "EVERYONE BOARD THE SHIPS, WE'VE EVACUATING THE ISLAND!"

Without any more need to be told, mothers and fathers gathered their children and elderly as quickly as they could, placing the injured and less able to walk onto the backs of dragons who paced them around the chaos of the village towards the safety of the dock where hopefully they'd find fortune.

…

It would have seemed like the massive fires and rubbled structures around Berk was a normal and everyday occurrence as Bucket gingerly strolled around the pathways of town with his final delivery of eggs to the bakery in hook while he held his Stone of Good Fortune in the other. He would have to say his day had been increasingly blessed since coming into contact with the stone. He felt smarter, taller, and more capable in himself. The chickens around him at the barn seemed to lay more eggs than usual and the yaks' milk tasted sweeter than it had ever been in years. Yes, today was surely the most luck filled day he had ever experienced in his life and it was all thanks to his new gem.

As he was beginning to turn the corner, he caught sight of a man floating in midair as if he were being tossed around like a rag doll with invisible strings from the gods. He watched this strange performance for some time before the man was flung off towards the distance and a pair of golden eyes stared him down. Feeling a tremble run down his spine when the glowing eyes flashed and the image of a bright red dragon with razor-sharp teeth hissed in his general direction, Bucket felt assured he would be safe due to his lucky stone, but little to his knowledge it was the sight of the color changing item in his grasp that rattled the dragon into a fury towards him as it barked and sneered at him from between two closely collided buildings.

Taking the chance to make his escape, Bucket ran across the fallen pieces of Berk, taking the least destroyed pathways in order to get as far away from that dragon as possible, however the dragon was proving to be more relentless in its chase then he had anticipated as it followed him down every trail and corner he tried to take.

"Somebody, help me!" he cried out, feeling the gap between him and the dragon closing in.

Luckily for him, Aarne was nearby to hear his screams of distress. "Your egg, Bucket! It wants your egg!"

"BUT WHAT EGG!?" Bucket screeched as acid came spitting for him. "AAAAHHHH!" He continued his race around the edge of Berk's alleyways with the dragon still hot on his trail and managed to find a still intact house with an open elevated stairway. Taking a dive, he slide onto the hard ground and quietly hid himself from anymore danger, hoping his stone would keep him safe.

Once he felt he was safe, he let out a slow sigh of relief before a low and grumbling sound from the other open end of the stairway stopped his short victory as the head of bodyless dragon knocked his stone from his palm towards the open grassy area. With lightning speed the mother Changewing swooped up the egg over her teeth and flew off as if she was never there, leaving Bucket to crawl from under his hiding spot with his basket full of eggs still in his possession.

…

With one more egg left to gather, Fishlegs managed to intercept the mother of the baby girl exiting the Great Hall where she had hid when all the chaos had started. Within her wooden baby carriage was her little bundle of joy, quietly sleeping with the Stone of Good Fortune over her head.

The mother had hoped the stone would bring her child great beauty and strength in life since she was quite on the sickly side with tired weak blue eyes and a puffy red face with her nose dripping with mucus. It was the early signs of eel pox in infants and since it was too risky to give such a small baby medicine, the best Gothi had told her was to feed her fresh breast milk every day and to keep her body warm by swaddling her tight. But with the stone by her head, her child had stopped coughing and sneezing, her face was even becoming less puffy. It was a real blessing to know her daughter would grow strong thanks to the gem over her.

"I'm sorry, Ma'am, but I'm gonna need your stone." Fishlegs politely requested as the mother carefully paced over each step down the Great Hall.

"But my baby girl and sheep?" The woman spoke in a low voice as to not wake her sleeping child. "Snotlout said, 'No returns'."

"We'll get your sheep back. Where is it?!" Fishlegs said, his patience wearing thin as Meatlug growled at a shadow lurking over the stone pillar of the Great Hall.

Turning over to see what it was the boy's Gronckle was looking to, the mother came face-to-face with the mother Changewing and let out a shriek of panic. From her panicked state, she took an involuntary step back which collided her backside with the handle to the carriage, sending her child within tumbling down the stone steps along with the egg.

"AAAHHH! MY BABY!" the mother cried out as she daughter began to waken and weep from her sleep in a fright.

"WE GOT IT! WE GOT IT!" Fishlegs shouted as he placed a palm over Meatlug's head who sprang into action as she flew down with great speed to the descending carriage. With every bump the carriage made, the baby cried even louder and as the cart bumped and bounced, so did the egg held within, catching the mother Changewings attention as she too raced for the wooden wheeled box.

With an echoing call, the mother Changewing summoned more of her comrades to salvage the egg, all racing towards the Great Hall steps to capture the crate as Fishlegs and Meatlug pushed harder to make it to the baby. As important as the Changewing egg was, they couldn't let a sick little baby get harmed over any of this. She was just an innocent bystander in this mess and was far too young to understand what was going on. Pushing with everything they could muster, Meatlug and Fishlegs closed the gap between them and the cart as more Changewings came in to do the same.

When the mother Changewings were drawing too close and Fishlegs felt they would get to the cart before they did, a shot of dragon fire came from above as Hookfang dove in and collided his body with one of the mothers, pinning her down as best he could in order for Meatlug and her rider to get to the child and egg first, the Gronckle giving the Nightmare a silent prayer as she flapped her small wings harder.

As the cart came close to the next flight of steps, a large crate that was blocking the path collided with the small one, sending both the baby and the egg into the air. The Changewing mother at the bottom of the steps flew forward while Fishlegs extended his arms out as far as he could, feeling his heart race with every second, and as they each drew closer to their prizes, each caught what they were after in an effortless motion. The egg now retrieved, the mother Changewings took to the sky and Hookfang releasing the last of the females now that they were of no threat to the baby anymore.

"Oh, Meatlug, look at the baby!" Fishlegs cooed as he leaned the child down for him to see and upon gazing at the little bundle of joy, vomited her previous lunch of granite all over the stone steps. "Baby, eeh…wow. Maybe Tuffnut was right?"

Meeting the women midway down the steps, they returned her child, she in turn was grateful for her safety.

"I'm sorry about your "stone" Ma'am." Fishlegs awkwardly said.

"Oh forget the stone, the important thing is that I have my baby back. I don't know what I would have done without her." She cried, holding her little girl close and rocking her till she was calm again. "Thank you, the three of you." She said once Hookfang joined them.

"_Glad to know you're still a hero, sug." _Meatlug smiled.

"_Thanks, Mama M,"_ Hookfang bowed, knowing he had set things right.

…

Men and women alike packed as many of their belongings and supplies as they could in such short notice as they raced towards the docks. Everywhere people were pushing and shoving along the narrow walkways of the pier, bumping into each other and Gobber who was not one who liked to be pushed around, dragon invasion or not.

"If you don't calm down I'll-!" Gobber shouted before begin pushed. "Take you by the scraps of your neck and-!"

"Not helping, Gobber." Stoick placed a palm over his shoulder to calm his nerves. "There's no reason to panic, people!"

"Chief!" Gustav voice shot out from above. "Stop the evacuation! We got them all!" He said as he and his fellow dragon riders and Hookfang landed onto the pier. "The Changewings are gone."

"Then how do you explain that?!" Gobber pointed out to the side of the cliff where four Changewings formed into existence.

"Oh no, there are four of them." Gustav whispered.

"But there were only three eggs." Fishlegs said.

Taking a good look at the direction the Changewings were staring to, Aarne trailed their vision and his eyes widened. "They're going for the ship…"

The said ship was the emergency storage ship where all the provisions were held from the weapons to food and trade items, if anything it was the last thing the Changewings would want to destroy.

"What do they want with-?" Gobber began before he was interrupted by a low and irritated voice, but to his surprise it didn't come from Aarne, but Fishlegs.

"It's not the ship, it's what's on it…"

Tenseness enveloped the tall blonde boy as he glared at the youngest of the Jorgenson clan aboard the vessel with all his trinkets and riches he had obtained by stealing what was rightfully not his.

"Another egg…" His breathing became heavy. All day he had thought this was all his fault but it was actually Snotlout he should have been upset with. He was at his wits end with him and by now he barely had any patience left. Snotlout most certainly had the fourth egg and he himself was one as well, a spoiled, rotten egg that always got what he wanted but never what he deserved. No more civility, what Snotlout needed was to be taught some manners the hard way. "Can you guys keep the Changewings at bay?" Fishlegs asked, his eyes slightly twitching from his pent up frustrations and anger.

"What are you gonna do?" Gustav question seeing the fatigued look in his eyes.

"Something I should have done a long time ago."

And with that he and Meatlug flew over to the ship, leaving the rest to fend off the four mother dragons from it.

"Chief." Gustav turned over.

"Got it." He said as he mounted his Thunderdrum who let out a concentrated blast of sound to the gathering, spreading them out into the sky, rendering their cloaking ability void before they all took them on in the open and leading them away from the docks while Fishlegs handled things.

…

"Going somewhere, Snotlout?" Fishlegs asked in a dark tone.

"Whose asking?!" the dark haired Viking shot back, his sheep bleating by his side.

Without saying a word, the look in Fishlegs eyes sent a deep shiver over the sheep who frightfully ran off the ship, leaving the two boys to settle their business like Vikings.

"Give it to me, Snotlout." Fishlegs demanded, his palm held out.

"Heh, finally!" Snotlout grunted colliding his fist and palm together.

"You know what I mean. Where's the egg?" A small twitch took over Fishlegs eye once more.

"None of your business." Snotlout spat back. "Oh, what are you wanna do Fishlegs?" he mocked in a babyish tone.

That seemed to have been the final straw for Fishlegs Ingerman as he just yelled out at the top of his lungs and raced forward to the cart full of Snotlout's treasures and threw it into the air like it was a stack of cards. All rhythm and reason left the normally docile boy as he became hell-bent on finding the egg, grunting incoherency as he went over each scrap held within the cart, flinging chickens and sheep every which way, even tossing over barrels of weapons and shattering pottery all over the deck. It was as if he had become a wild animal with dark rings under his eyes and it even scared Snotlout who was now over at the other end of the ship, silently staring as Fishlegs combed over each item with intense rage before lifting himself up, cracking his neck and turning over to him.

"Now you listen. You can do whatever you want to me: you could threaten me, making fun of me, mock my incredible dragon knowledge!" he shouted as he paced closer to Snotlout and cornering him to the side of the ship. It was quite possible the first time Snotlout noticed just how much taller and bigger the Ingerman boy was when compared to him, and he was the older one. "But what you will not do, is stand between a baby dragon and his mother! Do you understand me, Snotlout?" he whispered the last part darkly, his brown eyes appearing almost black from his sheer rage.

Snotlout was utterly speechless. Not many people stood up to him. Aarne obviously put him in his place whenever he exceeded his limit of stupidity and Hiccup had once knocked him down a few pegs from his high horse, but other than that he was not used to this type of threat.

"Oh, it's always the quiet ones that snap the loudest." Bucket said from one side of the boat, finally making his presence noticed as he and his friend Mulch witnessed the entire show of insanity. "Just like Hiccup, went 'Hysteric'."

It was an olden term once used for a clan of Vikings that lived up in the frosty north since you just had to be mad or a lunatic to even consider living there, but what those Vikings were highly known for was their ability to alter their usual personalities into one of mass destruction and horror. Rarely would a clan outside of the Hysterics find one born onto their own shore, but when they did and when they snapped, they were the ones you did not want to be on bad terms with.

"I'd give it to him, Snotlout, there's no tellin' what he's capable of." Mulch warned, stepping back.

Before Snotlout could tell him where he had hid the final stone, Meatlug was busy scavenging the cargo, knocking over yaks and barrels without any other thought in mind but that of finding the egg.

"That's it, find it, boy!" Fishlegs sinisterly ordered, Meatlug finally finding it under a woven fishing basket. "Hmm, what do you know, there it is. I think I'll just take that." He said pacing towards it and cradling the precious egg between his fingers. "Any objections?" he asked darting back to Snotlout who just cowered slightly with a flinch. "Didn't think so. Now if you excuse me, I have a date with destiny."

With that, Fishlegs mounted atop Meatlug and flew off towards the village, leaving Snotlout to slightly quiver over what had just happened.

…

By the time Fishlegs made it back to the plaza, the fires had stopped and all was quiet. Most of his anger was gone and he was no longer Hysteric, but he knew he still had one final mission to do before everything was set right.

"Alright, Changewings, I know you're out there! Come and get me!"

Berk was like a ghost town. Silent, torn down, and dark. With each step he took further into the plaza area, the more he felt like eyes were watching over him, judging him and gauging his fears. The still shadows over the village felt alive and began to dance in strange ways as if to trick him and expose his deepest and darkest of nightmares. Sound became his greatest enemy as even the sound of his own breath was causing him to panic as he cornering himself against a wall in order for him to catch his breath, something he felt he had been holding over the entire day.

Back against the wall, Fishlegs calmed himself. He had nothing to fear. He was doing the right thing which was trying to reunite a child and mother together. The only scary thing about it all was that the mother was a giant acid spitting dragons with dagger sharp fangs and an ability to cloak its skin, but other than that he had nothing to worry about.

Feeling his insides calm down, Fishlegs was ready to continue with his quest when the drippings of bubbling acid fell right between the gap of his stance.

The mothers were right next to him.

Lifting his head, see could see a pair of glowing eyes and tusk-like teeth coming towards him. Panic flooded over him once more as he turned to the right to escape, only to have a second Changewing there to block his path, turning to the left proved to result in the same scenario, and even facing forward he could see the mother Changewing in all her glory, glaring at him as he held her egg.

"And we're all here." Fishlegs sighed. There was nowhere to run now. He had to face his fears head on. "Hi, I'm Fishlegs." He introduced with a smile. "I've read a lot about you, clearly not enough."

The sentiment was taken with silent growls and loud roars.

Flinching back, Fishlegs planted his feet firmly to the ground and kept true. "Okay, here's how this is going to work. I'm going to give you this egg, and you've gonna take it. And you're going to leave Berk in peace. I promise you, if you don't' burn me with that hot acid, I will spend the rest of my life making sure no one ever tries to take your eggs again. Sound good?"

He declared his speech with wide eyes to the Changewing before him whose eyes were widened as well as she let out a thick trail of smoke from her flared nostrils towards him, veiling him in a cloud of acidy smelling mist before flicking her egg out from his palms and catching it between her teeth.

With the egg gone, the leverage he had over the Changewings meant nothing and as each roared out to him, he couldn't help but shield himself from the inevitable, but instead of burning acid or sharp fangs, he felt the air become lighter. Opening his eyes, he could see that the Changewings had vanished, for good this time with a silent Dragonese message left in the air that he could not understand but knew in his heart.

"_Remember your promise, Fishlegs human."_

"Well, I guess that's that." Fishlegs said as he strolled along as if nothing had happened but not before his ankles gave weight and he fell backwards onto the ground, drifting into a restful sleep where he dreamed of bright colors and burning acid.

…

_Dear Hiccup,_

_You were right about the eggs, they were Changewing and we got to see them, four actually. I'm not afraid to admit I was scared when I first saw them, or didn't see them so it speak, but now that I've gotten to understand them a little better I think I can see why you've dedicated your life to protecting and learning from them._

_I learned that having courage isn't the same as having no fear, it's being afraid and pushing forward anyway. Whether that means saving a baby dragon, protecting those you love, or giving a special someone the butt kicking they so richly deserve._

_I'm going to make sure no other dragon is separated from its family ever again, and I thank you for all the vast knowledge, wisdom and friendship you give to us every day._

_Take care and never stop being who you are._

_Your friend, Fishlegs Ingerman._

"Finishing your letter to Hiccup?" Gustav asked as he passed over Sharpshot.

"Yeah, I think she'll be really proud of us."

"And once we fix all the houses and shops, she won't even recognize the place." Aarne added as he walked by with planks of wood and a bucket of nails.

"Snotlout! Fishlegs! You're up!" Gobber shouted from inside the academy.

"Excuse me, there's something I've been meaning to take care of." Fishlegs stood proudly as he made his way over to the shield wall and taking his place around the grounds where Snotlout stood on the opposing end.

Both stared each other down, eye to eye, without a flinch as they circled each other. Normally Fishlegs would stand down and explain how violence never solved anything, but this time he stood his ground and as he kicked his feet forward towards Snotlout who did the same, he could see a faint glisten of fear in his blue eyes as they faced off against each other in a battle of brilliance.


	15. Chapter 15

_Hello again. In this chapter, bargains of the past resurface as Gustav and the gang go off in search of a long lost artifact to bring back what was once happiness to another. Now hidden away on an isle covered in fog, the young Vikings must find a way to separate the truth from tales. The next chapter will focus on accusations against the dragons that could lead to their banishment, leaving Gustav to clear their names, expose the real criminal, and charge him of his rotten corruptions. All he has to do it prove it before it's too late… This chapter posted 3-12-2015. Next chapter to be posted in 7-8 days. Thank you for all your support and patience. Please enjoy. _

…

_Spring was at its close. The smell of fresh pinewood encircled Berk as heavy planks of lumber and buckets of tang oil were carted off to various locations after another night of dragon raiding. They had managed to lose a good number of yaks and sheep as well as several homes, but the one thing they never lost was their Viking pride and it showed as men and women all around worked to rebuild what was destroyed. With the summer months in the near future they had to prepare for the arrival of their southern Viking brethren, the Berserkers, as well as the colder months that followed with previsions like food and supplies. _

_Summer was usually one of the busiest seasons right by winter. During the warmer months, Berk experienced faint heatwaves as well as the most dragon attacks. It was also a difficult season for the members of the Haddock family as both Stoick the Vast, chief and patriarch of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe, who delegated with keeping the peace between neighboring nations and overseeing the search and destruction of the dragons' nest, and his daughter, Hiccup, who usually spent the entire stretch of the summer term recovering from illness due to overworking herself to the bone during the frigid winter and spring months. It wasn't always like this. There was a time when summer meant joy and laughter, times of enjoyment, and togetherness for the Haddocks, but those memories were far off in the misty past. _

_Now, Stoick would spend most of his time assisting and monitoring the reconstruction of his village or at sea for weeks on the hunt for the miserable isle teeming with disgusting reptiles, and while there were moments where he wished he could just hold off on his duties to go comfort and check on his sick daughter, he could never find the opportunity or have the energy to do so. It made him feel like an utter failure as a father to his only child who truly needed him when he had an entire village depending on him._

_Walking over to the forge where his longtime friend Gobber was busy grinding a freshly balanced axe over a spinning stone, Stoick made his way into the shop and greeted him with a grunt._

"_How are things running?" Stoick asked while he looked over all the weapons hanging over the walls of the shop, most -if not all- made by his child and displayed proudly like medals._

"_Been keepin' myself pretty busy, what with Hiccup out." Gobber answered before he flung the axe onto a testing board to check its sharpness to which the wooden target split in two, meaning it was ready to send out to the axe men patiently waiting by the window. "She did stop by the other night to check on the place. I told her to go get some rest, but she insisted on working for a few hours, said she had to do something instead of lying in bed all day. She ended up restocking the weapon barrels, forging fresh nails, axe heads and saws, and carving handles for each. Lass ended up passing out by the doorway when she was finished."_

"_During the raid!?" Stoick shouted in a mixture of fear and anger. He was upset she left the house without his permission and in her condition. She could have gotten hurt working with all the fire, dragons, and molten metal. __**What was she thinking!?**__ He thought as he began to pace around. _

"_Of course not. I made sure she made it home right after she finished, and right after I did, the attack started. If she hadn't have come in last night, our defenses would have been short and I would have had to pull an all-nighter on the building supplies…" Gobber motioned, trying to ease his friend's worries and letting out his own. "Sometimes I think she inherited Ol' Wrinkly's soothsayin' and Val's will… There are even times when I see that spark of ingenuity just like Al…"_

"_Don't even start, Gobber." Stoick warned._

"_Stoick, you can't pretend you can't see it. Sure she's ever bit as stubborn as you but at the end of the day she's not only a Haddock, she an Ogglebert."_

_The name alone sent a cold chill down Stoick's spine. It had been years since he had heard the surname of the clan that no longer existed. Throughout the centuries, even before the time of Vikings, the Ogglebert clan was highly regarded by many around the Mainland to the Empires as the wisest and most influential of their time. Their knowledge in the arts of medicine, mathematics, and engineering was highly coveted by wary travelers, monks, and those in political power. However, they were also considered in some circles to be subversive and regarded as a threat to preexisting social norms and statures due to their very same intelligence and sway. Even Algarick Ogglebert himself, grandfather of Valka and Alvin, was known to read and teach his family the language of the Imperials as well as it's branched off dialects when such practices would be punishable by death. He nonetheless was more than just a soothsayer and a rebel to Viking norms, he was a hardworking axe man until his final days and passed his knowledge over to his remaining kin, one who was gone from this world and the other banished from ever returning again. Now, only Hiccup was the sole remaining descendant of the Ogglebert clan and it seemed that even without being with them for so long or ever meeting her great-grandfather, she kept true to her maternal family's legacy of insight and intelligence._

_Stoick knew it was true. A part of her was an Ogglebert, he couldn't change that, he just wished she wasn't at times. The way she talked and moved was mirrored to those of her mother and uncle, and it reminded him of his losses and regrets each day and every second of his life. He thought keeping that part of her life hidden behind clouded curtains would make her hurt less, make her happier, make her stronger, and yet it only changed her for the worse. She lost more than a part of her family, she lost a part of herself, and that was something Stoick could never give back. He had to live with those memories, the guilt and the pain, but what pain could she validate for if she had nothing to tie her broken heart too?_

_Before Stoick could reciprocate with any further words, the sound of excitement and planks of wood clanging to the ground surrounded the village as the people of Berk began to rush over towards the dock, yelling out cheers for the arrival of their most welcomed of guest. Taking notice of the commission, Stoick and Gobber followed the trail over to see the newest arrival._

"_Of all the islands I travel to, Berk has to quite possibly be the most beautiful and bountiful!" Trader Johann called out as he docked his ship, watching as Vikings gathered aboard his vessels to gander at his latest cargo or riches and wonder. Seeing the chief approaching his ship, Trader Johann marched over to him with an open arm and pulled him close. "I have some information for you from your informant regarding __**HIM**__ and something else."_

_Nodding, Stoick and Johann walked over to the undercarriage of the ship where they could talk in private._

"_What's the news?" Stoick asked once he was sure they were clear of any eavesdropping._

_Going over several chests and rummaging through some paperwork, Johann pulled out various parchments as well as a large leather bag filled to the brim with silver and gold bullion bars._

"_That's everything he was able to provide without drawing too much suspicion from his research, and this is for and all __**HER**__ troubles. He sends his regards, to the both of them." Trader Johann said as he handed over both the notes and the bag to him._

_Looking over the documents, Stoick quickly nodded. "Any other word from him? Is he faring well?"_

"_His research keeps him busy most of the time and the Empire likes to keep a close eyes on him and his findings. He did, however, manage to find something I think you'll find interesting…" _

_Stoick crossed his arms, he didn't want to have to listen to one of Johann's lengthy tales for no good reason, but if it was any information he'd need, he'd take it._

"_Earlier this spring, he was out on a shark expedition by order of the Prefect for both field study and a feast. Honestly, I have no idea how he can rationally put up with those Imperial aristocrats when they keeps requesting to eat all the specimen he tries to document for science… Anyways, one of their fishing nests caught something tangled between the ropes and he managed to recover it before anyone noticed. After examining it closely and doing a bit of restoration, he thinks he might have found young Madam Hiccup's lost toy."_

_Trader Johann's words rang over and over again in Stoick's mind. The little dragon toy he threw into the ocean in a bit of rage was still out there? He had figured it was lost somewhere at the bottom of the sea where it would never be recovered, and yet here was Johann telling him that the scholar may have found it_

"_Do you have it now?" Stoick asked in a rush, breaking his solid stance._

"_Unfortunately, no. After he delivered me the documents and bullions the Imperial guards took him back to their naval base off the coast of the Southern Isles so he could manuscript his field studies for the Empire. It'll take at least till late fall to early winter for us to meet again." Johann solemnly said._

"_If you do manage to speak with him, tell him I'll trade anything he wishes for that toy." The tone in Stoick's voice sounded desperate._

"_That'll be no issue, Master Stoick, he was specifically clear on the bargaining price."_

"_What is it?!"_

"_He asked that his child be kept a secret. As far as the Imperials know, he only left behind a wife and no heirs. If the Prefect or any of the statesmen in the Capital realize he has a child here on Berk, they'll come for him. All he asks is that his son be kept safe."_

_A child's safety for a lost toy. It was a hefty price but he knew the lengths a father would go through in order to protect one's family. He'd sacrifice and have it go unacknowledged by his peers. He'd send all his riches and wealth to his kin in hopes that they'd never go hungry or without a home and spend nine years of lonely and cold nights without even having to see or speak to them, possibly ever again. A sacrifice like that was worth a thousand drowned dragon toys, and he's gladly pay that price for the happiness of his own child._

"_You can assure him that he will be kept a secret from the Empire. Thank you, Johann." Stoick bowed as he exchanged several rolls of Hiccup's blueprint she had previously lined up for trade for the documents._

_After he finished going over some final rounds of the day and finishing putting Berk back together it was midnight and he was exhausted to the core. Opening the front door to the Haddock home, the smell of freshly made yak stew atop a bed of seasoned mashed garlic-butter potatoes and grilled chard filled the air as he entered the house and a slow sigh of disappointment swept over him. Yet again he failed to check up on her all day and in return she cleaned the house and cooked him a warm and hearty dinner. Sometimes he felt he didn't deserve to be a father._

_Pacing his way up the steps, he could see Hiccup's frail body trembling under thick and heavy layers of fur and as he walked over to get a glimpse at her face, he could see the faint dark circles under her eyes from restlessness and fatigue with her breathing raspy but faint._

_Placing his hand over her forehead he slowly brushed away her dark bangs and whispered to her softly. "I'll make it all up to you one day, I promise…"_

_After blowing out the still lit candle by her nightstand, Stoick made his way down stairs where he ate his meal in solitude and wondered if this was how it must have been like for the imprisoned scholar all these years._

…

Gustav had no real clue why he, Stoick, and Gobber were out so far from the coast of Berk so early in the morning but when his chief had asked for his help he jumped on the offer quicker than a whip. Now it was becoming a chore just scoping the large radius over Berk for nothing as they stared the monotonously bland skies shift from a dull greyish blue to a somber and uneventful orange.

"Where is he?" Stoick asked from atop his Thunderdrum. "He's been late before but never this late."

"Are you sure Trader Johann even has _IT_?" Gobber asked not too far behind with Bones.

"I'm sure! I heard from Jorgenson, who heard from Stevenson the shepherd, who told that Toldstad the fisherman, who said he saw Johann put it on his boat himself."

"Well, it doesn't get any surer than that." Gobber rolled his eyes as he adjusted his long braided mustache to the sides of his face.

"You know, it might help if I actually knew what we were looking for." Gustav said as he and Fanghook drew closer to the two elder riders.

"We're looking for Johann, that's all you need to know." Stoick answered back in a gruff and irritated voice. He had waited so long for this delivery and he wanted to make sure Johann knew he was keeping his end of the bargain.

Taking one final sweep around the isle's coasts and looking towards the steadily rising sun as it touched the open seas with strands of golden light for any lingering glance of a trading ship in the far off distance, but in the end to no avail, the riders regrettably returned back to the docks of Berk no wiser to the whereabouts of their traveling friend.

Dismounting from his Thunderdrum, whom he relieved of duty, Stoick's shoulders slightly deflated as his tired and worn being tried to hold onto a single thread of hope that Johann would arrive soon, or even at all.

"Not to worry, old friend," Gobber smiled, placing his right hand over Stoick's shoulder for support. "_IT_ will arrive safely, and in good time."

Nodding in agreement, Stoick straightened his back and marched back towards the village with Gobber and Bones, leaving Gustav and Fanghook in a silent struggle to understand the importance of finding Trader Johann and why it meant so much to his chief.

Since Hiccup's retreat from the island he had seen Stoick the Vast spiral into a bitter depression and reemerge from that dark period of his life and dogma to a now enlightened viewpoint over dragons and their society as a whole. No longer was Berk a "Viking before Dragon" mindset, but an evolving and developing mutualism where the two former enemies were now sharing homes, resources, and benevolence. It was a slow shift, but like all change it took time.

But it seemed like time was something Stoick was desperately in short supply of, especially now with him on edge over Trader Johann's untimely tardiness and it set over an unease for Gustav.

He knew Stoick's happiness was important to the tribe because it meant everything was in order, but it was also important to Hiccup who he knew still deeply cared for her father. If Hiccup were here, he knew she'd do whatever she could to restore her father's balance and contentment, and so would he.

"Come on, pal, you and me are going on a little field trip." Gustav said to Fanghook how gave his rider a reassuring nod.

…

It was still too early for dragon training, giving Gustav the perfect window of time to made sure he carried enough fresh water for himself as well as for Fanghook and a few whole smoked fish and apples just in case their expedition turned lengthy. The last thing he wanted was to be unprepared for anything out over the seas while he searched for Johann, and he especially didn't want anyone to know of his actions. The last thing he needed were people telling him the world was far too dangerous for him to explore when he could manage well enough with Fanghook by his side.

Once he was made sure Fanghook's medical pouch was securely fitted onto his belt and contained the proper instruments and vials of medicine for the trip, he finished loading all their previsions into a satchel attached to the saddle in order for them to get set.

"Okey dokey… We'll start in the west islands and work our way back." Gustav said as Fanghook handed him the last tankard of water.

"Back from where?" a voice behind him inquired.

Gustav cringed when he heard the canters from Stormfly behind him. He forgot Aarne had morning duties at the academy grounds.

"Uh…j-just a quick spin around the island." Gustav answered nervously, watching as Aarne marched over to him and investigated his travel sack.

"Uh-huh…" Pulling out a smoked salmon and a tankard of water, Aarne held them forward and crooked his brow as he face the smaller Viking with a dark smirk on his face. "Quick spin, huh? With enough food to feed Snotlout's whole family?" He knew he caught him up to something and he wanted to know what.

"Did I hear my name?" Snotlout asked as he approached the two. "Ooh, do I see a salmon?" he asked before snatching the fish and tankard from Aarne's grasp and gorging down the salmon head first before chugging the water till the last drop and tossing it onto the ground.

Gustav tried to remember why he even bothered to assign Snotlout morning duty as punishment for his mishap with the Changewings when all he did was make more of a mess.

Letting out a sigh, Gustav scratched the back of his neck. "Alright, if you must know…"

"And, we must." Aarne added while Snotlout loudly gnawed the smoked salmon chunks between his teeth, humming out noisily with every bite. Gustav may be a runt in his book, but he sure knew how to prepare a fish.

"I'm going to do something for the chief." Gustav finished, a response that neither impressed nor satisfied the two teenaged boys as they stared him down, Aarne with his arms crossed and Snotlout audibly gulped down the masticated morsel.

Knowing they weren't buying it, Gustav caved. "Oh, gods… Okay, Trader Johann is bringing something for him, something important, and he should have been here by now."

"You're not tradin' this fish are you?" Snotlout asked with an open mouth, greatly irritating Aarne whose expression was that of annoyance from having to hear his constant grinding of fish scales and flesh. "Because it's delicious."

Before Snotlout could get another bite of the perfectly cooked salmon, Hookfang greedily seized it with his fangs and swallowed it whole, licking his chops with satisfaction from the sustenance.

"Hey!" Snotlout snapped his fingers twice for "his" fish, his cheeks still full and puffed out like a chipmunk as Hookfang gapped the now skeletal remains of the fish, to which he shook the bones clean of dragon slobber before eating away the remaining intact head with great gusto.

"When do we leave?" Aarne asked, trying to ignore the Jorgenson to his left.

"I need to go alone. If we all disappear, the chief will get suspicious."

"Go alone? You without us?" Snotlout mocked with a chuckle. "Like you can handle anything if we weren't there to bail you-!" was the most he could get out before the munched fish head somehow wedged itself in his esophagus, his choking gasps and pleas for assistance resulting in Aarne's brief entertainment before he punched his diaphragm, dislodging the mash of fish scales, bones and meat from his throat to the other end of the arena. "…out!" Snotlout wheezed taking a knee while Aarne smiled at his handiwork.

"Ugh, alright, fine. You two can come, but that's it! Don't even tell the others! Heed my warning, I am serious!" Gustav put his foot down as aggressively as he could. "There will be consequences!"

…

"Hey, Gustav, Snotlout told us there would be salmon." Tuffnut demanded as he and the rest of the dragon riders followed their young teacher over the open southwestern skies. "And I love lox!"

Gustav replied to the longhaired blond by bitterly pressing his lips as he glared forward towards the expanse of saltwater. "Ugh, I'm pretty sure I said '_Don't tell the others_'." Gustav groaned as he glared over to Snotlout, knowing Aarne wasn't the loose lip type.

"And I'm pretty sure I didn't listen to you!" Snotlout snidely remarked, not even remotely coy about not heeding the younger boy's lecture.

"Gustav, aren't you always saying it's better when we work as a team?" Fishlegs asked before regaining his bearings over Meatlug's ears for stability.

"Yeah, next time I say that, just slap me in the face."

"I'll do it right now." Ruffnut eagerly offered with a grin.

"She will, and she slaps like a guy" her brother vouched. "It's awesome, watch!"

Without hesitation, Ruffnut smacked her brother with powerful force onto his right cheek, an echoing whack filling the air as Tuffnut shook off the intense burning sensation with a wicked smirk. "Yeah…"

"Hey, look!" Aarne pointed out to sea, being one of the few who was actually helping Gustav on his quest.

"I can't see anything through the tears." Tuffnut answered before they all looked to see a lone adrift plank of tattered wood slowly riding the sea current with a motionless human figure atop it.

"Is that…Johann?!" Gustav shouted in dismay.

"I thought he had a bigger boat than that?" Snotlout semi-joked.

"Come on gang, let's check it out." Gustav ordered as they dove down, Fanghook carefully clasping his paws over the unconscious man before they managed to find a small but tall island in the distance to settle and piece things together.

…

After his splitting headache passed, Johann lifted his upper body as the feeling of cool shade and the smell of fresh moss welcoming him before he even had the chance to open his eyes. When he did, a pair of amber orbs stared right into his of blue intensely, causing him to yell out in a brief alarm before he realized it was nothing more than a Monstrous Nightmare of violet and gold.

"It's okay, Trader Johann! He's not going to hurt you…?" Gustav jumped in with a step of panic only to see him giving Fanghook a hearty scratch under his muzzle, causing the adolescent Stocker to rumble with happiness.

"Mister Gustav! Am I ever glad to see you," Johann grinned before seating himself properly and briefly stretching out his fatigued muscles before tensing again, shifting his body around to gain a perspective of his surroundings.

He could tell he was on a small patch of land shooting out from the sea like a marine bamboo shoot, the small little oasis complete with a natural spring and shady trees but there was evidence of prior discovery as brightly hued colors blended with the soft moss and a stone wall to his left held a mural of dragons and abstract shapes as well as a black paw print with a small red hand over it.

"Hmm, so this is what she did with all that pigment…" Johann whispered. "Never would I have guessed she'd share it with a Night Fury."

The statement caused all the riders to turn their attention closer to the images on the stone wall. They had assumed it was nothing more than some remnant from the unrelated past, but seeing it closer the works to the left of the fresco were detailed and structured while the right felt more free-form and eccentric like a culmination of order and chaos.

"You knew?" Aarne asked as he walked over to hand him a tankard of fresh water, curious to know how Johann could have possible known about the Night Fury or whether this was him and Hiccup's doing.

"Just recently actually." Johann shivered as he took a sip of the refreshing liquid, his nerves still not at ease even knowing he was safe and away from harm. "She and her Night Fury rescued me from a kraken attack about five days ago to the south. She explained everything to me about the dragons before we parted ways… I was heading off to Berk when, _IT_, came…" Johann froze as a tremble ran down his spine.

"What?" Gustav asked.

"The fog… The fog…" Johann shuddered as if a spirit has brushed past him.

Both Gustav and Aarne looked to each other with mixed expressions. Whatever had happened must have really done some damage to the well-traveled man who had seen it all.

"Johann, where's your ship?" Gustav asked.

"No idea. All I know is one minute I was sailing in a perfectly calm sea, the wind at me back…" he said raising his arms outward before retracting them in a fit of terror. "-And the next thing I know, my entire ship is pulled out from under me and I'm shark bait!"

Exchanging another glance of confusion to Aarne, Gustav handed the petrified man a smoked salmon to which he took gratefully and wholesomely with great hunger. "I don't understand…"

"I do. I was three days late and was trying to make up time, and I got TOO close!"

"Too close to what?" Fishlegs asked with a slight jitter of fear. Even he was getting anxious from Johann's tale.

"Too close to…" He shifted his eyes around to make sure he was truly secure in uttering the dreaded words. "Breakneck Bog…"

"Breakneck Bog…" The riders felt a cold breeze rush pass them as they recanted the name in union, the only thing was the air was heading southeast of them where the stone wall was supposed to have prevented any from coming through. The shaded area of the island somehow felt colder now.

"Many a ship has sailed into its waters…few have returned." Fishlegs whispered, scaring himself more than he had intended to.

"My grandfather said it was pirates." Aarne said aloud, trying to provide a sound reason to the tales of seadogs.

"That's ridiculous!" Snotlout firmly opposed. "Everyone knows it's haunted by a fog monster."

"Fog monster!" Fishlegs trembled.

"The legend says the fog monster makes this really creepy moan…" Tuffnut elaborated as he groaned lowly like a sickened yak, to which his sister snickered from his tall-tale. "Then, he surrounds you, and scraps the skin off your bones!"

The imagery caused Fishlegs to let out a shriek of horror.

"And then he scraps the bones off of…whatever's under those." Tuffnut added.

"And then, it drops the bones from the sky." Ruffnut finished with her hands imitating the falling of bones with her long, pale fingers.

"Yes! Yes, it's true!" Johann confirmed all their accounts. "What he says! _It, it_…surrounded me…" A feeling of evil and haunted stares encased the poor trader who tried to tighten himself and disappear but to no avail.

"See, fog monster." Snotlout declared with a smug grin as he turned to Aarne. "Pirates…hahahha. Stupid grandfa-" was all he could complete before a Hofferson's scornful fist collided with his jaw and knocking him to the mossy floor.

No one mocked his family.

"Johann, we have to find your ship." Gustav kneeled next to the curled man. "There's something on it for the chief."

"Yes, yes, there was! But it wasn't for the chief, it was for Madam Hiccup." Johann corrected.

"For Hiccup?" Gustav gave him a queer look. "Then why didn't you give it to her when you two met?"

"She didn't know. It was meant to be a gift to her from her father as part of a pact. But it's from whom made and returned the gift that makes it so valuable."

"Who?" Gustav pressed on.

"It was from her mother." Johann answered slowly and calmly. He retained the returners identify as it was never to be revealed to anyone outside of a select few from Berk.

"Her mother…?" Gustav whispered.

"That's impossible." Aarne shudder along with the rest of the teenagers. They all knew the tale of that dreadful night.

"What is it?" Gustav continued.

"I'm not a liberty to say, lad. All I can tell you is it's in a chest with the Berk crest on it." He felt like a tear was close to coming out. He should have given that gift to her when he had the chance.

"I have to find it! Take us back there, you-you show us where you were when you lost your ship!" Gustav ordered.

"NO! NO, I WON'T!" Johann leaned away in terror. As much as he cared for Hiccup and keeping the bargain set, his fears were far stronger. "You can't make me! I have a knife in my boot!" He declared with his late ratio of bravery, standing onto his two legs that were still not yet ready to take into action.

With the statement said, Aarne pulled out his axe and held it at the ready while giving Trader Johann a vulgar glower as if to say 'Just try' while the twins snicker and placed silent bets over the clearly outmatched salesman.

Giving his boot a quick check with a step he internally cursed himself for mistakenly leaving his dagger behind on the Bog-Burglar Isle as he slouched his shoulders in defeat. "I don't have a knife in my boot… But no more fog, please."

Tuffnut heckled as he pulled a single silver bullion round from his pocket and flipped it over to his sister who smugly placed it into hers.

"Alright, just please tell me how I can find Breakneck Bog." Gustav pled.

"Head due east, there's a group of islands in the shape of a man's hand. Breakneck Bog is the thumb." Johann instructed as he got a sense of his bearings back.

Nodding his head, Gustav knew what he and the others had to do. "Snotlout, you and the twins take him back to Berk."

"Back to Berk!" Snotlout argued. "This this clown!?" he pointed over to Johann before shifting his sights over to the Thorston twins. "And those clowns!?"

"Will you look at him, we don't have any choice. And if anything happens you'll be glad you have them with you." Gustav reinstated, watching as the twins smiles began to curl in mischievous delight.

"Question…" Fishlegs muttered, his skin cold from the fright still over him like a terrible winter. "What are the rest of us doing?"

"We're going to Breakneck Bog." Gustav ordered to which Fishlegs responded by repressing a scream as best he could.

…

Not many ships sailed over the waters to the west. There were tales of giant sea serpents roaming the waves and islands inhabited by the lost souls of shipwrecked sailors that still coveted their hordes of gold and gems into the next life.

Even farther towards the west was the great landmass known as the Western Split, which housed the various western regions such as the Great Plains, the Lone Deserts, the Caribbean, the Highreaches, and the Rainlands of the Far South. Had it not been for the vast trading networks and sea channels that spanned the globe, the Western Split may have been left disconnected or undiscovered until much later in time. What a new world that would have been then?

But the mysterious world of the west was far from young Gustav Larson's mind as he, Aarne, and Fishlegs venture eastward towards the clouded thumb-shaped isle known as Breakneck Bog.

"What if we gave Hiccup something from my mother?" Fishlegs tried to persuade Gustav for the tenth time since their trip, to which he rolled his eyes. "Or…I could give her my mother? You know everyone loves her crab cakes."

"Hiccup doesn't eat crab. Besides it's not the same thing. Let's just find Johann's ship, get the chest, and leave before we get a chance to meet whatever was in the fog that spooked him so much." Gustav said as a bluish outline of a hand rising out from the sea came into fruition.

"The fog…the fog." Aarne droned out like Johann had done before behind Fishlegs who let out yet another frightful screech that only brought Aarne utter enjoyment. And they say he didn't know how to have fun.

"Tears, Aarne, is that what you wanna see?!"

"Look! There it is!" Gustav pointed, the image of the islands slowly breaking from the murky mist surrounding it.

"Breakneck Bog…" Fishlegs gulped. It was far more terrifying than he could have imagined.

Directing their flight to the lowest of the isles where the fog felt thicker, almost like you could cut squares out of it and package it as wool. After scoping the island's perimeter for what felt like hours, they finally landed onto a clearing by a cliff where the sound of crocking tree frogs and orchestrating crickets sang out from the atop the tall forestlands before them.

"I don't get it…" Gustav looked around the damp landscape for answers. "We flew all around the island… No boat."

"Not even the remains of a boat." Aarne added.

"You know who would take a boat? A fog monster!" Fishlegs cringed as the sound of rusting tree branches and a rasping hiss boomed from within the evergreen.

A cold chill ran over the dragons as they each let out loud cries directed towards the hiss, growling and fidgeting as shadows and figures began to shift around in the far distance of the woodland.

"Settle down, pal." Gustav said as he slowly stroked Fanghook's horns.

"It's okay, Meatlug… It's okay…" Fishlegs reassured his Gronckle, even if he himself knew things were the exact opposite of okay.

"What was that?" Aarne asked as he managed to calm Stormfly down.

"Only one way to find out." Gustav motioned as he and Fanghook pressed forward with Aarne and Stormfly right after.

"Wait a minute! You don't go towards the weird, scary sound!" Fishlegs warned.

"Ya we do, we always do." Aarne corrected with the Viking attitude that got things done.

"I hate that about us…" the husky blond groaned as he reluctantly followed.

As they ventured forward, they got off their dragons and walk right beside them, taking note of each passing sound and shadow that seemed to follow them around and as they did, they noticed how all former sound vanished. No longer was there a constant buzz from the cicadas and frogs or even a reassuring call from a seabird passing by. The island was dead quite to the point where one could conceivably hear the faintest strum of a spider's leg passing over her web.

Right when Fishlegs was beginning to believe the notion of Breakneck Bog being consider haunted to be nothing more than fables from the sea, the sound of bones clanging together below his feet made his tremor when they were felt right under his feet.

"Eugh, bones… That's just perfect." Fishlegs grumbled to the sky before continuing his path with the others.

After going a few more steps forward, the sound of cracking branches above thankfully caught Stormfly's attention as a giant descending anchor came falling from the heavens, straight for Aarne.

Snatching him away from the danger right in the nick of time by his shirt, he silently railed his eyes up the metal link chain that connected to the anchor, letting out an amazed and awed "wow" from the sight.

Following his actions, Gustav looked high towards the tree tops, where the outline of a large ship nest at the very top like a precarious birds nest.

"Trader Johann's ship…" Aarne continued as Stormfly released him back to the ground.

"Wow! He really got off course." Gustav satirically commented. It's not every day you get to an entire ship balanced atop a tall decaying pine.

"Fog monster," Fishlegs said as if to verify his now seemingly rational fears over Breakneck Bog to which the other two blandly ignored as they each mounted back onto their dragons and flew upward towards the boat to get a better look as to how Trader Johann's massive ship managed to get from the calm seas to the middle of a marsh.

…

Hovering over the elevated vessel, none of the dragons dared to land onto it as they each jerked backward upon their riders insisting they rest.

"They're afraid…" Fishlegs misunderstood. "And they're dragons. So we should ask ourselves: What are we doing?"

"That boat's not gonna hold them. We have to jump down and send the dragons below." Gustav proposed.

"Great… This is just perfect." Fishlegs bit under his breath.

Jumping off of his Nightmare first, Gustav landed safely onto the ship's deck just how Gobber had shown them during training when one boarded a hostile vessel: with your legs spread and your arms held outward for balance over the water, to which shortly Aarne followed suit with perfect form and natural athleticism and finally Fishlegs who managed to miss that class which caused him to land flat face first onto the floor boards with zero grace and defense against anything.

"Fanghook: _Ground."_ Gustav ordered with his basic Dragonese skills with a simple hand gesture added to verify the command.

"_Be careful._" Fanghook replied back before he and the other dragons returned back to the forest floor.

"_He's getting better."_ Stormfly complemented.

"_He studies every night before bed. His goal is to get as good as Hiccup by the time she returns back to Berk."_ Fanghook replied back.

"_Goliath tells me she's picked up on more than just the language, turns out she's more adapt to dragon culture than human ones."_ Meatlug added.

"_But she still misses everyone…"_ Fanghook reminded. "_And when she comes home, she'll see that Berk is big enough for us all."_

…

"Okay, so let's just find this thing and get out of here." Gustav said as he began to survey the items on the deck. "We're looking for a chest with the Berk crest on it."

Just as they were beginning to scavenge the ship, a hollow sound bounced onto wooden floorboards, catching their attention. Turning around, they each saw a single dry old bone as it slowly and lazily rolled towards them, stopping right as it collided with Gustav's right boot.

Looking to the ground, they could see their dragons too far down on the earth to have tossed anything up towards the ship before turning their attention towards the grey and bleak heavens where not even the sun's light passed through.

"Care to explain that?" Fishlegs asked dryly.

Before anyone could come up with an explanation, bones began to rain from the bog above without warning of any kind.

"Below deck!" Aarne shouted as he shielded his head from the oncoming hail of fragments and with no delay the three rushed over to the stairway that led to the inner sanctum of the vessel where as far as they were concerned was free of falling skeletons that rained down for several more moments before ending as swiftly as it had come.

"Uh, it's just a little 'bone shower'…" Gustav nervously stated. "And it passed."

"Bone shower…? So, I'm the only one who thinks that's weird?!" Fishlegs asked with big eyes.

"Um…" Aarne raised his hand up in agreement to the oddly of the situation. He had heard of being soaked to the bone, but never like this.

"Uh, well, okay, it's a little weird." Gustav granted as he paced his way around the barely lit enclosure. Luckily for him he managed to find a box of candles and after excavating through his satchel was able to find his tinber box in order to light three, giving each rider a light to hold.

Once the final candle was lit however, a creaking and grinding sound came from the far end of the cargo as a lower deck window desperate need of oiled hinges slowly opened wide, providing a tad bit of light into the still dark and dusty confines of the cellar.

"So it that!" Fishlegs loudly whispered, holding his candle close.

"Okay, let's just start looking for the chest and quickly, that doesn't sound like friendly scraping." Gustav said as he took the far end of the hold, Aarne the other end, and Fishlegs the center.

In addition to the low visibility, there seemed to be no actual order in which all the items below deck were stored. Unmarked and tied boxes were stacked high till they touched the ceiling and barrels with symbols of red skull and crossbones were rampant with the lingering scent of pickled eggs emitting from leaking crates. The items that were definable were either weapons, vases filled with blueprints and foreign documents, and textiles that were evenly pressed to one side.

As Fishlegs searches an area closest to a natural light source, he went over boxes of various shapes and sizes, many with strange patterns and symbols, but none the chest in question with the Berkian marker over it. He was so immersed in his search he failed to notice a bony shadow peeking over the deck window as if waving to him for attention, but it was the sensation of a cold foreign weight over his left shoulder that caused him to drop the chest in his grasp flatly to the ground. As the sound of shattering porcelain contained within the crate vibrating through his ears, Fishlegs slowly inched his head to the side to see a skeletal arm close to his neck and slowly gliding closer as if to chock him and hold back his screams.

Not wanting to lose his still young life, Fishlegs yelled out in complete horror, running over to both Aarne and Gustav who were busy looking over a small chest of wood and metal bands held in the young boy's hands.

"Fishlegs, I found it!"

"Oh, oh thank Thor!" Fishlegs gasped, the dark circles of panic over his eyes clearing away and reverting back to normal. "There was a hand… No skin. All scrapped off!"

Above deck, loud and heavy stomping could be heard, each new collide with the wooden boards only increasing in volume as well as its pace towards their direction as metal began to clang and bash around wildly before a large and bruiting shadow covered the light from the stairway. The silhouette of the perpetrator was massive like a fully standing bear with giant protruding antlers atop its head with one skeletonized arm reaching forwards.

"It's coming after us!" Aarne uttered in a hush of near disbelief. He had never believed in the tales of fog monsters. Heck, two months ago he didn't think his world would be turned upside-down and he'd be at peace with dragons as well as losing the girl he spent so much time trying to court to a rebel Night Fury with a bad attitude and a broken fin. Maybe there was more than just the dangers of pirates over the boggy isles? Perhaps there was something even…sinister.

"Hide!" Gustav loudly whispered, the chest cradled tightly within his grasp as he and the others blew out their candles. "In there!" he motioned over to a room off the side of the ship with its wooden doors wide open.

Racing over, the three quickly ran in and closed the door behind them, each silently cursing the door for not having any form of lock or way to keep it close from the inside. The room was dark, with only a sliver of light pouring in from the doors edges, and tight with each having to press themselves closely to the wall and each other.

A grumbled and raspy grunts came down the steps with hard clops like that of a hooved animal before all was silent once more, making the three hidden Vikings tense.

"Nobody breathe." Gustav barely muttered, each now holding onto the last bits of air in their lungs for what felt like a lifetime.

Aarne immediately regretted being pinned closest to the wall. With his back pressed against the wooden frame, he couldn't properly reach out for his axe without cutting Gustav and any act of hand to hand combat would be limited due to the space. For one of the few times in his life, Aarne Hofferson, felt powerless.

As the creatures clanging steps drew closer towards the doorway, its heavy vibrations shook the very hinges as well as the entire frame of the ship. Whatever was behind that door had to be silent enough to get past their dragons below, reach the high treetop with ease, and weight much less than a giant winged reptile in order to not bring the entire vessel crashing to the ground with all its immense tramping. Whatever it was, they hoped it like pickled eggs more than human flesh.

"I just want you to know, I love you guys." Fishlegs uttered out with a fading breath as if to make those his last words the world would never know.

"It was an honor flying with you two." Aarne nodded.

"Whatever happens, I'm proud to call you Riders and friends." Gustav muttered right before all became still and mute.

For what felt like the longest second the world paused before the doors flew wide open to a flash of natural light, the suddenness of it all causing the three riders to let out a bark of terror, Fishlegs even going so far as to reaching out for the two next to him and squeezing them close in a suffocating last embrace till they realized it was no monster they were hiding from, but three.

"Hey guys!" Tuffnut greeted with his newly acquired human skeletal arm. "Need a hand?" he teased waving the boney finger to each of their faces.

Forcing his way out of Fishlegs' bear hug, Aarne leaped forward with unadulterated rage towards the male Thorston, pinning him down to the ground before repeatedly whacking him with the dismembered arm he coveted over his helmet to knock some sense into his thick skull.

"Ruffnut! Do! Something!" Tuffnut managed between his and yowls of pain.

Forcefully taking the skeleton arm from Aarne, Ruffnut gave him a motion to take a knee, to which she continued the onslaught of torment onto her brother for several more seconds, even harder and with more contact force than Hofferson had done.

"Alright, alright, break it up you guys…" Gustav exclaimed once his and Fishlegs' composure was back. He felt twenty-one hits was enough for him to get the point across.

Pausing, Ruffnut looked over to Aarne who briefly took a relaxing breath before retrieving the arm from her hand and giving Tuffnut one final strong blow to the noggin, just to make sure he understood.

"So let me get this straight…this was all you?" Gustav asked looking over to a smug Snotlout. "The bones, the scraping…?"

"That's right!" the taller boy didn't deny. "And this was all you, 'Ooh! Aahh! Eek!"

"Actually, most of that was me." Fishlegs admitted.

"Oh gods… Wh-Why would you do that!?" Gustav pouted, his arms still clenched tightly over the chest. "What were you thinking!?"

"That I was gonna make you pay for sticking me with Trader Johann!" Snotlout pointed.

"Where is he?" Gustav demanded with a less than patient tone.

"Don't worry about him. He's fine…" Snotlout wickedly grinned.

…

Elsewhere, on a lone tiny island made of stone in the middle of the sea, Trader Johann curled his legs closer to his torso as the rising afternoon sun began to warm the day as well as him. Normally that wouldn't be a problem, except the air was strangely dry, the seas unusually still, and the sky was visibly void of any shade or clouds for that matter. Even the passing seabirds seemed to mock him in his solitude.

What he would give to be back on that little island with shade, fresh water, and a pretty picture instead of a blank world of blue.

…

"Just so you know, I'm not going to forget this…" Aarne seethed as he collided his skeletal weapon onto Snotlout's torso forcefully, knocking a good chunk of air out of him. "And what's with that stupid necklace?" he asked by using said weapon to lift a heavy gold plated metal around his neck.

Thin golden rounds in decreasing size combed the trinket, each round decorated with a unique and unusual pattern before being joined together by tight golden links to each end seamlessly until the last rounds where a collective of small jade beads were held together by strong threads of woven plant fibers.

"You likey? Yeah, just a little somethin' I found on deck." Snotlout bragged as he held his prize with certain pride. "I can grab one for you if you want?"

Before Aarne could get the chance to scoff at the idea, the ship began to shift in position due to the added weight and pressure surrounding it. The rotting tree that had held the massive ship stagnant for so long was finally giving weight as a large split down the middle of the trunk began to splinter the hollow wood fibers, gradually traveling up towards the net-like network of branches that cradled the vessel steadily. With the weight of the ship now shifting to one side, the Viking passengers within began to feel their feet detach from the floorboards with the added weight of falling surrounding them. Within seconds the ship took a downward plummet to the moist earth that thankfully acted as a cushion, breaking their fall with relative ease without breaking their bones from the epic descent.

"Everybody okay?" Gustav asked once the dust within the cellar cleared away.

Broken crates of shattered goods swept the floor from pieces of delicate and unfixable soft metal pottery to large vats of black mineral powders that smelled of sulfur and charcoal laced the floorboards to a matte begrimed finish.

The accompanying teenagers began to grumble their standings right as the same hissing sound that had led Gustav, Aarne, and Fishlegs into the forest grew louder like the drone of buzzing wasps. The sound was so intense that fallen objects like silver coins and tin saucers began to vibrate rapidly, even the various iron weapons on their person began to tremble.

"RUN!" Gustav shouted as he and the others made a break for the semi-blocked stairway exit, only to find thick grey gas rapidly moving towards them.

As the fog quickly entered the narrow openings of the blocked passageway, the young Vikings stood their ground in silence and shock upon coming into contact with the fumes. The odor was bitter and stung like smoking charcoal and felt dense and heavy like they were being suffocated, but unlike traditional smoke from coal or fire, the gases were relatively lukewarm like the feel of one's breath. This detail was however overshadowed by its mere mysteriousness as the young riders did their best to stay clear of the ever growing cloud of haze that seemed to only draw nearer and near towards them.

"Just so you know, this fog, not us." Snotlout cleared as he stepped as far as he could from the said vapors.

"Okay, I'll admit, starting to come around on the fog monster theory." Gustav choked as he and the others huddled together back to back.

Soon, the natural light from the windows and openings began to dim to condensed darkness till nothing but shadow and the sensation of demonic rasping hisses remained within the enclosure of the vessel.

From the outside of the ship, the dragons could only listen in sheer dread as the bloodcurdling wails of their riders filled the air before halting all together.

The world fell silent.

…

Almost as quickly and inexplicably as it came the fog began to break away and fade, returning the welcoming bask of light into the ship where the young Vikings somehow remained intact and more importantly, alive.

During the time of darkness, Fishlegs had managed to climb onto what he thought was a bear statue but in the end turned out to be a less than pleased Snotlout.

"Hi." Was all the hefty blond could get out before he was forcefully pushed off by the brawn dark haired adolescent.

"We're alive, right?" Ruffnut asked aloud.

To test the theory her brother flicked her forearm with his fingers as hard as he could, resulting in her showing her displeasure to the small shock of pain and repaying the gesture by punching is guts.

"Can we please just get out of here?!" Aarne irritatingly groaned. He had enough of this backwards adventure.

"Wait… The chest! I-ah-It's gone!" Gustav panicked as he looked to his bare arms. "I just had it!"

"Ah, too bad, so sad. See you back at Berk!" Tuffnut quickly replied as he, his sister, Snotlout, and Fishlegs all ran towards the blocked exit and rapidly tossing the obscurities to the side in order to escape all the weirdness of Breakneck Bog.

Rushing out all at once, the Vikings leapt out of the nearly bare deck with only wooden remains of carts and lavish fabrics lying about before dash off to their respective dragons who sighed in relief to know they were still alive.

"Meatlug! Oh, I missed you so much, Meatlug!" Fishlegs raced to his Gronckle. It was possibly the fastest sprint he had ever done in his life. "Don't worry, big guy, Daddy's taking you home!"

With the four riders mounted onto their dragons, they prepared to leave right as Gustav emerged from the cargo hold.

"You guys go on, I have to find that chest."

"Do what you gotta do, see you when we see you!" Snotlout saluted as he and the others paced forward to leave.

"Hold on you guys. That chest is from Hiccup's mom." Aarne informed.

"Yeah, touching story. Gotta go!" Tuffnut smiled as he and the others pressed onward.

"Put yourself in her shoes."

"Shoe." Snotlout corrected, grinning slightly from the clarification.

Aarne let out an expired grunt. "What if it was _YOUR_ mother?"

The comment paused the dragons and in turn their riders as the question sank in.

They each still had their parents. The twins had loving -if sometimes worn thin- parents who gave each other them with the same level of devotion and kindness. Snotlout's parents cherished him greatly and in turn he'd do anything for them. And while Fishlegs had offered to barter off his own mother to get out of traveling to Breakneck Bog, he cared for her dearly. They knew the comment also sat hard for Aarne how didn't have a mother anymore but showed his dedication to her life by wielding her old battle axe and Gustav, who only had a mother, would go to the ends of the world if it meant protecting and keeping her safe.

If the situation was reversed, they knew in their hearts Hiccup would do anything in her powers to help them reconnect with their mothers if even they were lost. Her mother was all she had, the only one who truly understood her, and when she was taken, a big part of her was stripped away.

That feeling, that heaviness that came with the loss of losing the one you loved and cared for was far more smothering than smoke.

Glancing over to each other, the four riders looked to one another and knew what they needed to do as they dismounted their dragons and paced back towards the ship where Gustav and Aarne awaited on the soft earth.

"I hate you…" Snotlout pointed over to Aarne before turning over to face Gustav by his side. "And this does _NOT_ mean we're really friends."

"Thank you, guys. I mean it." Gustav smiled. "Now let's go find that Fog monster," he finished with a serious stare.

…

After following the faint trails of smoke in the air, the team managed to catch sight of a massive blob of fog hovering just above the treetops, moving with great speed and condensed together in what appeared to be a mass of blackish-grey soot.

"Is it me, or does fog not move like that at all?" Gustav inquired with a raised brow before streamlining his body, indicating to Fanghook to increase in speed and tail after the racing mist.

As if the splotch of gas was sentient, it lowered itself down to ground level where it easily and effortlessly maneuvered around the jungle of pine while the dragon riders desperately tried to keep up. Right when the gang was making way of reaching the Fog monster, the single collection of smoke split down the middle, each going in an opposing direction.

"There's two of them!" Snotlout shouted as his eyes followed the trail of one gas pocket.

"AARNE!" Gustav pointed out to his right.

"ON IT!" he answered before taking off after the other puff of vapors with Snotlout and the twins by his trail leaving the remaining smoke trail to Fishlegs and Gustav to handle.

As each team raced to bridge the gap between them and the fog, they flew further into the forest until they made it to a deep depression into the earth with hard plates of large stone combing the edges like a dome of rock. It wasn't too long after that for the two groups to reform together within the dome enclosure, the fog monsters disappearing from sight and with that losing their trail.

"We lost it." Gustav grunted as he jumped off of Fanghook.

"So did we." Aarne relayed as he and the other descended from their dragons to the solid floor.

"Uh, it didn't lose us…" Tuffnut corrected as he pointed out to an approaching cluster of fog, hissing loudly and seemingly doubling in size as it began to circle around the group of dragons and Vikings in a ring of smoke.

Feeling tiny biting sensations over their scales when the smoke was touching them, the dragons began to let out roars of annoyance as the creatures within the fog nipped and snapped them on their tail ends.

"Settle down, pal!" Gustav walked over to Fanghook whose body was beginning to tense up from all the flying and now the stress from being pinched repeatedly.

Thinking quickly, Gustav opened up his medical pouch and swiftly attached a sterile needle into the body of the syringe and extracted a proper dosage of medicine to relax his friend's obviously aching body. Aiming carefully he pushed the needle under a scale to get to his flesh underneath and push the leather button at the butt of the instrument to inject the relaxant and within moments Fanghook was able to regain movement to his wings and began flapping them wildly, lifting him slightly from the ground.

Getting the idea, the other dragons followed in his actions, guiding their bodies upward and beating their mighty wings with powerful force.

"What are they doing?" Ruffnut looked up with a confused stare.

"They're leaving us." Tuffnut's shoulders slumped down in distress.

"I knew Hookfang never liked me…" Snotlout pouted to the ground before looking up to the dragon that was leaving his side.

Contrary to what they believed, the dragons stayed midair, using their propelling appendages to push away the dense fog that slowly began to reside.

"They're not going anywhere." Gustav corrected as he replaced the syringe into its pouch and cleaned off the needle and setting it aside to one side of the case to sterilize later. "Look!" he shouted pointing to the stone walls where dusty grey-blue winged creatures hissed and puffed out clouds of smoke as breath.

"They're dragons…" Aarne softly said as he stared down the pack of small reptiles the size of housecats.

"Yeah, angry ones." Snotlout added, gazing at the massive colony gripping onto the stone walls growling and barking at them in aggressive manners.

"Ugh, look on the bright side, Fishlegs, no fog monster." Gustav dryly stated.

"I feel so much better now." Fishlegs lightly murmured, his words laced with irony.

"What are those things?" Ruffnut asked, seeing as each began to spit out clouds of gas.

"There're like smoky dragon pirates without the eye patches." Tuffnut answered as if in a matter-of-fact tone.

"Smothering Smokebreath dragons…" Fishlegs corrected hushly, to which the others vacantly stared over to him in confusion. "What?!"

"You knew about these things!?" Snotlout accused as he pointed to the wall of smoke spitters.

"Well, I had read about them in Hiccup's memoirs, but I didn't believe they actually existed!"

"So you went with fog monster instead!?" Aarne shouted, his patience wearing thin.

"Guys, can we please talk about this later!" Gustav broke up the argument. "What else did her notes say?"

Shifting his eyes upward, Fishlegs did his best to recant the details. "They hide themselves in a veil of smoke, they're very territorial…and, uhhhhh," he dragged out for some time. "I forget the third thing."

Hissing out a battle formation, one troop of Smokebreaths swooped down towards the young Vikings, nipping at the air around them as their own dragons tried to ward them away with their greater size and strength, but it was proving that there was a certain power in quantity as the Smokebreaths outnumbered them fifty-to-one.

One Smokebreath thought it wise to try and steal the axe over Aarne's side, but it was a move the little dragon would regret as Aarne effortlessly held it down and forced the dragon away with a decent punch, his goal being to deter the pest and not to harm it. It also didn't help the small dragon when Stormfly joined in and began swatting as many of the overzealous fog coughers away from her companion with her long tail and bursts of flame.

Even Snotlout was target to several of the pests as they aimed for his throat, Hookfang letting out thick trails of molten combustions in order to keep them at bay while Barf and Belch clasped their jaws onto each of Tuffnut's boots as two Smokebreaths tried to lift him away by his arms.

"_Ugh, trade you, I think he stepped in something!" _Belch whined between his teeth.

"_Just pull!"_ Barf retaliated before the boy was released.

"_We gotta yet the kids out of here!"_ Meatlug called out.

"_Let's go!"_ Hookfang shouted as he and the Gronckle flew upward to clear a path, but it was proving difficult to fly around with all the scattered Smokebreaths filling the air.

"There's too many of them! Let's fall back!" Gustav shouted as he climbed up onto his Nightmare.

"Uh, fall back where?!" Tuffnut yelled as he repositioned himself onto his half of the Zippleback.

"Give us a fire line!"

"Don't have to ask us twice." Tuffnut smirked as his sister pulled Barf's horns down, let out a thread of green noxious gas before Belch sparked it to flame, causing a grand explosion of heat and light that blinded and frightened the Smokebreaths, giving the riders the right distraction to fly to the top of the basin and away from the little dragons.

"What are we doing? Uh, why are we still here?" Fishlegs asked.

"I can't leave here without that chest." Gustav determinedly said.

"You don't even know if they have it!" Snotlout spat in frustration right before a second mass of Smokebreaths clouded in a haze flew by with large collections of weapons, metal shields, and various odds and ends to a cave within the a stone wall.

"I have a pretty good idea. Let's get a closer look."

…

Once the coast was clear, the six riders made their way down to the crater, shielding their position from the zipping Smokebreaths by hiding behind a stone rising.

"Fishlegs, anything more you'd like to share?" Gustav asked as he tried to get a better look within the dark cave ahead.

"Unfortunately, yes. That third thing, the Smothering Smokebreaths build their nest out of metallic objects."

"Eh, that doesn't sound too cozy." Tuffnut laxly stated. "Or does it?" he pondered with a daydream-like expression.

"It's not supposed to be. They do it to defend against attacks by bigger dragons." Fishlegs finished nervously, he really didn't want to have to go through evading nests all over again. He just finished having nightmares about Changewings.

"Wish I could see in there!" Gustav groaned, slamming his fist onto the cold stone.

"Yeah you do." Tuffnut grinned as he fiddled with a spyglass, snickering as he pointed it towards his hand and seeing how small it was through the lens.

"Where did you get that?" Gustav asked, less than impressed with his antics.

"Duh, from the ship, or whatever that was in the tree."

Snatching away the spyglass with a grunt, Gustav looked over it carefully. "No way…" It wasn't difficult to see that the object in his grasps was none other than the spyglass Hiccup had made the night she lost her leg. _She must have traded it was Johann when they met?_

Adjusting the lens to face the cave, Gustav could see small bursts of fire escaping the jaws of the Smokebreaths as they piled their hoard of metal and smelted them together in a seamless mass of dull to new ore.

"They're melding them all together…" Gustav relayed to the others as he continued to search through the looking glass before spotting the chest atop a pillar of metal, a glimmer of light bathing over it from a creak above the cavern like the gods themselves were encouraging him to it. "The chest, it's in there! Okay, we've got to get them away from that pile of loot."

"Maybe, we can lure them away?" Aarne suggested.

"With what?" Gustav asked right after a faint little tune passed Snotlout's lips as he polished his shimmering gold medallions over his neck, breathing over each to clean and show off their brilliance.

"Shiny…" Snotlout praised before turning over to his crew, the twins and Aarne wickedly smirking towards him. "Haha, what?" he grinned as they approached him darkly.

…

"Everyone in position?" Gustav loudly whispered, to which Aarne, the twins, and Snotlout raised their thumbs out before their plan was set into motion.

"Here dragons!" Snotlout nervously called out. "Got something for you! Over here! Come get it!" As he called out he rattled the necklace about, the clanging sound of metal vibrating in the air like sweet chimes.

The enticing melody of metal quickly caught the attention of the Smokebreaths within as they each stopped what they were doing to stare at the glowing object outside that managed to capture a ray of sunlight at just the right angle, making it shine with a sun-like quality. They had never seen a metal like that before, but greedy as they were small, they wanted it and wasted no time rushing towards like a horde of hungry bats.

"I'm gonna make Gustav eat that chest!" Snotlout jeered between his teeth as the mass of Smokebreaths came sprawling towards him. "Uh…nice dragons… AAAHHH! OOOHHH! WATCH IT! NOT THERE! HEY!"

"Quickly, quickly. Those things will be done with Snotlout any second now." Gustav ordered as he, Fishlegs, and Aarne rode into the deserted cave.

With a lift from Fanghook, Gustav was quickly able to reach for the chest by balancing himself onto his head and held onto it close with a big smile. "I got it!"

"Um, guys, they're coming!" Fishlegs warned as the light from the cave grew dimmer from the fog surrounding the approaching dragons.

"Gustav! Let's go!" Aarne called out as Stormfly spread her wings.

Nodding, Gustav hopped down to the saddle and gave a light tap to Fanghook to quickly head back towards the exit.

"GUSTAV! DON'T LEAVE ME!" A cry behind him echoed.

Looking back, he could see Snotlout, the golden necklace wrapped around his neck as the Smokebreaths began wielding it to their massive nest.

"Oh great," Gustav sighed as he flipped Fanghook around. "Fanghook! Fire it up!"

With two concentrated blasts of fire, Fanghook was able to deter the Smokebreaths away from Snotlout before they could finish making him a part of their collection.

Realizing his trinket was free -as well as himself- Snotlout stuck a pose before mounting onto the smaller Viking's Nightmare and exiting the cave. "Oh, yeah!"

Irritated to have lost their treasure, the Smothering Smokebreaths tailed after the retreating pack of humans, hissing out calls of possession towards the metallic objects they denied them. Rushing forward with a burst of speed, one tried to bite at the golden necklaces swaying so alluringly around the brute human's throat, to which he refused to let go.

"Snotlout, would you leave the necklace!" Gustav shouted as best he could with the larger boy griping onto his torso tightly.

"No! It's my shiny!"

"Well it's YOU or your 'shiny'!" Gustav threatened.

With a reluctant sigh, Snotlout took off the necklace and tossed it over to a Smokebreath who eagerly took it and returned back towards the cavern.

"Hookfang!" Snotlout called out as his dragon drew near, tossing him into the air and landing him perfectly onto his saddle.

As the riders raced over the island it was clear the Smokebreaths were not going to just allow them to leave without the proper tribute as they continued to follow them.

"Anything that you have that's metal, throw it at them!" Aarne ordered as he hesitantly tossed over his mother's axe over his shoulder. As the axe was taken by a Smokebreath, a heavy weight fell over his heart. He's mother stood for doing what was right and serving others, he was sure she'd understand if he sacrificed the sole possession he had left of her for the sake of his friends' safety.

One by one everyone began tossing over hammers, swords, maces and daggers, carrying far too many weapons any regular adolescent should, but then again, they were Vikings. With each release of a metallic object, the number of Smokebreaths began to deplete till the airway was nearly clear of all its fog.

"We did it!" Snotlout cheered seeing no other dragon after them and seeing the fallen ship still grounded onto land.

"Gustav!" Aarne called out as he caught glance of a single Smokebreath darting towards him by his belt, aggressively trying to take the leather pouch with the metal and glass syringe within.

As Gustav struggled to stay aligned and shoo away the dragon, he could feel the leather belt loops stretching, pulling his belt deep into his side with great pain. He was grateful Hiccup's leatherwork wasn't tearing apart, he just wasn't so sure if he himself was going to get out of this in one piece.

With his chuckles turning white from gripping onto the railings for dear life and the breath in his lungs diminishing from all the pain over his abdomen, Gustav could feel himself slipping in and out of consciousness as the world around began to turn dull and grey while Fanghook did all he could to try and shake the pesky dragon off his rider without forcing him off.

Just when Gustav felt like his palms were beginning to slide, Fishlegs and Meatlug zipped forward and smacked the Smokebreath away with a hard slap, sending it flying back to its home in a hasty retreat.

"YOU WILL NOT HAUNT MY DREAMS!" Fishlegs proclaimed, his eyes fierce with Hysteria as he watch the small dragon sail away. "Because I'll never sleep again." He softly whimpered, his brief boost of anger vanishing.

Regaining his breath and his alignment, Gustav straightened himself, the chest still secure under his arm and a victorious smile spread over his face as he gave Fanghook a much needed pat on the back. "Come on, guys, let's go home," he said as they made it to the landlocked ship. "Johann's gonna be needing this."

…

"Alright! Alright, that's it! A little to the left!" Stoick ordered out to Snotlout and the twins as they and their dragons hovered Johann's ship over Berk's harbor as the thick barnacles struck onto the algae green stained wood caused Gobber to cringe.

"We're going to have to clear the forest to fix that boat." He grimaced.

"Luckily for you, we're stuck in a little of a reconstruction haul ourselves…" Spitelout added as he and other villagers along with their dragons approached the ship with long planks of oak wood, buckets of Gronckle nails, and containers filled to the brim with sealant.

"We're glad you're safe, Johann." Stoick said. "Is there anything else we can do for you?"

"Yes!" Johann grinned brightly. "Just give me five minutes alone WITH THE THREE WHO DROPPED ME BACK IN THE OCEAN!" he shouted out looking to the twins and Snotlout.

"Oh, will you look at the time? I've still got to go carry out my duties at the academy. Later!" Snotlout called out as he and Hookfang raced there.

"Yeah, we'll help you with that!" Tuffnut supported as he and his sister followed with a chuckle.

"Here, I think this belongs to you, Chief." Gustav said right beside him after rolling his eyes to the three troublemakers. "Or…Hiccup, I mean…"

"Thank you, but you shouldn't have gone off like that, Gustav, you could have gotten hurt." Stoick sternly stated before being handed the chest.

"I know, it was stupid. But it seemed like it was important to you, and when I found out it was for Hiccup, well, I just had to get it back." Gustav said strongly.

Stoick let out a long sigh. If it hadn't been for Gustav and his friends, Johann would still be out adrift and he'd never be holding the small chest in his hands. In many ways he was grateful for what he had done, but at what cost would it have been if both the chest and Gustav were gone?

"We're just glad you're home in one piece, lad." Gobber grinned as he rustle his apprentice's helmet. "Now we just have to make sure your mother-"

"GUSTAV LARSON!" a loud shout was heard by the docks as Helen Larson came marching through the crowd of villagers, tossing men out of her way and into the water like pieces of paper. Atop her shoulder was a jumping little sparrow and young Gustav's face turned pale. It seems a little birdy had told her of his absence.

"Mom, I can explain! See there was this chest and it was from Hiccup's mother and-" was all he got out as he flinched, expecting to get an earful but instead felt like he was being crushed under her grand embrace.

"Don't you ever run off without telling me again. I was so worried…" she cried.

It was rare for Gustav to see or even hear his mom cry and the best he could do was hold her close. It was strange in a way. She had often left him on his own on Berk whenever she was out in search for dragons nest before the war ended so it wasn't like they were never apart, and yet the way she was holding him was like he had been taken away by unforeseen forces.

"Well I'll be…" Johann uttered softly. "The resemblance is uncanny…"

Luckily the two members of the Larson family were too immersed in their embrace to have paid notice to the merchant.

"Did she…? Hiccup, I mean…?" Johann asked Stoick privately.

"No. As far as I know, she's always been looking after him in secret ever since he was small." Stoick answered.

"Then, does he…?"

Stoick shook his head.

"It seems the debt was paid for even before it was wagered…" Johann smiled to himself. "I'm sure _HE'LL_ be pleased to hear this."

Stoick weakly smiled as he looked down to the little chest in his hold. He had waited so long for this and it pained him to know he'd have to wait even longer to present it to his daughter, but if there was a happiness to all this, it was that one family reconnected, and that was all that mattered.

…

Pacing back and forth over the foot of the stairway, Stoick reluctantly placed his boot over the first step before retreating it. He knew they were only steps, and yet to him they were mocking his every movement. After two hours of this nonsense, he finally mustered up the courage to place his foot onto the first step and it felt like he was growing heavier.

It had been two months since he had stepped onto the stairway and it felt so foreign to him in a way. Looking up, he knew he still have a lengths way to go but in his mind the steps were endless and he'd never manage to get to the top. Taking each step like a small battle, he slowly paced himself up the staircase to the second floor, refusing to look back or opening his eyes, knowing if he did he wouldn't be able to press forward.

By the time he was halfway there he was perspiring and his heartrate was speeding in a way not even fighting an armada of enemies could match. Every step had him relive that horrible day like an outsider looking in. He could see the demented expression on his face as his hand choked his little girl and he could see the terrified look in her eyes. Every word he uttered was like that of a wild creature and not a man. He said such horrible things to her. Words he wished he could take back or stop himself from saying.

But he couldn't.

The memory of his hand colliding with her small cheek had him pause and actually take a knee on the steps as he cried onto the wooden boards. He had caused her so much internal pain, so much heartache, and sorrow and all she ever wanted in return was his love. The one time she pled for him to listen, he shoved her away in the most brutal way possible and he knew if he had been more violent, he would have killed her and the very thought made him curl up into a tight ball on the stairway.

_I could have killed her…_ his mind repeated.

She had no way to defend herself against a man four times her size and ten times her strength and yet he treated her like she was the worst of his enemies.

A part of him wondered how she could have possibly loved him so much. Why she must have cared for him to such an extreme when he was so neglectful and destructive. It seemed like the only times he ever cared for her was when she was physically at her worst, when her body and mind were so worn. It was the only time he could actually see her pain, but that was only the hurt on the surface. Inside, she must have been caving in, and all she ever did was try to reach out for him, with each time only being ignored.

It was about an hour later when he finally got back to his feet and made his way up the final stretch of steps till he made it to the top. Slowly he opened his sore eyes and saw her room for the first time in two months.

The room had always felt far too big for her, what with her small bed, table, wardrobe, and nightstand. She didn't keep many things here, most of her items were over at the forge where she must have felt more at home. There she kept her books on language and mathematics that would have sent him in a fit and all her art where it could be display in her own private gallery. Here, the walls were bare and the table was neatly organized with only a cut piece of fabric hanging off the side. Carefully pacing to it, he could see it was a part of her pants, more than likely cut to allow her leg to be shown and a tear rolled down his face.

Hiccup was perfectly fine with letting others see she was hurt on the outside at the time, because inside she had finally managed to feel at ease and it wasn't from having his love or presence, but from a dragon who was supposed to have been her natural foe.

A dragon, who was so unknown and feared in the Viking world and treated like a monster of darkness, was the only creature who showed his little girl the sunshine, to make her happy and smile.

She had always been like that. Even as a baby, she smiled to the very dragon who gave her the scar under her chin, the very same dragon her mother immortalized into a stuffed toy and cherished more than anything in the world. The same toy he himself tossed into the endless ocean out of petty anger and heartbreak that in the end, broke hers.

Now, holding the chest that contained the dragon toy she loved so much as a child, he wondered if it would ever be enough to repay for all the wrongs and sorrow he brought onto her.

Walking over to the nightstand by the bed that was neatly made and untouched, he laid the wooden chest onto it gently before taking one final look around the room and making his way back to the staircase.

As he placed his foot onto the first step to head down, he could hear a young giggle behind him and his body froze as the sound of a child jumping on the bed and calling out for her '_Brother_' filled his eardrums. Quickly turning about he could see the room hadn't changed, but in a way, it seemed brighter.

Swallowing the lump in his throat, Stoick softly exhaled his breath as he paced downstairs to eat a meal in solitude.


	16. Chapter 16

_Hello again. In this chapter we find Berk in not only the first days of winter but in the midst of a terrible string of crimes that point to the dragons as the culprits. Using his knowledge at hand, the clues from each scene and his wits, Gustav must find a way to prove to the people of the dragons' innocence, expose the true villain, and keep the peace between all. With so few on his side, how will he managed to protect those he trusts when they disappear beyond the deep. For the next chapter, I will make it the readers' choice. This chapter will be split into two parts. The next chapter can either pick up where this story left off or focus on Hiccup and her gained knowledge over the vast migrations, deep hibernations, and secrets over the dragons that no longer roam the Earth as well as recover something lost to someone important to her and then continue from where the previous chapter left off in the next posting. The decision will be finalized three days after this chapter's post. This chapter posted 3-20-2015. Thank you and please enjoy. _

…

There was something about the way the arriving brisk winter air burned into Gustav's lungs with every breath and the way the blue and cloud skies above spun slowly while he freely fell from the atmosphere that felt so memorable and endearing to him. As adrenaline began to rush into his veins, he could every fiber of his being become light and weighted at the same time, a sensation that tickled his toes and nose with added excitement.

If you had seen the spectacle for yourself, you would probably have been modified to catch the image of a small boy falling from the heavens in a laxed manner with seemingly no way to break his fall as his body hurtled towards the cooling waters of the Archipelago where he'd undoubtedly be swallowed up by great underwater beasts or surely drown, and for the most part your fears and worries for the child would warranted; but chances are you wouldn't have been a native to the shores of Berk, where such acts would be considered a calming pastime while riding with dragons and it would an incredible discovery to you, considering that the two had a one point in history, been vigorous enemies.

As Gustav turned his back to the sky and face the accelerated sight of the ocean below, he closed his jade green eyes, aligned his body properly, and smiled brightly as the call from Fanghook drew nearer, and with precise swiftness, the young Monstrous Nightmare swooped in and safely caught his rider onto his saddle, just mere meters from the dark waters of the sea.

"Nice catch, pal!" Gustav cheered as they both flew back into position in the sky where the other dragon riders had watched and waited with great patience.

Lining himself between Aarne, who had already completed the free-fall perfectly with his Nadder, Stormfly, and Fishlegs who was nervously looking all around atop his Gronckle, Meatlug, Gustav turned over to the jittery Ingerman and cheered, "It's your turn. Jump!"

"I don't wanna jump!" Fishlegs refused dynamically. "I-" He could ended the sentence in many ways. _I don't wanna die_ or_ I still have so much left to live for_, but his speech was halted by his dragon riding instructor.

"You have to believe he's going to catch you. It's a trust exercise." Gustav reassured calmly, unaware to even him that the "_HE"_ he was referring to was actually a "_SHE"_, but by this point Meatlug was already at peace with being mistaken for a bull Gronckle.

"I like to do my trusting on the ground, thank you very much," Fishlegs reinstated, his standing on the matter firm.

"Like this, 'Chicken'-legs!" Snotlout shouted before releasing his hold over Hookfang's horn and off the mature red Nightmare saddle with zealous merriment, his arms spread with as his cheers echoed down below while Hookfang himself was far too enamored with his own thoughts to even notice the absent weight over his neck and continued to glide through the air currents like nothing had happened.

"So, should we mention something to Hookfang?" Tuffnut questioned as he leaned towards his sister.

"Let me sleep on it," she replied callously.

"Hookfang! Get him!" Aarne called out to the Nightmare, who only blinked slowly to his order.

Turning over to Fanghook, Hookfang gave the younger Nightmare a dazed stare.

"_Looks like TWO are up next!"_ Fanghook said, pointing his head down.

It was just then upon realizing his back felt absent of his human companion did Hookfang's thoughts fade away and his focus become drawn to the world below where Snotlout, quickly spiraling out of control, shouted out at the top of his lungs with the grace of a flying yak towards the side of a mountain, "NOT FEELIN' THE TRUST!"

"_WELL, WHO TOLD YOU TO FALL?!" _Hookfang roared out swept his long wings and body down in a streamline form to catch up to his careless comrade.

Closing the distance between themselves with intense speed, Hookfang was able to align his head adjacent to Snotlout's body, catching him midflight and let out a momentary sigh of relief before he spread his wings wide to draw back speed from their descent to return back to the group. However, due to his accelerated speed and their already low altitude level, his wings couldn't properly capture the right current to lead them back up and instead continued their hasty venture down towards the mountainside.

"AAHHH! COMING IN TOO HOT! AAHHH!" Snotlout yelled out as they approached the mountainside.

As lucky would have it, the winds had managed to sway Hookfang a bit off to the left and that slight angle change alone allowed for the both of them to evade a collision with the stone, resulting in a much breath of liberation. But like any luck, misfortune was soon to follow as the silhouette of a small wooden cottage came into fruition from behind the mountainside with a giant metal statue guarding the door. It was a revelation that only cause the dragon and Viking to shout even louder as their bodies rammed through the roof like a cannon ball.

Bits and pieces of the wooden support beams laced the cold stone floor as the dust within began to settle. Thankfully the pile of splinted timber cushioned Hookfang's fall whereas Snotlout was rendered slightly dazed from the plummet atop the saddle in one piece. With his vision clearing up, Snotlout slowly managed to look around the dim room that felt darker than it should have been despite the new natural skylight just above him and could see through the murky haze battle axes of every shape and size combing the walls, some tinged a dull bronze that was undoubtedly aged and dried dragons' blood.

A large lump formed over the young Jorgenson's throat, causing him to swallow it down in a semi-painful manner as he and his now conscious dragon continued to scope the darkness of the enclosure. Through the shadows they could make the outlines of mounted dragon skulls and head, but it was the face of a bitter, wrinkly, and overall displeased old man with moldy green eyes usnea-like grey hair that caused both lad and dragon to shudder with dread.

"Mildew!" Snotlout let out before he and Hookfang stormed out of the cottage, forming a second large Nightmare-sized hole smackdab in the middle of the old man's ceiling.

"YOU'LL PAY FOR THIS!" Mildew threated out, his boney fingers accusingly gesturing to the riders high above his residence before a moss covered shingle fell over his helmeted head.

"Oh, something tells me we're gonna hear about this…" Gustav groaned as he and his fellow riders turned back towards Berk, the sound of Mildew's anger still echoing through the wind.

…

"A dragon and a huge obnoxious boy crashed through his roof, twice!" Stoick informed the head of the Academy who was busy turning one of the newly renovated former dragon pins into an assembly room where he could hold proper meetings and receive complaints from weary citizens regarding dragons. Somehow, he felt he had had this type of conversation years ago with someone else, only know he was a bit more understanding to the situation.

Stoick already knew the Gustav was informed to the news, considering he was there to witness the events taken place, but as delegate to the people, a formal complaint had to be put into order.

"Of all the people to upset, it had to be Mildew! You know he hates dragons more than anyone else!" Stoick continued as the young boy finished pushing his newly made writing desk to one side of the room.

"I know. You might wanna talk to him about his attitude." Gustav heaved, he knew all too well of Mildew's dislike for the dragons and anything relating to Hiccup.

"Duly noted," Stoick said with a sigh. "Look, Gustav, I know you and your riders have been doing all you can to keep the peace between the public and the dragons, and its worked, everyone knows that. All eyes are upon you, and whatever those beasts do reflects on you and the academy."

"I'm sorry, Chief, you're right."

"You and your friends are going to go back to Mildew's, apologize, and fix that roof before the week's end. Without your dragons."

Turning over to Fanghook curled up to the side of the room, the Nightmare let out a content yawn before laying his head back down to the cool floor.

"You gotta break there, pal." Gustav shrugged as he marched over to the exit to gather all the provisions. From the size of the holes left over Mildew's house, it'd take them all at least two.

"Eh, not so fast. I came here to tell you something else. Apparently Gobber wants you kids over by the Great Hall tonight, said he wants to share some of his family's old dragon journals and books for academy use."

"No problem, I'll let the others know right after we get everything ready for the renovations." Gustav nodded as he made his way towards the changed village.

…

"So that's a Gronckle?" Aarne asked as he looked over an old withered page of a field journal.

"Correct, and: '_You cannot tell its head from its tail'_." Gustav read aloud from the same page.

"Oh, and Gronckles do NOT like to be scratched under their chins. I found that out the hard way…" Fishlegs added, rubbing his neck nervously.

"Okay: _No scratching under chin._" Gustav wrote down into the Book of Dragons as he and the other riders updated certain pages from their own research.

When Gobber had given them his family's old archives of dragon knowledge, they felt it only wise to take all the information to heart and learn from the observations of the past and see just how much their history as a whole was changing before their every eyes.

"Ah, to be young, wild, and have most of my limbs again." Gobber reminisced as he brought a new crate full of old documents and books dating back to Mainlander times. "So, now you see, everything we know about dragons here on Berk started with one very unfortunate Vikings who had a hungry to learn more. Over the years, curious Vikings, like yourselves, have updated the pages, and in time, _Bork of Dragons, _became, _Book of Dragons_. It's now a very big part of our Viking heritage."

"I just can't believe there was ever a time when we weren't fighting dragons." Gustav said as he flipped through a small book of crudely drawn dragons. "It's like one minute Vikings and dragons lived side by side without any problems and then BOOM, everything changed."

"Aye, and three hundred years later the same thing is happening again, all thanks to Hiccup, Toothless, and you all with your dragons." Gobber smiled. "Changing the world isn't easy, but it all starts small."

As the young Vikings looked over the pages and scrolls lacing the large table, some covered in dried layers of blood or partially burned, one book in particular caught Tuffnut's attention as he reached out for it. Unlike the other books that were either bound by leather, decorated metal or wood, this hardcover was bonded by coarse and aged black dragon skin. It felt rough and cold between his fingertips, almost as if the book was the embodiment of death itself.

Opening the cover to the first page, big smudged but still legible bold text could be made out: _**WARNING**__** Read this book and you will die!**_

"Heh, we all die, eventually." Tuffnut scoffed as he pressed through the pages. He wished he hadn't had taken the book so lightly in the first places as he flipped over each page.

Letting out a deep sigh, Gobber walked over to Tuffnut and placed his hand over his shoulder. "The age of dragon killing has been long, and in that time, we Vikings have managed to destroy many of them beyond the brink of ever coming back."

"Extinction…" Gustav gulped as he and the others looked to the book between Tuffnut's hands.

Placing the book down for all to see, they each looked over the pages before seeing a disturbing trend throughout each page.

"Some of these dragons…are flightless…" Fishlegs shivered.

"Aye, it's what coined the phrase '_A downed dragon is a dead one'_. But the very notion for many of them was far beyond true. Sometimes a flightless dragon can be far more deadly than one who can fly simply because it's much harder to fight and hide from something that can follow your tracks."

Flipping over to one page, Gobber pointed to a frightening looking dragon with the head, fins and tail of a hammerhead shark, the body of an alligator, and the coloration of an orca with bright green linings, the word _Sharkworm_ right above it:

_One of the scariest predators in the ocean. You are neither safe in or out of the water, for the Sharkworm has thick alligator legs that allow it to climb on board a ship to kill. Status: EXTINCTION BY HARPOON._

The young Vikings could only imagine what it must have been like for their ancestors to have sailed over the waters with a dragon like the Sharkworm around, it almost seemed impossible.

Turning over to a different page, the worn image of a black and violet dragon with saliva running down its fangs caused them all to shiver, not because it had a muscular body with needle-like spines protruding out of its spine and possessed long thin dagger-like claws that claimed to cut the tendons of humans to stop them from running away and to devour their flesh like a stared hyena, but because this dragon had no eyes whatsoever.

_Skullion: Standing at only ten feet tall, this dragon has long lost its ability of flight, sight, and hearing, but its sense of smell is phenomenal, able to pick up on the faintest of scents from miles away. This animal eats anything in its path from human, to livestock, even its own kind. Status: EXTINCTION BY SELF-CANNIBALISM._

They were beginning to see how flightless dragons would be far more deadly than their airborne cousins. With flying dragons, they could at least fly away from human interaction, but for a dragon with no way to, it seemed only imminent that their paths crossed and death would soon follow.

After that, most of the dragons were those of flight, but they were either smaller than squirrels and far less threatening than even a lamb with descriptions like _No threat_ or _Pathetic common dragon_ or ones as large as rhinos with bizarre horns and titles like, _Polar-Serpent, Saber-Tooth Driver, and Princklepine._ All in all, the book served as a dark reminder of their ancestors' mission in life, to destroy and eradicate dragons from the face of the Earth. Perhaps if times were different, than maybe those dragons would still be around to this day, but alas, they could not change the past.

What they could do was change their future.

As Gustav closed the dragon skin bound book, a single tattered sheet flew out from within and briefly danced in the air before falling slowly to the table where he reached for it and looked to it with curious eyes. The image was different from those within the book in a sense that it seemed to have been drawn from a child's prospective. At first he thought it was a drawing of a wolf but upon further inspection he could tell it was no canine, but a drake with that appeared to be fur of tannish-grey and bright green eyes like gems. The written details were sloppy at best but from what Gustav could make out, it sounded more lighthearted, even compassionate towards the creature:

_Mist Runner: Super-fast. Likes fruit and climbing trees. Everyone says they're dangerous dragons, but I've seen them lead lost travelers out of the forest to the village and driving thieves and other dragons away. The soothsayer says they're the guardians of the Evergreens and that they look over man and beast with kind hearts and hope. He says he can even speak to them, but I'm not sure I should trust the old man, his medicines taste terrible. By the time you read this, they'll already be extinct: Poaching._

"That-" Gobber said slowly. "…is the only entry that's older than the war and book itself."

"How come it was never bound in with the others?" Ruffnut asked as the page was passed around.

"Because it wasn't Vikings who killed them," Gobber darkly whispered. "If anything, they were the one dragon our ancestors left alone."

"Why?" Aarne asked.

"That's the mystery of it all, not even great-great-great grandpa Bork knew. What we do know this is it was flightless, other dragons feared it, and without warning, it disappeared from this world."

_We do know something else…_ Gustav thought to himself with wide eyes. _The soothsayer in the text possibly spoke Dragonese, just like Hiccup… Does this mean, at one point in time, we all shared a common language?_

The tales of extinct dragons of old soon changed to lighter conversations of merriment and laughter. While they'd never forget what they had just learned, they'd see to it that future generations of Vikings saw dragons for what they truly were. Not as scaly monsters out for human blood and calamity, but as creatures who were as wonderful as they were kind.

However, unbeknownst to the riders and the fellow citizens of Berk who were now heading home to air out their worn boots outdoors after a long day of final restoration to their village, a dark figure listened in from the shadows before lurking about the quiet and starry cold night as the first flakes of snow were beginning to fall with a malice intent to harbor back to the mutilation of the olden days.

Evil was afoot.

…

The early morning crow of roosters and Terrible Terrors roused the people of Berk from their slumbers to welcome in the first winter day, the icy sensation of their floorboards ticking their toes and heels with each step they made towards the front doors of their respective homes. By that time Gustav had already dressed for the day, finished his breakfast with Fanghook and Wither, and was about to head out to greet the morning and collect his mother's boots, but what awaited him and the rest of the villagers exiting their homes was the delightful kiss of cold air and crisp sheets of snow that covered and piled all around, but what wasn't at the foot of their steps were their leather and fur boots they had left on the porch the night before.

One by one, villagers began scoping their porches, some even going so far as to getting on their hands and knees to see where their footwear could have possibly run off to, but were solely left with cold feet and utter confusing as to the whereabouts of their missing boots.

"What's going on?" Gustav asked as he made his way down the steps of his house before spotting something strange on a pile of snow…

Opening the door to his house, Stoick stretched his sore muscles before leaning down to obtain his boots, only to find the stone steps cold and bare.

"Where are my boots?" he muttered in a half awake voice.

Hearing the sound of footsteps over moist grass and crunching snow, Stoick lifted his head to see Gobber, Bucket, and Mulch by the foot of his residence, their own feet exposed to the elements.

"Where are your boots?" Stoick asked as he walked forward to the cold stone pathway to greet them.

"They've all been stolen. Every last one!" Gobber answered in a bitter mood.

"Oh, that explains why me feet are so cold." Bucket responded to the news with genuine surprise.

"Who could have done such a thing?" Mulch questioned roughly.

"All I know is THEY left a mighty big footprint," a voice behind them accused as he pointed his hooked staff to patches of snow on the ground with shallow imprints stamped onto it.

By the time Gustav made his way to Stoick's abode, other dragon riders were already on the scene inspecting the alleged prints.

"Oh, those are Zippleback tracks." Fishlegs analyzed with confidence. "You can tell by the half-moon shape arches, but that's Dragon 101 guys, I don't gotta fill you in on that!"

"So a dragon, walked through here, a Zippleback, according to my friend, Fishlegs. But that doesn't mean he or she took everyone's boots." Gustav said as the voice of reason.

There were many Zipplebacks living on Berk, many small and some large. To make the assumption that dragon took the boots without evidence was just plain silly.

"Well there's just one way to find out," Mildew smugly breathed. "Follow the footprints."

As the riders and the patrons of missing boots followed the Zippleback tracks, Gustav couldn't help but stare and question whether there was something odd about the way they strode. The stride between each print was narrow, no wider than that of a walking person. If he knew one thing about Zipplebacks, it was that their treads were wide and far apart from each other as well as they hind and front legs differing greatly in size. The path they followed held the prints of front paw prints but none from the hind.

Following the tracks, the people were led to the front steps of the Dragon Training Academy where the front gate was held wide open and the sound of a snoring lone Zippleback laid in undisturbed rest, its body laced in thick layers of snow and a pile of torn and tattered boots gathered by the left head's side.

Turning over to Gustav, Stoick gave a disappointed stare.

"So there's a bunch of boots piled around a Zippleback, that doesn't mean…" was all he could get out before a ripped boot was presented face to face with him by Stoick.

Inspecting the markings that gashed the leather and foot boot closely, Gustav noticed their shape and diameter as well as how the leather curled over itself. As a boy who worked with leather and dragons on a daily basis, he could tell there was definitely something off about this entire situation.

"How are we supposed to do any work in this weather without our boots?!" A carpenter shouted from the crowd.

"This is outrageous!" A miner behind him bellowed with a lifted fist, to which the crowd followed suit in their anger.

Before Gustav could point out his observation and sympathy to the people and his chief, Mildew stepped forward and shoved him off to the side as he stepped onto a patch of undisturbed snow. "How long before something is done about these creatures, Stoick? How much more can we stand?!" He roared loudly, tilting his head slightly to the crowd of now barbarically fuming Vikings with a slight grin on his face.

His expression hard and strong like stone, Gobber looked to the crowd in disappointment. "Listen to yourselves: '_My feet are cold'_," he mimicked their wails in a childish tone before his voice turned gruff and loud like a proud boulder. "You're Vikings! Everything is cold! Gustav and I will fix your boots for you. You'll be back to work in no time."

"You all heard Gobber, you'll be getting boots back, as good as new!" Stoick officialized the order.

The news settled in well with the workers in all honesty. Many workers were in need of mended boot, and with the weather soon to be turning from cold to colder, perhaps this was all just a good omen or a sign of preparation. Anger soon turned to acceptance and finally peace once more as the people began to see the silver lining to the events that had taken forth.

This however, did not sit well with Mildew as he put his foot down with a sour glare. "That's it? No consequence for these dragons?"

"They took our boots, Mildew, the world isn't coming to an end." Stoick stood his ground.

"Oh, don't be so sure. Dragons are wild beasts, there's no telling what else they'll do behind our sleeping backs."

Hearing Mildew preach his circumstance, Gustav jumped in to set forth the facts. "They don't destroy things on purpose!"

"Bahh!" Mildew spat with rolling eyes.

"But you do have a point, Mildew." Gustav felt his tongue grow heavy from saying that, even Mildew himself was shocked by the revelation. "They are wild animals and they need us to keep an eye on them," he continued towards the crowd. "And rest assured, we as the Academy, will do just that!"

The crowd nodded and cheered. If anyone could get the dragons under control, it was Gustav.

"Chief, I'd like your permission to allow the Academy to conduct an investigation over this. I feel partially to blame for this mess. If we can find the root of this problem, we can prevent any further incidents like this from happen again." Gustav turned to his chief for an answer.

"By all means, lad." Stoick permitted. "You and Gobber handle the boots first while the rest of your team inspect the scenes for clues, I want a full report documented and notarized by the end of the day."

A bitter tsk escaped Mildew was he stormed out of the academy while the rest of the people headed home to await their new boots.

"Will you get outta there?!" Gustav motioned over to the still sleeping Zippleback as the heads began to stir, before the right sniffed the air from an approaching breeze and pulled his half of the body as hard as he could.

"_Oh, scales! What is that smell?!"_ Belch whizzed. "_It's like a yak decided to take a trip to an eel shed before saying 'Yeah, this seems like the right spot to die'!"_

"_Well now I know how to get you up in the morning."_ Barf followed his speeding brother -although he didn't really have much of a choice. "_Did you do that?"_

"_Oh, right, because I just crave the taste of sweaty Viking boots in the morning!"_ Belch sarcastically hissed. "_That's just wrong on so many levels! Besides, I can't go anywhere without you."_

As Barf and Belch scurried away from the pile of boots, their paws dug into the thick piles of snow that laced the arena, their steps so heavy they compressed the icy flakes so much it nearly touched the stone surface of the grounds. Motioning over to the other riders, Aarne and Snotlout went forward to gather information from the Vikings still left in the arena while Fishlegs and the twins jotted down measurements from the scene as well as trailed back towards the origins of the tracks while Gustav wondered how one Zippleback could have managed to carry all the boots that piled so high with light front paw treading tracks.

…

"We're going on night patrol." Gustav said as he and the other riders gathered atop one of the new watchtowers after they had finished their duties and investigations. By this time, the sun was high and the afternoon sun was slowly warming up the brisk air.

From what they had gathered all the testimonies from the villagers were mirror to each other; they left their boots outside to air out, went to bed, and come morning time they were missing. No one had heard anything strange throughout the night and none of the other dragons appeared to have been disturbed. From the findings Fishlegs and the twins came up with, they had followed what appeared to be light Zippleback tracks in meter high snow that trailed all the way from the academy, the village and finally up the mountainside towards Mildew's house with the tracks leading up there twice but with each with different constancies of snow levels like one set was made hours before the other. Even Gobber was finding the whole Zippleback destroying boots theory a bit farfetched, what with the lacerations to the leather mimicking those of a tool rather than teeth.

Things just weren't adding up.

"Night patrol! I love it!" Tuffnut voiced with enthusiasm. "What is it?"

"It's where we patrol, at night." Gustav clarified. "To keep an eye on the dragons and make sure they don't get blamed for anything else."

"So, you don't think Barf and Belch did this?" Aarne asked beside the smaller boy.

"What makes you so sure it was our dragon?" Ruffnut defensively questioned with crossed arms.

"If the shoe fits." Aarne answered back in a less than apologetic tone.

"Um, have you cleared this with our parents?" Fishlegs interjected the possible scrap between the sole Hofferson and one half of the Thorston duo. "Because some of us might not be allowed after certain hour," he continued in a hypothetical ramble.

"Not allowed? Or afraid?" Snotlout mocked the huskier boy.

"Hey, things happen after dark…" Fishlegs warned with wide eyes and a serious stance.

"Guys, we have to do this. You heard Mildew, he wants the dragons banished." Gustav said, trying to get everyone's focus back to the root of their problems.

"Permission to shoot first and ask questions later!?" Ruffnut smirked with a hand pointed outward.

"Permission to skip the question." Tuffnut grinned as he shoved his sister's hand to the side.

"We're just patrolling! Nobody is shooting anyone! We're going to inform the people, watch the dragons, and have our findings sent to the chief." Gustav clarified yet again.

"I have a question: What's fun about that?" Tuffnut groaned.

"It's not supposed to be fun, it's a 'Hiccup' idea." Aarne motioned before crossing his arms and leaning his back onto a support beam. For a moment, he wondered what she could possibly be up to on the first day of winter.

"Exactly!" Gustav immediately confirmed before taking in what h had said. "…What?"

…

Aarne gave three strong knocks to a wooden door of a residence where he was shortly greeted by a broad-shouldered Viking with a tankard of mead and a cooked chicken leg in hand, silently glaring at him as he tried to crack a polite smile.

"Hello, sir."

His greeting was wordlessly heard by the woman of the house as she rudely and gnawed the meat fibers within her mouth like a bored yak.

"Uh, um…ma'am…" he quickly corrected as he tried to find the feminine qualities of this tightly braided, strong featured, and overly-heathy figured lady, but he was finding it difficult with her ripping out a chuck of her chicken leg like a starved sow and grinding it between her jaws loudly. "My name is Aarne and I'm with the Dragon United Monitoring Brigade." He continued, gesturing his open palm to a golden sash draped over his left shoulder.

"D.U.M.B.?" the woman questioned in a deep burly voice and a less than impressed expression.

"Yes. That is correct, not my idea…" Aarne groaned. He just knew Gustav would find a way to get back at him for the 'Hiccup idea' remark. "But it is easy to remember." He recovered himself quickly. "If you have any dragon related problems, contact us. Just cup a hand on either side of your mouth and at the top of your lungs yell-" Aarne demonstrated before the wooden door was loudly slammed in his face. "…'DUMB'…" he finished in his own silence. This was probably the tenth residence that where he was farewelled in the same manner.

These moments he wished he had his mother's axe to alleviate his balled up anger.

…

On the other end of town, swaggering down the solitary boulevard with a glowing lantern at hand, Snotlout Jorgenson and his less bombastic Nightmare patrolled the domain for any tell-tell signs of trouble, whether that be from dragon or pilfering Viking, he was a man on a mission tonight. And that mission was justice, and to some extent self-glory.

From a narrowing alleyway near the residence and the business distract, the sound of a snapping branch alerted the high sprung teenager to action, "Halt! Who goes there?!"

"Take a wild guess?" Gobber sassed from the shadows before approaching the matted light from the glass of the lantern.

"I don't think I like your attitude." Snotlout scowled, as he closed the gap between the two.

"Right back at ya." Gobber blandly stated.

"Yeah, but I'm the one with the sash." Snotlout proudly pointed out, puffing out his chest with immense vanity while behind him in the lurking shadows Hookfang silently slipped away without notice.

"Let me take a closer look at that." Gobber reached out for the cloth band with his hooked hand, easily snagging the fabric under his appendage and lifting him off the ground as though he was a light sack of straw. "DUMB, well, that suits you," he read with a monotone expression.

"Okay I think we're done here." Snotlout commented before being placed back to the ground with little grace of gentleness and watched as the old blond limped away into the darkness once more. "Man, what's his problem, right Hookfang… Hookfang?"

Glancing from side to side, Snotlout found no trace of his dragons and a slow crawling feeling made its way up his spine. "Oh, no…"

After making his way down the stone paved junctions, practically giving Meatlug and her rider a heart attack with his shadow, and listening to the Thorston twins argue, Hookfang passed through the dark crevasse of the alleyways towards the far end of Berk, his eyes dilated to a natural calling that beckoned for his attention. For too long he had been recanted from these urges under heavily armored cages and darkness, but now with the moon at crescent shining onto the world, bathing it in a dim and quixotic glow, he knew he could not deny himself these compulsions any longer. He knew what he needed to find -or more so whom- and with the darkness of the night as is cloak he swiftly glided his way towards the farmlands of Berk to one of the large barns that acted as residence for many of the dozing ranch working drakes and slithered in with great assurance he had gone unnoticed.

…

"Well, Mildew will be happy to know what dragons do at night." Gustav yawned from atop Fanghook as they soared over the neighborhood dwellings as well as the dragon lodges right by their side. "They sleep like everyone else."

The night was getting colder and the faint light from the moon gave a soft wintery radiance to the snow topped rooftops of the village. Everything was calm and quiet. Even the crashing ocean wave hitting the high cliff sides of Berk were mellowed to a gentle flow as if acting as a midnight lullaby to all.

Smiling from the knowledge that all was at peace and orderly, Gustav posted his report and gestured for Fanghook to take them on one final lap around the residence and business plaza before they traded shifts with Aarne and Stormfly.

He just knew the dragons weren't up to anything sinister.

As he and Fanghook looped back for their final patrol, a dark horned and clawed shadow formed over the doorway to the Great Hall and forced the entrance wide open, causing the cold wind to enter and whistle about in the empty chamber before the sound of splintering wood, shattering dishes, and shredding fabrics cried out into the night sky for mercy from such a defacing crime.

Evil had never been so crooked.

…

It was before sunrise when the academy received the news. By that time, only a handful of people knew and the ones who have first entered the Great Hall were off to the corner to silently mutter what many were thinking. How could one not come to the conclusion, the mess that laid about the chamber was devastating and the ones who did provide the Monitoring Brigade with information did so with disappointed remarks and glares. Under Stoick's strict orders the area was to be kept quarantined until a proper investigation could be held and until the Great Hall was restored to its former self.

To the riders, they couldn't understand how any of this could have happened as they gazed in horror to what their Great Hall was turned into.

Large and deep gash marks combed the lower portions of the grand decorated columns that held the assembly room for centuries and the ornamented textiles that hung high were torn to ribbons at their ends. Table setting that had been left the night before were pulverized beyond repair or recognition and the once rustic table and countertops that laced the grounds were turned over and scraped on all sides.

"Who could have done such a thing?" Stoick questioned to the air, as if the hall itself would voice out to its abuser and defiler.

"Oh, it looks like a dragon to me." Fishlegs tiredly sang out, his eyes glazed over with sleep and drooping bags under his lids.

"We don't know for sure, Fishlegs…" Gustav defended in a less than appreciative opinion.

"Sure we do!" Fishlegs continued in his half-awake rant, rubbing his drowsy fingers and cheeks over the shallow impressions carved into the wooden beam. "Look at these claw marks, it was obviously a Monstrous Nightmare! The spacing of the talons is dead-on-"

Scrubbing the dust from his with his index and thumb to both clear them and ease his nerves, Gustav sighed agitatedly. "Once again, 'thank you', Fishlegs!"

"Oh, stop, it's just basic stuff." Fishlegs dreamily smiled before planting his head against the cool wood support, not even caring in the slightest that his face was now covered in splinters.

"But how could this happen?" Aarne stepped forward. "We had every dragon accounted for at all times. Right, guys?" he turned over to the other riders behind him to which Fishlegs raised out his lazed thumb and the twins nodded their heads.

"When you say 'at all times' and 'every dragon', what exactly do you mean?" Snotlout asked with motioning fingers.

Palming the side of his helmeted forehead, Gustav let out a discontent exasperation while Aarne looked as though he was about to explode with rage.

"Okay, what happened, Snotlout?" Gustav tried his best to smile in this situation, masking the fact that he was bubbling with wrath like a boiling kettle.

"Well I was detaining a suspect who wasn't showing sufficient respect to the sash." He said looking over to Gobber.

"I think I showed sufficient respect to a sash that says 'DUMB'." Gobber snapped.

"We gotta change that name…" Aarne sighed as he slowly managed to still his nerves with calm thoughts.

"Anyways, as I was questioning said suspect, Hookfang may have, and I'm not saying he did, but it is possible he wandered off for a few…" Snotlout narrated before slowing and pausing near the end.

"Seconds?!" Ruffnut tried to fill in the blank before Tuffnut shoved her to the side, something she hated.

"Minutes?"

"…Hours." Snotlout finished, causing all the riders to let out a combined exhale of dissatisfaction and dread.

"Oh, that's way more than minutes." Tuffnut rolled his eyes dryly.

Before further questioning could follow, the sound of the front doors being pushed widely echoed throughout the hall as the voice of a strangely cheerful Mildew came forward.

"Oh, no! It's true, the Great Hall… So many memories," his whimpering filling the space. "My three weddings, their three funerals… Oh, the funerals!" Mildew reminisced with a dream-like faraway glace into the void.

His presence and comment put Gustav in a state of unease. From his prospective, only the villagers who were still within the hall knew about the incident. So, how, was it that Mildew acquired such knowledge when he lived on the other end of the village?

"A dragon must have gone on a rampage," Gobber said to his chief. "I hate to say it Stoick, but you're gonna have to…"

"I know what has to be done, Gobber." Stoick finished for him.

"So do I!" Mildew cheered as he drew between the two men.

Turning over to Gustav, Stoick placed his heavy palms over the young boy's shoulders. "Starting tonight, and every night, I want ALL the dragons put in the academy under lock and key."

Gustav's eyes widened with fear from the order. This couldn't be happening.

"Wha-?! That's it!?" Mildew shouted in a fit. "Look what THEY did! What they did to my house!"

"This just doesn't make any sense, chief!" Gustav fought out of the redhead's old. "A dragon wouldn't just come in here and destroy the place! I mean, none of the food was even touched!" he pointed towards an open basket of whole salmon smoking by a slow open flame where the fish remained untouched and pristine. Even the Great Hall's kitchen, where breads and barrels of mead were held, was left shut with no sign of forced entry or interest. "Chief, please, there has to be another way or an explanation to all this!"

"I don't know why dragons do what they do, but I'm not gonna let them do anymore damage. You have till nightfall to round up the dragons and cage them up." Stoick said to the young boy as he handed him a sealed document to officialize him claim.

Taking the parchment Gustav's eyes felt as though they were beginning to swell. Conflicting thoughts raced about his head as the very idea that chief had planned this all along made him want to vomit.

"Chief, my job is to know what they do, and this…" Gustav gestured to the chaos of the hall. "This is not how they do things. I thought you of all people would be able to see that."

Before Stoick could comment on Gustav's remark, the young Viking stormed out of the Great Hall with balled fists and a burdened heart as he called out for Fanghook. As they took to the skies and soared away, the other riders followed suit not too far behind with Snotlout riding Meatlug while Fishlegs slouched over his back in slumber.

Exiting the hall, Stoick looked to the sky to see the riders heading off towards the far end of the island towards the business distract, seeing as Gustav appeared to be wiping his face clear of more sleep or possibly tears.

"You had to cage the dragons, Stoick. You had no choice." Gobber tried to reassure his friend who held a saddened expression over his face.

"I know. But to Gustav, when I punish them, I'm punishing him and pushing Hiccup away." Stoick exhaled with sorrow. The last thing he wanted to do was to drive Hiccup from home and place the dragons behind a cage, it was the very thing she fought against. But these were the policies he had to implement to keep the peace between the two nations. This decision was just as difficult for him was it was for Gustav.

"Yeah, that boy thinks the dragons can do no wrong," Gobber agreed.

"I just hope he understands that while a queen and a rider try to do what's best for the dragons, a chief must do what's best for the village.

While Stoick and Gobber watched the riders further themselves away into the glow of the breaking day, Mildew grinned in concealed pleasure to the destruction of the hall and soon the breaking of a doomed era.

…

"You're taking our dragons away?" a farmer cried out as he watched the dragon riders corral the Nightmares, Gronckles, and Nadders that helped he and his fellow farmers work the land till late afternoon.

"I'm sorry, sir, Chief's orders…" Gustav sullenly handed over the document, the Berk emblem stamped envelope where it instated that all dragons, large and small, be sent over to the academy grounds immediately and be held there until further notice.

"But winter is already here and we haven't finished collecting all the orchid fruits and groat stalks, if it gets too cold, we'll lose a whole season's yield of harvest." The man and his fellow farmers pleaded.

In the past, Hiccup was the one who aided with the harvest gatherings. She was efficient, fast, and worked well with others in her silence. With her away, the dragons really helped to make the season a bountiful one with their nutrient rich compost that didn't smother even the most finicky of crops and since they didn't bother to consume the harvest like the yaks and the sheep, they were much more reliable when it came to the final yielding of the season. For all their work they received fair shares of fish, a shelter from the elements, and free roaming pastures where they could either soar or run free whenever they choose to. None of the labor was force, but a culmination of mutualism and understanding. If they lost the dragons aid, they'd more than likely lose some of the last season's crop.

Right when Gustav was about to open his mouth, he caught a glimpse of a saddle over one of the exiting Nightmares that caused his eyes to widen.

"Hookfang!?" he raced over to the laxed dragon who greeted him with a morning purr and a soft bop to the head. "Where have you been?!"

As Gustav tried to make sense as to why Snotlout's dragon would be here on the opposite end of the island, Fishlegs did his best to lull Meatlug into a comfortable state before he had him pinned away for the night, but it only strengthened to bring more restlessness to the Gronckle as the memories of being locked away behind closed doors rushed back in.

"That usually works…" Fishlegs gasped as Meatlug turned away from him. "His whole bedtime routine is upset, he won't even lick my feet, thank to-"

"Watch it, Fishlegs!" Snotlout warned as he walked over to his aloof dragon. "At least my dragon doesn't need a lullaby and a blanky."

"Actually, it's your fault that all our dragons have to sleep in jail." Ruffnut rolled her eyes as she finished herding in the last Gronckle.

"Yeah, you don't see our dragon going on a rampage and wrecking stuff!" Tuffnut added coldly.

"_What are they talking about?"_ Hookfang asked with a confused expression.

"_You destroyed the Great Hall, that's what."_ Barf answered, his hiss dark and moody.

"_Not cool, bro, at least we let people know when we're gonna break things."_ Belch bite.

"_Oh, like you two did with the boots?"_ Hookfang retaliated. He had no clue what they were on about.

"_How many times do we gotta say it wasn't us, we were set up!"_ Barf shouted back. "_What's your excuse, hothead!?"_

"_I don't have to explain myself to the likes of you two! What I do is my business!" _Heating anger began to bubble over Hookfang.

"_It becomes everybody's business when we're put back into cages because of you!"_ Barf and Belch lunged forward to instigate a challenge, managing tocrumble an empty box in the process with their front paw.

"Well, not any good stuff…" Tuffnut finished his speech.

"I don't think a dragon wreaked the Great Hall or stole the boots." Gustav looked to the snow covered earth all around him.

"None of us wants to believe it either, Gustav, but you saw the proof." Aarne tried to comfort him.

"What proof!? You saw the footprints. They were supposed to be made by a Zippleback, but they were no deeper than mine!" Gustav explained as he motioned over to the profound treks of Zipplebacks. "Look at these, I could lie-down in 'em."

"Well, there could be a lot of explanations why a dragon made shallow footprints." Fishlegs rebutted. As much as he didn't want to admit it, we could neither prove nor deny the claims.

"Like, hello, he was trying to be sneaky!" Ruffnut answered in a haughty breath.

"By only using his front paws? Even if a Zippleback managed to balance itself up like that, all his weight would be concentrated there, the footprints would in that logic be deeper than a regular one." Gustav elucidated.

"Alright, well, how do you explain the Great Hall?" Aarne said brushing back his bangs before they fell back into place, his constitutions still only half convinced.

While the riders tried to make sense of it all, Barf, Belch, and Hookfang were still duking it out loudly and with more physical altercation than before, even to the point where the ranching dragons began to take sides on the matter, barking out curses and hisses of aggression to one another. The argument got so heat that Hookfang's body became with rage and domination. He refused to allow anyone to soil his name with false allegations, even if the claims were relayed by his good friends.

"Snotlout, do something about him, please, we're trying to think over here." Gustav sighed.

"Yeah, I gave up thinking. Never been happier." Tuffnut laxed his shoulders.

The intense heat and flames coming off of Hookfang's body was like sticky fire-coated honey that sizzled and melted the snow away, leaving his area as a streaming furnish of hot air as the collected water below him bubbled and hissed like an angered brew. With his body lit, he roared louder, bared his fangs more and scotched the now bone dry grass and soil below.

"Snotlout!"

"I'm not the boss of him, he always does that when he gets angry." Snotlout defended.

With the argument between the dragons becoming out of hand, Gustav noticed how one by one more Nightmares began to ignite. It was like a chain reaction to Hookfang's anger, even Fanghook tried to light his body but as a juvenile he still couldn't hold his flame for more than several seconds.

Aarne turned over and could tell something was up with Gustav, something that kept the little cogs in his head turning and spinning as the dragons argued and the farmers complained about not wanted to lose them. He seemed distant with everyone ever since the morning, monotone and empty in a way. At moments, it was like looking at a young Hiccup once more as they knocked on house after house collecting dragons from teary-eyed children and confused adults. Now with even the dragons falling out of rank and the farmer and the other teenagers yammering he finally had enough.

"WILL EVERYONE JUST CALM DOWN?! Aarne exploded. "HOOKFANG! BARF! BELCH!" he pointed over to the Nightmare and the Zippleback. "SIT!"

A cold shiver raced over the dragons and they knew it wasn't from the chilling winds of winter but the icy glare the blond was giving them. Without wasting a second, the Nightmares extinguished their flames and every last one of the ranch and academy dragons fell to the snowy earth in silence.

"YOU GUYS, START USING YOUR YAKS AND SHEEP TO FINISH THE HARVEST! IT'S NOT LIKE YOU HAVEN'T DONE IT LIKE THAT BEFORE!" Aarne shouted to the farmers who immediately stammered away to do so.

"YOU GUYS HEAD BACK TO THE ACADEMY WITH THE REST OF THE DRAGONS AND KEEP THEM THERE UNTIL WE SORT THINGS OUT! NOW!"

Not even Ruffnut had it in her to sass Aarne when he erupted and without a second glance the riders corralled the last of the ranching dragons and head towards the village, leaving him and Gustav behind to settle things.

Pulling the boy off to the side, who simply allowed himself to be dragged as his feet slide across the snow drenched pastures, he stopped right beside one of the barns and allowed himself to cool off a little.

"Okay, spill it. What's the matter with you?!" Aarne asked with a light shove to Gustav's shoulder.

"What's the point anymore, Aarne? The Chief's not listening to what I'm trying to say and everyones losing their dragons because of me… I thought I had this all under control but in the end it happened again right under our noses." Gustav silently muttered. "At first I thought not telling Hiccup we chained Toothless like a criminal was difficult, how can I possibly face her again knowing we're doing the same to innocent dragons?"

Opening his eyes wider, Aarne could see the self-pity and disappointment in Gustav's. To him, being head of the Academy meant more than training dragons and keeping them happy, it was about protecting their rights and defending them from harm.

"You seriously believe the dragons had nothing to do with this?"

"Yes. Aarne, don't you find it weird how Mildew knew about the Great Hall?" Gustav asked with a frown.

It hadn't crossed his mind until then.

"He lives on the other side of the island and no one was allowed in or out of the hall, so how would he have known? And the tracks to his house lead twice but at different spans of time. Why would a Zippleback even bother to walk all the way up the mountainside for a pair of boots, wait a couple of hours and leave when it can just fly?"

His mouth slightly agar, Aarne crossed his arms and really thought it through. "That's a pretty serious accusation. How are we gonna prove it?"

Looking up, Gustav stared into Aarne's icy blue eyes and it seemed as though an angry tidal wave was washing over the frozen tundra.

"If Mildew's really up to something, you're gonna need help proving it."

A thought crossed Gustav's mind as he snapped and looked through the notes Fishlegs had made over the claw mark and the footprint measurements and confirmed his suspicions.

Gustav cheered before rushing over to Fanghook. "I gotta tell the chief about this, Aarne, can I count on you to do a little 'reconstruction'?"

"I'm on it." Aarne said as he jumped onto Stormfly.

And with that, the two were off towards the late afternoon sky, one to go and confront Stoick the Vast with this latest findings and the other to gather what he needed, unaware that deep in the neighboring forest by the farm, an impending presence watched and listened with great spite.

Things were about to get heated…

…

"…So you think the dragons are being framed? By whom?" Stoick asked with a crooked brow as he sat on one of the still intact seats of the Great Hall with Gustav.

"I…have a nagging hunch on who it might be, but we don't have the confirmation to prove it yet." Gustav confessed. "All I'm asking is for a little time. The cases…they…just don't add up to a dragon's actions, they feel, man-made…"

"I know you're upset about the dragons, lad, but you're gonna need evidence to accuse a man of high-treason." Stoick said diplomatically.

"Chief, I know for a fact the dragons couldn't have done any of this. All the figures we've collected over the past two days are inconsistence with what we're seeing. This place is as much a home to them as it is to us and I don't think they'd do anything to try and ruin what we have here, not after all we've gone through together…"

_Boom_

The sound of a dramatic explosion rang throughout the night as screams and cries could be heard. Exiting the Great Hall in a rush, Stoick and Gustav raced out to see a giant fire concentrated over the business distract, but more importantly, the forge.

"GOBBER!" Gustav cried out as he raced down the steps, looking from side to side in search of Fanghook, but to find him absent.

Thinking Fanghook had gone to go investigate the fire, Gustav pressed forward down the steps of the Great Hall, tripping twice as he bumped into rushing people from the crowded village streets. Finding a narrow passageway separate from the main road, Gustav managed to maneuver his way through and found himself right at the plaza where a massive flames spit out of a wooden building. The flames were like slithering eels raising upward, growing larger and more powerful with the increased cool winds coming in from the east.

"FIRE!" Several men and women called out as they raced towards the burning building with large water carts.

"THE ARMORY!" Stoick shouted. "GRAB SOME BUCKETS!"

One by one villagers came forward with whatever bucket they could find. Small. Large. Whatever held water, they used and did their combined best to clear away the fire as it hissed and bite back at them like a liking entity.

With the light from the burning building still aglow, Stoick could make out the shadow of a cowering dragon by the stairway to the upper level commerce distract, frozen solid in its tracks and staring at the fires with horror and freight.

"Fanghook…" Stoick whispered.

"It was him!" A baker with a raspy voice and greying beard pointed. "He set the armory on fire!"

Fanghook could only whimper in a high tone as he watched the fire and the people around him as if they were judging and ridiculing him.

"How dare he?!" A woman cried out from the crowd as she held her little girl close before the entire gathering joined in to insult him.

"Fanghook?" Gustav whispered as he held a bucket in each hand before dropping them flat to the ground, his mouth wide to the scene.

…

Once the armory had a chance to cool and smoke off into the dark night in a sizzling mess, the crowd became silent as they watched Gobber the Belch rummage through the distorted and hooked swords, twisted and bend in a manner so offensive that blacksmiths all around the world would wipe a tear from sorrow.

"Every one of our weapons…gone." Stoick growled as he kicked the ashed pieces of burnt wood fragments to the side.

"Prudence! My poor darling," Gobber moaned as he cradled as dulled and twisted sword. "I'm so sorry, you should have had a long, bloodletting life." He sighed as he drove the blunt tip into the soot covered soil as a burial to the sword that was once Prudence.

"She didn't have to die, Gobber," Mildew's voice came from the side of the burnt armory. "Gustav's dragon left us utterly defenseless…" he elongated the last word for effort on the crowd.

Gustav was at a wreck. "Chief, you know Fanghook wouldn't do this! He would never-"

"Sure, listen to the boy, Stoick. That's what got us into this mess!" Mildew called out as he circled around his chief to which all Stoick could do was stare blankly at the young Viking.

"See what happens when you leave a rider to do 'renovations' all to himself and your dragon to wait outside…" Mildew's foul breath entered Gustav's ear in a disgusting manner.

"What did you say?" Gustav whispered.

"Sadie! Eh, I guess your throat slicing days are over?" Gobber sobbed holding a bend longsword.

"It's no longer safe-" Stoick began as he turned to Gustav with a saddened look until the sound of an volatile voice out-volumed his.

"Where is he!?" Gustav ordered to Mildew.

"Say wha-" Mildew called out as he walked away from the scene.

"What did you do to Aarne?!" Gustav burst into a sprint as he tackled the old man, punching him and repeating the same phrase as hot tears rolled over his eyes.

"Gustav!" Stoick ran over to separate the two. "What's going on!?"

"The boy just attacked me! That's what happened!" Mildew cowered. For a small boy, he could throw a hearty punch.

"Where's Aarne!? He went to your house the last we met! What did you do to him!?"

The crowd began to whisper to on another.

"Is this true, Mildew?" Stoick ordered instead of asked.

"I-I haven't seen the Hofferson boy all day, Stoick, on my honor."

"An old man like you doesn't have any honor! You were the one who did it all!" Gustav yelled at the top of his lungs. "You knew about the Hall when only the ones who knew never told anyone and you knew Aarne was going to your house!"

Like a ton of bricks to the head, Stoick took in the information. Gustav was right, he himself had confined the Great Hall, and even the people in the crowd were stunned to the news over it, with many not even knowing what had happened.

Slowly turning over to the old man with a bruise over his eye, Stoick seemed to grow three times larger under the light of the crescent moon.

"Where's Hofferson, Mildew?"

…

Pretending to hammer boards over the roof top of Mildew's home with several nails tucked between his lips, Aarne gave a final survey to the hillside before spitting them out off to the side, attaching a rope line to a secured part of the houses wooden frame, and made his way down the line to the bottom. Pulling the line, he waited until Stormfly pulled it up and gave her a quick gesture to hide herself and signal him if anyone approached.

Once his eyes adjusted to the dimness, the first thing he could made out was a giant mural of Mildew, gutting and slicing open a brown wolf with green eyes with a spear and a wall to wall layout of the Archipelago before noticing the taxidermy heads of dragons like Gronckles, Nightmares and Nadders. The sight of their frozen in fear faces sent a shiver down his spine when months ago a spectacle like this wouldn't even cause him to lift a brow.

Along with the stuffed dragon heads, he could see the support beams of the abode decorated with battle axes and spears like it was going out of style. Turning around towards the fireplace, four shield portraits could vaguely be made out from the grim darkness.

"Wife. Wife. Wife," Aarne whispered as he looked over the images of burly, broad-shouldered woman with angry expressions and plump figures before looking to the last of a sheep, no doubtable his current companion, Fungus with his signature apathetic glare. "Hmm… Well, Mildew definitely has a type…" he shuddered violently from the thought.

Making his way through the single room manor, Aarne stopped to open a large cauldron and taking a quick whiff before instantly regretting the decision and closing it back again as he held in a gap. As he swallowed the burning acidy feeling back down his throat he noticed a dragon's paw sticking out from under a draped area and walked over to it slowly. Moving the tattered and dingy fabric to the side, his eyes widened to the contents of the small closet, even letting out a faint gasp.

Down on the floor was a pair of Zippleback paw boots, the stone around them still lightly damp. Lifting it up for a closer look Aarne then noticed a long pole that had once been a scythe, but instead of a metal sickle end at the top, he saw the talons of a Monstrous Nightmare with small ends of wood fibers still lodged onto the tips of each claw.

Taking the staff off the wall and inspecting it close, a ball of bitterness formed inside of him.

"Gustav was right-"

Just then, a faint tapping to the side of the house caught Aarne's attention. It was the signal from Stormfly.

Placing the items back where he found them, Aarne quickly used the back wall as leverage and grabbed onto a wooden ledge above that acted as a second story storage area and hid himself behind some barrels of weapons and brittle hay as the sound of a key turning over the front door lock clicked and the figure from behind the doorway busted through.

"I'm home, ladies!" Mildew sang out to the wooden portraits over the wall, Fungus right behind him bleating his greetings as well.

"Huh, what's that you say? Nothing…? Perfect." He dryly and coldly uttered out the last word before turning to the curtained closet area. "Hmmm."

Forcing the cloth back, he could see his items were still perfectly as he left them and a mad chuckle escaped his throat.

"Ah, these served us well, didn't they, Fungus?" Mildew merrily caroled.

"_I said don't do anything stupid. Now the boy is onto you, you lunatic."_ Fungus insulted on deaf ears.

"Shame we have to get rid of them." He uttered as he walked towards the front door.

"_Sure, hide your tracks, like that ever helps?"_

With Aarne watching closely in the shadows, he curiously stared as Mildew paused himself and turned back. "But you know, it would be a shame to toss away such wonderful mementos and memories. Besides, it's not like they'll be looking for a pair of boots and a backscratcher." He let out a mad laugh before tossing them to the side. "Come on, Fungus, we have some work to do…"

"_How did I ever get stuck with you?" _Fungus rolled his eyes as he followed his companion out the front door, not even bothering to close the door.

Aarne waited a good while before he was sure the coast was clear and hopped down silently from the second floor storage and slowly paced to the criminal's tools.

"I gotta get these to Gustav." Aarne whispered.

"You never will…" A voice behind him happily rang before the feeling of a sharp thorn collided with his shoulder blade.

Letting out a faint groan, Aarne tried to keep his eyes open but a rapid and cold sensation ushered over his body as he lost control of his motor skills and fell to the floor.

"Such a shame, you were always my favorite, boy." Mildew grinned from behind with a Nadder quill and a collection of rope.

By the time Aarne came to, he was tied down to Stormfly's saddle, who in turn was bound with heavy bolas as weights and thick bindings of rope as they lay precariously over the cliff side. Focusing his vision, Aarne could see the tainted and crooked teeth of Mildew above him in a twisted grin.

"You'll never get away with this Mildew!" Aarne tensed his muscles and tried to break the binds around him, but the Nadder venom had greatly drained his strength, making the task far too difficult for him to do.

"Oh, I think I already have. See, only your little dragon rider leader knows where you are, and he can't help you right now. Once I'm done with him, Berk will be back to its old self, minus two dragon riders and a witch of a queen."

Aarne jerked his body harshly to the insult.

"But don't worry, Hofferson, all will be well soon. You'll be reunited with you family shortly, and soon, they will too." Mildew hissed as he attached the boots and the staff to Stormfly's bindings before using a thick log against a boulder to force the two over the edge.

When Aarne had completed the trust exercise with Stormfly, he finally knew what it meant to put one's life into another being's possession and he knew no matter what she's always be there to catch him fall, but who was going to be there to catch her?

Gravity took hold of the two as they descended down towards the cruel blue of the ocean and as their bodies sank down into the deep where the light from the afternoon sun could not pass, Mildew wiped his hands clean with a sinister smile.

Picking up his staff, Mildew strode down the dirt and snow covered road that led to the village, he had one final deed to settle…
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…

A heavy and hard kick tore Mildew's wooden door from its hinges as several men and women entered the establishment. They had searched high and low; over every boulder, through the oldest of abandoned mines, and tunneled their way through twisting cavern. But even with all their efforts it was as if Aarne Hofferson -last of the Hofferson clan- disappeared. Likewise, Stormfly had yet to manifest herself from the ether, and with the crescent moon so high in the midnight sky and the allegation that they had been absent since late afternoon kept everyones mind in a state of panic and distress.

Aarne wasn't the type of young man to simply disappear without a trace. This was the same Viking that they as a village raised after the death of his uncle and sole remaining kin. In many ways, Aarne reflected what a Viking strode to become and even at a young age he was bold, resilient, and honor driven. For Aarne, there were no shortcuts to life or hard work. Even now with Vikings and dragons in a new era of peace he continued to train, yet he no longer held this "lone wolf" aura around him anymore. He now had friends, and his dragon to aid him become a better person for not only the good of his tribe's folk, but for himself. For so long Aarne kept to himself: silent and stagnant like an iceberg but none the less cold and inhospitable and it seemed like the only person he ever wanted to break the ice with feared his arctic glare and frosted words. It took that one person he wanted more than anything to impress and pursued to fall in love with an at the time enemy and leave for his ice-coated exterior to chip and crumble and in a way it paved the way for his icy soul to easily melt and become like water to a new sea.

That was the thing about water, it constantly moves, flows, and changes. At times it could be as impenetrable like a glacier, as ferocious as a rogue wave or unpredictable like the tide, and become taunting and smothering like steam; and yet the very same element could nourish, like a steady stream and corrode even the toughest of boulders with a single drop.

From solid to flexible, they could now see how much Aarne opened up to others and allowed himself to express his emotions. They could see him smile and hear him laugh, he'd even allow himself to boil over with anger before exploding like a covered pot of salmon chowder.

What they would give to know where he and Stormfly were at this very moment because to them their absence was like prints to the sand: washed away by the wave with every passing second.

…

Trying to hold his breath; that was the easy part for Aarne. He was an avid swimmer and a free driver since a young age. Trying to stay conscious and calm with Nadder venom surging throughout his nervous system and bloodstream that not only paralysis but causes a burning sensation throughout his muscles, that was the tricky part.

Stormfly tried her best to stay in a tranquil state of mind as well but with her wings bound and her body quickly sinking from the weights of the bolas, she was finding it difficult to think positively. She still couldn't believe how easily the old man had managed to incapacitate her. All she remembered was warning Aarne and waiting awhile before spotting Fungus come around the side of the building within her line of sight until a scratching sensation to her nape caused her legs to give weight and her mind to silence into slumber. Now that she was fully awake she needed to find a way to get herself and Aarne back to the surface before they both ran out of air.

With the little strength he could muster, Aarne forcefully shimmied one of his forearms out of the binds and traced his fingers over his skulled belt. With luck, Mildew hadn't bothered to frisk him for weapons and if he was able to he'd breath out a sigh of relief in the knowledge that his hunting knife was still within his belt pouch. With a steady hand, Aarne pulled out the knife, closed the pouch again quickly before sliding off the leather sheath around the blade and carefully guided his freed hand to the underside of a cable where he began to cut the fibers slowly. It took several good slices, but he managed to snap one of the binds that restrained one of Stormfly's wings to which she began to vigorously beat, slightly elevating them from their descent. As Aarne desperately fought off his body and mind's desire to slip into darkness, he managed to feel for a set of bolas and began trimming away the added weight from their load making Stormfly's rise all the more faster.

Finally, after what felt like forever, Stormfly and Aarne broke the surface of the waters and as each took in a gasp of refreshing air, a powerful wave slammed right into them, sinking the two slightly before they bobbed back up again, coughing and spitting out as much of the ocean water trapped in their mouths and noses. It seemed the wave had not only knocked them down, it had also led them straight into a rip current that was swiftly drifting them away from the cliffs of Berk and out into the open ocean towards the frigid and cruel tides of the north.

"_Aarne! Stay awake!"_ Stormfly whizzed through the ropes that clamped her jaws shut as she felt his body begin to convulse and tighten from the toxins of her poison.

His eyes were already becoming heavy again. The lack of air in his tightening lungs, the cutting of the ropes and the added pressure from the wave had washed away whatever energy he had left in him. All he wanted to do know was close his eyes. If anything, he was glad he was able to get Stormfly adrift, at least she'd be able to survive if the worst came to pass.

With his cool blue eyes hazed over with fatigue, Aarne could barely see the blurred image of Berk fading away in the distance.

_I'm sorry, Gustav,_ he thought as his body began to tremble from the effects of the venom paralyzing him once more. _You were right… Please, don't give up…_

Shutting his eyes and giving into the pollutant coursing in his veins, Stormfly turned towards Berk and knew it was a risk to fight the currents as they were, especially with Aarne in his condition. She could try circling the island for a shoreline to rest on or even try to maneuver around the rip, but the waves were just too devastating to try and it was difficult to tell how large the rip was with the water continually pushing and pulling towards the cliff side it seemed in all directions. If she had her other wing freed, she could easily fly out but with only one loose all she could do was kick as best she could under the untethered binds. Focusing her gaze towards the north, she spotted a lone islet several nauts away. It would take some time but she had to get Aarne out of the frigid water before the major tremors of hypothermia and the venom set in. Paddling with all her might Stormfly swam towards the solitary isle of the north as the light from the setting afternoon sun began to lose its warmth.

…

As the people began to scuttle around the disarray of the maimed assembly hall, gasps and silent whispered echoed all around at the sight of ribboned tapestries to the scraped boards of once proud old oak tables and beams.

It was a disastrous sight they were not expecting.

As unorthodox or rather strange as if felt to have such a trial in the late hours of the night was, the lengthy disappearance of Aarne Hofferson and his dragon along with the suspensions accumulating crimes over the dragons, and the now accusations over Mildew's possible involvement were becoming too overwhelming in such a short frame of time that the most logical approach or need say the required way to settle all this nonsense was to bring the criminal(s) to justice before a court of his/her peers. As brutish and barbaric as the Imperials and many other factions of territories viewed Vikings to be, they were still at the core civil folk with more than enough sense to hold proper courts.

Once a random panel of twelve from varying occupations and genders were selected and gathered to a set of benches to the left of the Great Hall, the rest of the awaiting villagers either sat on whatever sitting reciprocal was available or stood to the far back with crossed arms and silence, Stoick the Vast solidly stood at the front of the assembly with Gothi to his right. His seat was a large, darkly stained wooden throne with artful design of spiraling knots, at-watch stags, and twisting serpents while a deep set of large and freshly engraved Nightmare talons tore over them along the headboard in a crisscross manner as if in a fit of spite; whereas Gothi's cathedra was smaller and greyish in tone with antler-like braches popped out at the front with some even snapped off and tossed over to other ends of the Hall like they were nothing more than twigs.

"Bring in the accused." Stoick called out to the doorway of the hall where they slowly opened to reveal two Vikings, two Nightmares, one Zippleback, and one Whispering Death to act as transcriber for both man and beast slowly making their way through a narrow walkway down the middle of the assembly.

The Nightmares' along with the Zippleback were heavily shackled at the ends of their paws and their wings were strapped down with tight, thick leather bands while one of the Vikings had his wrist bound with weighted iron handcuffs.

Walking to the right of the walkway with the dragons behind him, Gustav tried to take deep and steady breaths as he shifted his eyes away from the ones staring at him. To say he was nervous with all the gazes of Berk upon him was a drastic understatement. He honestly felt like he was about to vomit or faint from all the pressure over his shoulders, but he knew deep inside this was the right thing to do. Once he and the cuffed dragons, Etch, and Mildew were brought forward, Gobber walked forward with a long parchment at hand and began to relay out loud the natures of the charges at hand.

"Dragons of Berk: you are hereby brought here with the charges of public and private property damage, defacing a historical sanctum, and the destruction of military defenses. How do you plead?

"_We're innocent, I tell ya! I don't even know what half those words even mean!"_ Belch growled and hissed in a panicked frenzy.

"Gustav Larson: as representative to the dragons, you hereby understand that any sentence bestowed onto them causes you to act as their voice for this trial?" Stoick added, looking down to the small boy who somehow seemed smaller with the pack of dragons towering over him.

"I understand, and I fully take to those responsibilities." Gustav said once he calmed his jitters. "They plead not guilty."

"Do you intend to speak on their behalf and prove to their innocence?" Stoick asked again.

"Yes."

The room fell into even more silence if that was even possibly as men and women listened with utter astonishment. In no hearing was there ever a Viking to represent on behalf of a dragon, let alone three. This would be a trial for the ages.

"Mildew: you are hereby brought in with the charges of high treason, not limited to falsifying testimonies, falsifying evidence, falsely accusing civilians to cover up incriminating ties to crimes, and playing a hand into the disappearance of Aarne Hofferson. How do you plead?" Gobber finished.

"I refuse to say anything until I hear from a barrister my rights and my options to these accusations!" Mildew spat out loudly.

The comment sent the village by storm. Over the course of the past centuries, what with the constant struggle to fight, survive, fend off threats from invading pirates, rival Viking clans, dragons, and sea serpents, few got the chance or even found the need to study and practice the lost art of law. What they had was a council of the accused peers who heard, delegated, and came to a fair and speedy sentence based on the evidence provided and the statements made by the defendant. It was a process that had worked for years since the fall of the practice of law, and those who did know and study the philosophy were mainly situated within the Empires and not the Archipelago.

"Silence!" Stoick shouted aloud as the voices from the crowd began to rally in numbers, some for and some against the very notion. "Mildew, you know as well as everyone else that there are no barristers on Berk, or anywhere near here for thousands of miles."

"Then, we'll just have to wait for one to come and hear my case! First, I'm accused of a crime I didn't commit, then I'm assaulted by a child, and now I'd denied my right to an attorney! I never thought I'd live to see this day where even the common Viking man would be refused of his Thor-forsaken right to justice…" he crooked his back low like he was pained by the very notion of it all.

The crowd began to mummer, low at first before their combined remarks and whispered turned to looping hisses and mild barks.

"You would allow the dragons, wild beasts, to have legal representation over your own citizens? Do I sense a bit of favoritism in this trial?" Mildew added under his breath, silence enough to be a gossiping undertone but loud enough for all to hear and process.

Before things could escalate, Gothi tapped her staff three times onto the stone floor, its echoing vibration soothing and quieting the hall into peace once more. With the area silenced, she walked over to the fire pit and dipped her thin hand into the warm ashes that were away from the main fire before scattering the dust onto the ground. Inscribing her message into the ashes, Gobber stepped forward and relayed her request to Stoick quietly. Soon each delegated for some time before finally a decision was made.

"Mildew, in light of the situation, we have decided to continue with the trial…" Stoick said aloud. Right when Mildew was about to interrupt and argue, the chief pressed on with his words. "However, you will have a legal representative to defend you. Since Gustav, Head and Rider to the Berk Dragon Training Academy, is speaking on behalf of the dragons, we will allow you to choice your attorney from the remaining Riders."

This changed everything for Mildew. His initial plan was to gain a following of supporters on his behalf and prolong his sentence till everyone would eventually riot and petition for the dragons to be exiled, but this, this was much more twisted. It meant driving a wedge between the very fabric that tied the Academy together, and with Aarne -quite possibly one of the main foundations to the team- gone, ripping the riders by the seams would be all to easy.

A faint sinister twist formed over his rigid teeth before it fading into a disgruntled frown. "Fine. If you allow a child to support them, I suppose it's only even to have another defend me…" His voice fell flat as he turned to view his options seated at the first row of the audience. With a quick glance, his eyes stopped to one and a cruel smile curled ever so slightly. "Her."

The crowd gasped, some even resorted to quick faint spells and fanning. As heretical as it was to have a minor legally represent a suspect, it was even more so for that advocate to be a female, even Ruffnut Thorson herself appeared shocked by the revelation.

"M-Me!?" Ruffnut exclaimed.

It was all too simple for Mildew. The Ingerman boy was clearly the brightest of them all without a doubt, but he was far too loyal to the academia to oppose against Gustav and the dragons, plus the lad was too sensitive and reserved to present any statement to the panel without sounding like a bumbling mess. If he wanted someone to speak on his behalf, he needed someone with a more aggressive approach. Snotlout Jorgenson, while much more confident and brash than the previous, his personality measured more so on the cocky end of the spectrum. No, he needed someone who could take this case seriously and present a professional air to the panel. He knew for a moment his options were limiting with the Thorston twins, what with them both being natural goofs, he understood that very same quality provided a likable air that the public could admire. Tuffnut was a tad too theatrical to handle law, but Ruffnut, Ruffnut was logical and in all honesty the brighter of the two. Sure he knew choosing a female would raise a few brows, but that was exactly the type of response he wanted from the crowd. He held all the cards in his hands, he knew there was no way he was going to lose this, especially to a small do-gooder like Gustav Larson.

"Ruffnut Thorson, step forward." Stoick ordered and watched as the blonde braided haired girl stood and paced towards Mildew while still keeping her distance. "You have been freely chosen to represent a man accused of high treason. Do you accept?"

Ruffnut gulped as she looked over to Mildew slowly.

"I'm begging ya, lass… I'm nothing but a blameless old man. Please, you gotta help me…" Mildew sobbed as best he could.

Rolling her eyes slightly, Ruffnut sighed. She hated when people groveled.

"I accept… Just, could I have five minutes to speak to my 'client'?" Ruffnut asked to the Chief and the village elder, both nodding in agreement.

Moving over to the side to speak, Snotlout turned over to Gustav and gave a slight chuckle. "Man, this couldn't be easier for you, you're up against Ruffnut, there's no way you can lose this."

"I don't plan on losing to anyone, it doesn't matter who it is. I have proof it was him who planted these crimes onto the dragons. The numbers don't lie." Gustav whispered to the side of his shoulder as he waved his document file over all their findings and evidences.

"But if they did, it wouldn't matter, because you're up against a girl. Everyone knows girls aren't as smart as boys." Tuffnut cheered as he picked his right ear.

"Gender has nothing to do with intelligence, Tuffnut." Fishlegs corrected in disgust. "Some of the brightest minds today happen to belong to women, many just don't have the rights or the privileges to hold political power. No matter what, Gustav, we've got your back and I'm sure Ruffnut will do what she can to defend Mildew while tipping the odds in our favor. It's like you said, you have your findings."

After some deliberation between Ruffnut and Mildew, she gave a nod to Stoick and Gothi to verify she was ready and with that settled the trial officially began.

"Gustav, any opening statements to the panel?" Stoick asked as he and Gothi took seat to oversee the hearing.

"Yes, sir." Gustav nodded as he walked forward towards the panel and cleared his throat as best he could while the last tingles of nervous shivers traveled down to his toes.

"Ladies and gentlemen of the panel, the crimes charged against my clients, the dragons, are those of propaganda. Propaganda used to paint them as merciless, uncaring, and foul. The acts claim to be of drake origin, however, through vigorous research by the Monitoring Brigade, testimonials from the public, and mathematical evidence from trace samples left at the scenes of the alleged wrongdoings, I can without a shadow of the doubt state that these crimes were not dictated by the three dragons who stand on trial today; but by one man whose distain and malice towards them is so great that he'd resort to publicly vandalize not only the property of Berkian citizens, he'd try to silence and rid those in opposition of his vendetta. That one man, is Mildew, and today I intend to prove that he not only had the intention to overtly frame the dragons, but that he'd go so far as to dispose of any Viking or dragon in his way. Before the end of this night, I aim to liberate these dragons from the shackles of false accusation and have them rightfully placed on the real felon." Gustav spoke evenly as he stood in front of the panel, gauging their reaction to his declaration. For the most part it seemed to be taken well and to open ears. If things went well, this would be over shortly and they could find out what happened to Aarne before any more time slipped away.

With confidence under his belt, Gustav stepped down from his opposition and returned to side with the bound dragons, taking seat on a small stool and waited in silence as Ruffnut walked over to give her statement.

"The opposition would like to claim my client, a frail, debilitated old widower of a man with a long history of mental breakdowns with only a ram as his sole companionship in his withering years, to be the mastermind behind the string of crimes that took place over the course of the past three days and somehow manage to, within that timeframe, rid the strongest and most physically able young Viking Berk has ever seen and his dragon in the process." Ruffnut opened strongly as she nonchalantly paced back and forth, causing the panel to open their eyes widely and for Gustav to hold his mouth agar in dismay. "True, my client may hold a strong dislike for dragons, but enough to commit these illiterate schemes by his lonesome with such limited time, strength and motive? I don't think so. And while the opposition claims to have 'research', 'testimonials', and 'mathematical evidence'; where is the physical evidence that links my client, to these crimes? The answer, there is none. We have an eyewitness account that places that Nightmare-" she stated, pointing over to Fanghook whose golden eyes were wide with shame and hurt. "-at the final crime scene right as it blew up. We have seen the proof of these dragons' wild tendencies from the Zippleback that led to the Academy and as you can all see, to the destruction of our cherished Great Hall… Good people of the panel, we are trying to find the culprit to these crimes and I say to you that my client is physically and mental incapable of performing these acts on his own or at all. What we have here is a man who has suffered for years in silence with enervating traumas and losses, a man who for over the past decades has slowly been spiraling into a deepening state of psychosomatic illness with no treatment and it is the introduction of these dragons into our daily lives that have triggered several of his relapses. This man does not need to be incarcerated for crimes he could not have possibly committed of his own freewill and treated like a criminal, what he needs is professional medical care…"

"Where is she going with this…?" Gustav asked, slight panic as the panel began to nod in agreement to her claims.

"People of Berk, panel of twelve, High Council, today, I will verify for once and for all that my client, is not the mastermind of these string of crimes, but that he is in fact…INSANE!"

The hall exploded with gasps and shouts of confusion and as Stoick tried his best to exclaim over the noise for all to remain calm and silent, Gustav's breath began to quicken.

"She's going for an insanity defense!? That's, that's…!"

"Genius…" Fishlegs finished for him, although Gustav could think of far more appropriate and less endearing words to have used.

"Come on! How is that genius?!" Snotlout erupted.

"Think about it, you can measure how big a paw print is and how long talon scratches are, but what you can't measure is one personals mental rationality. And without any physical evidence linking Mildew to the crimes or to Aarne's disappearance, all Gustav has going for him is circumstantial theories in the eyes of the panel. No matter how much the numbers don't add up, how can you possibly prove that a crazy man did all this?"

"But everyone already knows Mildew is crazy…" Tuffnut stated before letting that sentence sink in. "Whoa…that is smart… Wait, Ruffnut came up with that?"

Things were not looking so well for Gustav right about now. Usually the panel would hear the argument and deliberate to finalize a verdict, but with Ruffnut's radical opening statement it would be far trickier than that. People who claimed to be insane could be pardoned from any charges and sent over to live out their remaining lives in their former normality's or be institutionalized by the court to isolated areas, meaning it would therefore be the villages responsibly for his/her actions. The panel's options were to either trust the evidence he had to provide and incriminate the mastermind or let them side with an insanity charge and allow Mildew to go scout free and incarcerate three innocent dragons. Clearing this case wasn't as cut and dry as he had hoped. Now, he had to not only prove the dragons didn't commit the crimes and that Mildew was the culprit all along, but now he had to prove to the court that he was mentally, physically and sanely capable of doing so.

He wished Aarne were there to help. He wished he knew where he was?

_Aarne…where are you?_

…

By the time Aarne came to, the last flickers of sun were fading over the horizon and his body felt heavy and cold like a block of ice. He could tell he was no longer rocking back and forth from the raging tides but his body still held that feeling of weightless vertigo as if he was floating in the air. Twitching his right arm, he could sense cool earth underneath his flat and untangled body and desperately tried to lift himself to figure out his bearings and find Stormfly, but upon doing so his body rushed in with pulsating pain over every nerve ending to his spine causing him to hiss out agonizingly to the near night sky.

A slow and frail squawk beside him caught his attention as he slightly tilted his head over to the side despite the intense twinge and from doing so could see Stormfly, her body still bound tightly in ropes and stone binds with her legs now tangled beyond comprehension from the previously loose lines.

"Stormfly…" Aarne managed as he achingly inched his arm out to his Nadder, her scales felt lukewarm while somehow feeling as cold as ice. Listening closely, he could hear powerful and bracing winds howling from what he could only assume to be the northeast. Not feeling the chill or the rush of air sweeping over him, he knew for a fact that she had positioned herself to cover the frigid air from hitting him and worsening his condition. This only made him want to get up and shield her from the elements and protect her from the chill of the icy north. His skin was moist with heated beads of sweat and his breathing was still raspy but for the most part he was still alive which was far more than what he had inspected hours ago when he passed out overseas.

As the vague moments of what happened to him before being tossed into the ocean flashed before his eyes, he gritted his teeth and gradually lifted his upper body as best he could and by the time he had the sensation of cooling liquid felt as though it was oozing out of his puncture mark. Placing a palm over his wound, he could feel a moist mash of organic material and upon extracting a sample could see a deep green pulp poultice of seaweed. Even with her wings and body tied so cruelly, Stormfly managed to dress his injury as best she could. If he had the strength, he'd shed a tear of gratitude on her behalf but right now he had more important things to get to. Pressing on, even with Stormfly insisting he remain still to prevent the toxins from spreading over his body again, Aarne motioned himself onto his knees perpendicular to her and leaned his head onto her belly slightly for a brief rest to allow his being to cool off and for his muscles to stop twitching sporadically.

The sound of the ocean fell flat to him as harsh waves crashed over the small northern island Stormfly had brought them to. In terms of appearance it was hardly as grand as those deserted islands lost sailors found themselves on and told great tales of survival from unbelievable creatures and carnivorous giant plants. Its clay soil beach was grey and dull with the appearance and texture of burnt charcoal. The grass and scarce berry shrubs that did grow a few meters from them was thankfully healthy, but dull none the less and the entire island held little geographical diversity asides from lush plains and a few descent sized hills. Quite possibly the only grand thing about the small island was its possession of a clean freshwater pond but for now he cared not to appreciate such a luxury as his breathing began to even out and his body became tranquil once more.

It was a miracle he managed to keep a death grip over his hunting knife during the course of his unconsciousness but he was grateful none the less and with his energy charged, he cautiously began dividing the thick cords of rope over Stormfly's body into thin fibers of thread until her legs and wings were finally set free. Along with the rope, the Zippleback boots and the Nightmare claw scythe fell to the solid grey soil and with Stormfly finally freed she lifted her fatigued self from the ground and gave a quick stretch to both her legs and wings, relishing in the sensation of her blood freely flowing to the regions of her body that had gone prickling numb.

With Stormfly's body moved, the concentrated winds from the northeast collided with Aarne's weakened body, forcing him down to the earth with a great thump to the side, causing a new sharp pain to throb over his mended shoulder blade.

"_Oh, no, Aarne! Please, hang on!"_ Stormfly cooed and cawed as she hovered over him to block the current.

"Go…" Aarne hoarsely smiled with what power he had left. "Get those over to Gustav, before-"

Right then and there the convulsions began and his spine twisted back like he was about to forcefully snap himself in half. His blue eyes were wide and his pupils were contracted to the point where they were barely even visible while whatever screams or cries of agony that wished to escape his throat were silenced by the narrowing of his esophagus, choking him in the most horrific of ways possible as he desperately flailed back and forth for oxygen.

Fright ensued over the blue Nadder for him as she took him by his boot as carefully as she could to the fresh body of water and pinned his body into a still submission with a heavy heart onto the soft clay soil by the band. This was exactly what she tried to warn him about, although repeating herself was near useless since he couldn't understand her language. But, she wasn't about to give up on him.

"_I know, Aarne, it hurts, I know. But you can't be moving like this or your heart will stop and you'll die. I don't ever want to see you die so I need you to trust me and keep still, I'm not leaving you behind, little brother." _Stormfly cooed sorrowfully as she positioned over him like a doting mother hen, shielding him from the oncoming harsh winds and using her cool scales to help break his increasing malaise as she tore several blades of grass with her fangs, dunked them into the still pool and brought them over to Aarne's mouth for him to take the droplets of water to drink.

With his body restrained to the clay earth, causing him to sink slightly from the pressure, his skin began to feel as like it was set ablaze and it was only the cooling sensation of the soil and Stormfly's skin that kept him relatively stable as the fever continued to daze his mind into vertigo. Tension built up inside of his body as his networks of muscles and nerves slowed from rapid convulsions and spasms to light twitches and ticks. The quenching droplets of water loosened and soothed his constricted esophagus, allowing him passage to breathe once more as his mind began to ease into his current situation.

Contrary to what the he had believed for so long, Nadder venom was not designed to kill. Nadder venom acts as a light neurotoxin that biologically was meant to deter enemies and cause temporary numbness to the pricked area on other dragons, however to humans the effects were far worse. First came the blackouts, the tightening of the lungs and weakening of the muscles that leads into paralysis, then came the boiling fever, once the fever was dealt with the effects were either mild or severe depending on the previous physical activates and movements of the person injected, and in Aarne's cause he had been through so much from crashing waves and physically exerting himself to the brink of death that his time for recovery would take some time.

In all honesty Stormfly had been certain he had been dead by the time she made it to the small island. He looked so lifeless and cold and it was only the faint rising and falling of his chest that eased her qualms to a degree. She did all she could do with what limited mobility she had. Sure she was physically exhausted from the swim as the loose binds tangled and snagged with each other so the course of the marathon but her priority was to protect Aarne. In a way it was ironic to her. When she had first met him, all she saw was a ruthless, unfeeling Viking who'd without a second thought or quarrel would sever her head from her body and she feared him like nothing she had ever feared before. Now, she feared for his life. He was still so young, despite how mature he presented himself and he still had so much to learn and experience. The last thing she wanted was for him to leave this realm so soon and by her venom coursing through his veins. Doing the best she could, Stormfly soothed the trembles and aches of her human brethren and prayed to the vast spirits of the universe to keep him alive.

…

By the time Barf and Belch had been deemed cleared of all charges based on the evidence provided and Hookfang providing his rather scandalous alibi that caused Etch to have a giggle fit as she jotted the minutes, Gustav felt one step closer to setting all the dragons free. However it was a bittersweet win since he could not physically place Mildew there at the time the crime took place and with Ruffnut extracting a gag worthy sob story out of him on the podium, it seemed the panel would find his involvement hard to believe.

"Could you, as best as you can, describe your earliest losses to the court?" Ruffnut asked her client.

"It all started with the loss of my first wife, then my second and third. Oh, they were each so lovely, and were each such strong, independent women… Tragically, one by one they were taken from me too soon in life by a terrible misfortunes, right before my very eyes." A false tear ran down Mildew's face. "My first wife was unfortunately buried alive by a freak landslide right on the ever cabbage field I use today for crops…" Mildew whimpered with big blue eyes though inside his stomach was flipping with joy from the saddened and slightly disgusted expressions of the court. "It's like I can still feel her in the earth after each harvest…"

In truth it was a terrible act of cruel fate that took his beloved first wife from him and he mourned greatly over her death for many years after her death, but it seemed that now over the years the love and remorse that had once fluttered and filled his heart as a youth had withered into nothing but a hollow shell of what it used to be.

"That must have been a rough experience for you?" Ruffnut continued.

"And it only worsened with the loss of my second wife. She wanted to cut lumber for the upcoming winter and despite my insistence to help her she went into the forest to collect wood alone. When she never returned I went out to go search for her and found her nearly finished chopping down a giant pine that would have lasted us years as firewood, perhaps even more than enough to expand our small bungalow into a larger home to start a family… You see, she was with child at the time and as stubborn as they came when it came to working fair share around the farm. When I called out for her, she looked tired, happy, but tired and understandingly with all the cutting she had done. Right when I was about to help her finish, the tree gave weight…she and my unborn child died instantly…"

Every mother and father in the crowd lowered their head in sorrow. Just the very thought of losing not only one but two loved ones in a single moment must have been mind-numbing, but to have that very event engraved in your mind forever, it would cause anyone to go mad.

"A few years later I married by third wife. I doted to her every whim and need from dusk till dawn, treasured the very earth she stepped on, but like all the wonderful moments in my life it was short-lived… During a raid, my dear late wife, Thor rest her soul, risked her life to save a flock of sheep. In the midst of it all she was killed by a horde of wild dragons, trampled to death till every bone in her body was nothing but mush and burnt to ashes. But in her death, she somehow managed to save one little lamb under her form. To this day that very ram walks by my side…"

If Mildew was being honest with himself, he'd sincerely say that the tears falling down his old face were genuine. He wasn't always such a negative and pessimistic person. There was a time when he was happy, when he was content with that the world have giving him, but the world takes as well. The universe took all he cared for, all he loved. It was for most of his life he had once referred to himself as a 'Poor-but-Honest-Farmer', now he wasn't so honest anymore. Honesty and optimism had only given him heartache and loss. He never wanted to have those feelings run over him once more, the pain, the remorse, the sense of being lied to.

"So your stem for disliking dragons comes from your personal experience and from the brutal death of your most recent wife?" Ruffnut paced as if unfazed by his emotional sermon that had most of the hall in tears.

"Yes."

"Did anyone comfort you in your time of need during your losses?"

"Yes. Only one man truly helped me, Algarick Ogglebert. At the time he was the village soothsayer and preformed each of my wives burial ceremonies right here in this very hall. He provided me with medicines to ease my suffering and gave an open ear to all my quarrels. If you ask me, we could use a man like Ogglebert in this village…" he finished with a slight shift of the eyes to Stoick.

"This soothsayer must have been important to you during your grieving?" Ruffnut added.

"He was important to everyone, the man was a true Viking. Hardworking, caring, loyal; he was a true friend to all he encountered. Even his final of kin shared in his qualities, but…it was that one fateful night that spiraled me into madness."

"Mildew, do you recall your first mental breakdown?"

"Oh, I can never forget that day… During a raid, I saw the final descendant of the departed Ogglebert rush into a fire, the poor lamb… The sight of seeing that child leap into the flames broke me entirely… That's when I experienced my first loss of the mind!" Mildew exclaimed as he brought his hands outward for effect on the ever listening panel and crowd. "There, at the end of the flames, was the Hel beast, Fenrir, destroyer of gods and bringer of death. Oh, I can still see its disgusting features to this very day… Fearing for the lives of the village, I chased after the foul beast that I was so sure was the physical form and embodiment of all the world's misfortune and pain. When my sanity cleared, I could see the small descendant of Algarick Ogglebert running from me, but in my mind it was all still a nightmare. I was certain that the child was the spawn of Loki… Ever since that day, I have been convinced that Fenrir has been after me, waiting for me to lower my guard and drag me into the Gate of Hel for all eternity…"

"Did anyone believe your claims to seeing this, 'Hel beast'?" Ruffnut pressed further.

"No. They all shunned me. Thought me mad! Not one person came to me defense, no one came forth to try and help me in my suffering… Without support, the nightmare never ended…I've been slowly losing my sanity ever since."

"No further questions." Ruffnut finished as each head in the village turned away in self-shame, all that is, except Gustav, Stoick, Gothi, Etch, and Gobber who held a professional air throughout the man's sermon.

With Ruffnut's interrogation over, it was Gustav's turn to cross-examine the man, and he wasted no time in doing so.

"Mildew, how was it you knew about the Great Hall's destruction the day of the closed investigation?"

A bitter scowl formed over the old man's face, but he kept his composure. "A vison came forth to me early in the morning of the hall's destruction. It was so real I just had to look, and low and behold it was true."

"In this 'vision' did you see who or what caused the destruction?"

"I saw a Nightmare engulfed in flames, clawing and breaking everything in sight." Mildew answered.

"Would you say in your vision the Nightmare was angry?" Gustav asked, not buying a single word he was selling.

"Frantic, only a monster could bring forth such chaos to our beloved Great Hall." Mildew replied with a twisted smile.

Taking a few steps away from the podium, Gustav looked all around the hall. "Tell me, Mildew, what Nightmare goes on a rampage and leaves no scorch marks on the wood or stone and ignores all the unguarded food?"

Mildew fell silent to the question, his lips allowing a single hiss to escape.

"Ladies and gentleman of the panel, visual scene points to a Monstrous Nightmare causing the destruction to the Great Hall. I argue that a Nightmare couldn't have done it, and here is why…" Gustav said aloud as he walked over to a sheet of parchment from his seat. "During the Monitoring Brigade's patrol, only one dragon was unaccounted for, a mature male Nightmare whom we all know as Hookfang. Now, one would assume that he caused all this damaged, but if we recall from his-" he chocked embarrassingly into a closed fist, "rendezvous with a mature female Nightmare on that same night and by looking at his and the talons scattered all over the hall we can see that the markings are not a match." he continued as he overlapped the sheets.

The panel looked closely at the findings, many muttering how it was true.

"Secondly, if a Nightmare did leave these scratch marks on the wooden support beams, where are the scotch marks? When a Monstrous Nightmare gets mad, his whole body bursts into flames. Look at these walls, not one single scotch mark. I purpose that my client, Hookfang, or any other Nightmare on Berk couldn't have caused this attack on account that these marking were manmade, by this man, Mildew."

"Objection!" Ruffnut called out as the panel gasped. "The opposition is only assuming my client committed these crimes based on his knowledge of the hall's destruction, but he's not once shown any verifying evidence that pins him to these acts."

Gustav knew she hit him there. Without any evidence of some kind, he couldn't physically place Mildew here during the attack.

"But the evidence and testimonials provided does exclude my client as the culprit." Gustav quickly recovered.

Both Ruffnut and Gustav stared each other down intensely, neither wanting for their case to be lost.

"Councilors, approach the Council," Stoick called out.

Pacing over to the High Council, both Gustav and Ruffnut pouted bitterly to each other which was highly uncharacteristic for either of them.

"Your Honor, the allegation of my client's integrity is in question when there is no physical evidence the opposition can provide. At best he's filling the panel's heads with circumstantial possibilities." Ruffnut deliberated.

"I am just trying to illustrate the natural process of what leads to an actual Nightmare rampage to prove my client is innocent. A 'vision', as claimed by Mildew, can not to considered a verifiable corroboration over his knowledge of the nature of the crime when the area was sanctioned off to the public." Gustav rebutted.

"Both of you!" Stoick bit to a whisper. "I will allow for the evidence provided to be held as reasoning for Hookfang's innocence, but accusing a man without proper evidence is to be sustained by Ruffnut's objection."

Biting his bottom lip, Gustav nodded in understanding and returned to the panel as he dryly dictated, "I omit my claim of Mildew's involvement due to the lack of physical evidence to the statement. No further questions…"

With Mildew off the bench and returning to his proper seat, Gustav marched over to Ruffnut grouchily. "This doesn't change the fact that my dragon is innocent…"

"We'll let the panel decide." Ruffnut spat back.

…

Noting felt better than the taste of cooling freshwater rushing down his throat. Aarne had finally managed to break the fever with Stormfly's help. After his body heat settled she'd momentarily leave his side to gather edible berries for her to graze on before returning with a branch for him to indulge in and while they both would have preferred the taste of roasted chicken or even a smoked salmon, they were glad to have something to help regain their energy from the tiring journey that brought them here.

It would still be sometime before Aarne regained a good amount of strength to make the flight back with Stormfly and the evidence needed to convict Mildew of the crimes. Even with his temperature back to normal and with food and drink at his disposal, Stormfly refused to leave his side and return to Berk. If there was one word he could use to describe a Nadder, it would be loyal.

As he laid slightly embedded in the clay soil gazing at the starry night sky, his mind would on occasion wonder off to thoughts of Hiccup and how she fared in the world. In her letters she seemed happy, almost content with her separation with their world and her new freedom as queen of the Dragon Island dragons. In the beginning he couldn't possibly understand how she could have choose to side and even stay with dragons. After all, a dragon took her mother from her as a child and she spent nearly all her life trying to find ways to rid them in her own way with weapons and machines. But, he could see that they treated her with more kindness and humanity than he or his fellow Berkians ever did. He couldn't quite pinpoint the exact day everyone just shunned her away, but he knew if he could he'd take it all back. She looked so lost and dazed after that terrible day and he remembered seeing her and thinking she wasn't exactly the same person. Her movements appeared delayed and stumblish as if she was barely learning to walk and get around for the first time. Even the people she had each known by name and occupation seemed strangers to her and she kept to the shadows and out of their way. Maybe if he had made an effort to console her, talk to her, befriend her, things wouldn't have been so difficult for her growing up. In his head, if he became stronger as a young boy to becoming a young man, then he could protect her, but it was never protection she needed, it was someone to be there by her side. Of all the creatures to have shown her that, it was a dragon. Did it hurt him to lose the one he loved? Of course. Did he still have intense feeling about her even with her gone for so long? Most definitely, you never truly forget your first love. Did she deserve to be with someone who cared for her not only as a friend but as a person? Yes, and if that was the case, in a way he was happy for her and Toothless.

So yes, he still loved Hiccup and would do his best to try and win her affection, but he knew she loved someone else and that Toothless loved her back, it was evident by how happy he was to get back to her after the village finally opened up to him. Dragons cared, they cared so much for creatures outside their circle and species in a way Vikings from the past could never comprehend.

He didn't know where Hiccup was or how well she was faring, but he did know she was with someone how'd always be by her side no matter what, just like Stormfly was for him…

As Aarne regained the sensation and control over his fingers, a smile spread over his face.

He'd soon be free.

…

"In your own words could you describe the events you witnessed before the armory explosion?" Ruffnut asked the man seated at the podium.

"I was empting a bucket of water over the side of my house when I say a young yellow and violet Nightmare enter the open doorway of the armory, moments later that very dragon raced out of the building as it exploded into flames." The man stated clearly.

"Can you identity that dragon today?"

"Yes, it was him." The man said as he pointed over to Fanghook as the crowd fell into whispers and gossip.

"Was there anyone else present at the scene, man or dragon?" Ruffnut continued with her questions.

"None that I could see."

"And what did said Nightmare do after the explosion?"

"He ran to hid at the stairway." The man finished.

"Thank you. People of the panel, what we have here is rather clear. Fanghook, the Nightmare burned down the armory as seen by this eyewitness. Now whether or not the attack was malleolus or not we can't be for certain nor is that the issue in this case, but such acts must be punished. Today an armory, what then by tomorrow…? No further questions." Ruffnut exited swiftly with the panel in deep thought to all that was said.

Yes Fanghook was a good dragon and yes perhaps it was all an accident, but that didn't change the fact that all dragons at that hour were to be held at the Academy. Was this act of violence and disobedience a direct retaliation to being caged?

With his turn to interrogate now in session, Gustav fixed himself up and marched forward to the stand.

"Sir, can you describe the fire that burned the armory?"

"I…would say it was like any other fire." The man said, unsure of how to answer.

"Would you classify the flames as flowing upward freely or thick and slime-like?" Gustav asked seriously.

"Freely."

"You claim to have seen my client exit the building but not ignite it, correct?" Gustav probed even more.

"Um, no. It was too dark and he was inside the building when it caught flame."

"I see… Tell us, how familiar are you with recognizing Monstrous Nightmare fire?"

"Well, I know it slides down surfaces like molten lava and burns slowly." His witness answered.

"And would you us those characteristics to describe the fires you witnessed hours ago?"

The man thought about this long and hard. He remembered seeing hot ribbons of fire escaping every opening of the armory and feeling the bright heat that traveled with the wind from it. But looking back he couldn't picture it as those of a Stocker. Stocker fire was sticky and difficult to miss as it oozed in a most distinguishable of ways. The man was torn from his statement.

Before the man could answer, Ruffnut intervened with a firm hand forward. "Objection! He's leading the witness."

"No," the man at the podium called out. "I wish to answer."

"You may." Stoick permitted.

"The flames didn't look like they came from a Nightmare…"

You might as well have said the world was about to explode in ten seconds because the courthouse went chaotic with Stoick having to stand and pacify the public once more before everything was settled again.

"I would like to call in my last witness: Gobber the Belch!" Gustav called out.

Replacing the man on the bench, Gobber sat comfortably as the questioning began.

"Gobber, what inventory would one have found inside of a still standing armory?"

"The usual: swords, maces, axes, catapults, crossbows and shields as well as various supplies needed for any good forge like spare tools, metals and oils for fuel and trade." Gobber said with both a scene of pride and loss. "But since our retirement from dragon killing it's mostly been Bones' house."

"Tell us, how easy is it for someone to get into the armory?" Gustav asked.

"There are no locks on the doors in case of immediate necessity and all windows are kept open for visibility in all hours."

"So in hindsight, anyone could get into the armory at any time?" Gustav questioned with wide eyes.

"Any Viking, see the doors open the opposite way. If a dragon wanted to get in, he'd have to breakdown the door or find it open to begin with." Gobber confirmed for all to hear.

"Thank you, no further questions." Gustav gave himself a reassuring smile as he saw the people of the panel in deep contemplation over the facts. If the fire was not Nightmare in origin, then who started the fire? And if the doorway was previously opened by the time Fanghook entered the building, who could have opened it?

Things were not adding up.

Making her way over to Gobber, Ruffnut paused for a moment before stating.

"Where were you when the final attack took place?"

"I was at the forge finishing up some tooth orders for several of my dragon clients."

"You have a very important job to this village Gobber. You made all the weapons and you helped us with our dragon training when everyone was out there fighting the cause."

"Aye." Gobber smiled.

"But you did take a bit of a loss when the war was over with the dragons, didn't you?" Ruffnut asked with narrow blue eyes.

"Aye, it was a rough time for me." Gobber admitted.

"You lost your best worker and your career in the same week, which must have caused a big impact on your business?"

"It did damper things a bit, but a good Viking finds a way to turn a bad situation into a positive one. Now, I made saddles and do dental work on the side, business is booming."

"I bet. Like, now that all the weapons are destroyed, the people need you more than ever to provide them with new artilleries, it'll be like the old days, huh?"

"What are you implying, missy?" Gobber asked defensively.

"Me? I'm not implying anything. I just find it curious how a man living so close to the armory, with so much to gain from its destruction, could possibly fail to notice the two thousand pound Nightmare cross his path…"

Gobber was speechless as was everyone else in the courthouse.

"I rest my case." Ruffnut ended before Gobber could even think of retaliating, taking everyone by surprise.

As she went over to take her seat she took a final look to Gustav, whose eyes were those of hurt. After all Gobber did for them, she had the nerve to accuse him of destroying the village's only line of defense.

He felt betrayed.

A tinge of regret bubbled over Ruffnut. She had meant what she said as an observational analysis of the crime and never intended to hurt Gustav in any way. At the end of the day this was a trial and even if she initially and still held doubts over Mildew's innocence, she had to believe he was being honest with her as his attorney.

Taking her seat, she began to fiddle with her long golden braids, something she only did when she was nervous and scared, all the while Mildew grinned the most evil of grins.

…

After a brief rescue from the panel to evaluate all the findings, evidence and testimonies they returned, their poker-like faces making it unclear as to their decision. By this time the hours had ticked away and with no information on Aarne's whereabouts and with Mildew pleading he knew nothing of it, the case fell into shambles by the end.

"Has the panel reached a verdict?" Stoick and Gothi raised from their seats, as did the accused and their barristers.

"Yes." One woman to the front called out as she read a sheet of paper before her. "After much deliberation, in the case of _Mildew vs the Dragons of Berk_, we of the panel find…"

There was a pause in the woman's voice like it pained her physically to say the verdict. It had taken the twelve hours to come up with a proper judgment. Some sided with the dragons, others with Mildew. The evidence pointed to the dragons being exempt, while the lack of evidence could not place Mildew there at each crime. In all of Berk's great history, this was by far the most excruciating of trials and the most difficult to judge.

Catching her breath, the woman started over. "We find-"

_CRASH!_

The doorway to the Great Hall slammed open, causing everyone to jump with fright as a figure stood by the doorway, silent and tall in his stance.

Everyone turned to gaze at the intruder before them and jaws dropped to the floor as a blond haired young man with grey clay crusted boots and clothing entered, his eyes scoping the hall before landing on one person and marching straight for him with a sly smile. The old man he was heading for could barely breathe and wondered if in fact this was real or if his false psychoses were actually becoming a truth.

"Ya miss me?" the young man smirked, the smell of saltwater and earth laced all over his body.

"Aarne…" Stoick and Gustav whispered in unison.

"I-I-I don't know what you're talking about…" Mildew tried to grin but it came off as more of a nervous snicker.

"Really? You don't remember stabbing me in the back with Nadder venom, tying me and Stormfly with bolas and ropes before tossing us into the sea to drown? Well, allow me to refresh your memory," Aarne smiled as he dropped a pair of Zippleback boots onto the old man's lap while placing a Monstrous Nightmare scythe in his boney palm. "By the way, you left these with us our last visit, wouldn't want you to be without 'such wonderful mementos and memories'."

Mildew's eyes were shaking as he viewed the items over his lap as if mocking him. Everything was perfect. He had gotten rid of the evidence with the only witness. That Nadder venom should have killed him let alone the sea. He had the entire case in the palm of his hand, he even had a decent lawyer backing his case. Why were the gods giving him misfortune again after so long of being left in peace?

"So…what'd we miss?" Aarne asked with a grin as Stormfly entered the hall, patting her head to his.

It didn't take a verdict for everyone to know what the outcome of this case was, it was plastered all over Mildew's face and the crowd shouted out with joy and excitement like no other.

The dragons were innocent and Mildew was a fraud.

Jumping out of his seat, Gustav reached out and gave Aarne the biggest of hugs. "I knew it, I just knew it!"

"You were right all along, little buddy, I should have believed you from the start.

Taking over the trial, Stoick stood forward. "As Chief, I hereby release all dragons from their imprisonment and find the accused not guilty! Mildew, for your crimes against the people and dragons of Berk, I hereby find you guilty of all charges. You will be remanded to jail till a proper sentence can be handed down!"

Wails of victory were cast from the front to the back of the hall as the chains over the dragons were unbound, Tuffnut and Snotlout running over to their respective friend to give them needed cheer and merriment while Gustav shouted with content and Gothi went over to check on Aarne.

For a boy so young to be injected with Nadder venom he was doing well, far better than any Viking she had seen in the past who would probably be flipping and wailing out cries of pain. Examining his wound she could see the telltale sign of venom as the skin surrounding the seaweed poultice was bluish but thankfully not infected. His eyes were relatively clear and his breathing was steady as a drum. All in all, he was going to be just fine.

While the hall surged with enthusiasm over the verdict and Aarne's return, Mildew's breathing became heavy and loud. He was certain the trial would have gone his way, he just knew it and Aarne Hofferson and his Nadder just had to ruin it all for him. He should have made sure the boy was dead, he should have, but he got cocky. An insane twitch forced over his left eye. First the devil queen of a dragon eluded him for year, making him look and seem like a lunatic and now her pupils made him a fool. It was all too much. If he was going down, he was taking someone down with him.

With focus directed on the freedom and joy all around, no one noticed as Mildew pulled out a sharp curved dagger from his boot. He knew exactly whom to hurt. Someone loved and cherished by the dragon queen banshee and the people of Berk. The one who started all this dragon revolution on the shores of Berk. With a quick lunge, Mildew struck. He didn't care if his act was in the public's domain, he was mad.

The public went silent as blood fell to the ground of the Great Hal, Gustav's eyes wide as the shadow of Ruffnut Thorson shielded him from the attack, her right hand firmly clenched around the sharp blade.

…

As Mildew sailed in a rickety little boat with little supplies and a sheep who clearly felt he didn't deserve this kind of treatment, his heart blacked and shriveled even more than it already was.

They banished him. Sent him off to roam the lone ocean with nothing but this skin and his trusty Fungus. They didn't just exile him, they branded him a lunatic on his arm for all to see he was a man not to be trusted. It meant he was fair game to all neighboring Viking clans, a fate far worse than execution.

"They haven't seen the last of me, Fungus." Mildew growled. "They will all pay for this, every last one of them…"

"_If I could swim, I'd leave you…_" Fungus bleated. He didn't even do anything. Why was he stuck with the crazy man on a raft barely made for travel?

"It's all _**HER **_doing. I should have killed the infection at the source. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III will pay for this. All of this. And I will relish in the day when her people suffer from her demise. They think she's so precious, so kind. She's weak, nothing but a weak, hideous monstrosity and I will exact my revenge on her!"

The calm waves of the open waters answered not to his quarrels, no one did. No one in the world could understand his hate and wrath for the people of Berk, or perhaps, maybe one could.

"Oh, Stoick may have booted me off the island, but I know of someone who would do well with knowing Berk has a dragon army and brutally 'banished' his sweet little girl…"

"_You never give up do you…?"_

"Come on, Fungus, we're heading to Outcast, I know an Ogglebert who'd love to hear this."


	18. Chapter 18

_Hello again. First off, I'm very sorry for the delay. I had a recent tragedy in my family and it made it difficult to write, and for that I apologize. In this chapter Hiccup and Toothless realize love is more than intimacy and expectations, it's about trust and understanding while Alvin the Treacherous and his clan of Outcast meet Mildew and learn of a new threat over the overcast horizon. Next chapter will be encompass Snoggletog, the blooming of the Rookery, and the start of a new celebration. How will Gustav be able to explain to all his fellow Berkians of the disappearance of dragons when his own suddenly vanishes in the dead of night? What will Hiccup do when Etch births a mysterious red egg and how will she cope with her role as monarch to a new generation as her new family when her own are so far away? Posting this chapter 4-13-2015. Next chapter to hopefully be posted in 8-10 days. I'd like to thank Warrior Nun for all her support and help as a beta reader and friend. Thank you so much for your patience and I hope you enjoy. _

**_Update: Hello. I regret to inform you, the reader, that the next chapter and this story will be delayed for a short interlude due to personal matters. I do apologize for this inconvenience, but it is a necessary sacrifice I must make for the time being. In no way am I abandoning this tale and I will do my utmost best to make it up to you once I have settled with things on my end. I do hope you can understand and please know that I am deeply sorry for having to do this. Thank you all and please have a good day. 4-25-2015. _**

…

Breathing held to that of a soft song, Hiccup's palms gently glided along the cold boulder wall in front of her, causing her to shiver as an additional frosting breeze crept by. Even with her long sleeved green tunic, dark pants, fur vest and sole fur foot, her body quivered, a sure sign that the cold breath of winter was closing in over the Archipelago. With what faint light that was breaking through the thick foggy evergreen and the dank depression where she prowled, Hiccup focused her vision and peered over the very edge of the opening within the stone wall to gaze into the gloomiest and thickest of black hideaways that was the Smothering Smokebreath nest. She was nervous, and rightfully so, the last time she was here she was hovered around like a ragdoll for hours, and that was by the young. Encroaching on any territorial dragon lairs was cause for worry, but even more so when a part of your body consists of something that dragon craves.

It was twilight out and the sun was just begging to come forward and cast light onto the usually grey land as if to wish her plans to be foiled. Time was limited, as were her chances for error, either way she knew her mission and she was not going to be halted by the passage of time itself. Opening her satchel with great silence, Hiccup pulled out her latest tool, a Fireworm torch. What started off as an alternative for fire lighting in her and Toothless' cave, slowly morphed into a slim leather wrapped porcelain torch, lotus-like in appearance, with a white bud atop made of thin metal petal-shaped shutter lens that hid away a small glass lens filled with royal Fireworm gel. Turning the closed torch into bloom via a dial right under the bud, a soft stream of white fire-honey light cut through the darkness, dispelling the shadows with a glow that could rival the coolness and mystery of the silver moon.

All was still as she slowly trekked further into the cave full of peacefully dozing Smokebreaths, each curled snuggly between crevasse and openings of their metal nests of smelted pots, swords, and anchors with streaming trails of gassy drool rising upward like little chimneys to the point where Hiccup no longer felt cold but cozy. It was almost enough to make her forget her mission but the rusted glow of warped steel, copper and tin reinsured her she was a trespasser in a junkyard of possessive metal hounds. Her work needed to be swift, silent, and above all successful.

In all honesty she wasn't so sure how she was going to find Aarne's axe midst the towering scrapheaps, but as long as she had a beckon to guide her and her wits by her side, she'd find a way.

…

Ten seconds in and Toothless, impatient as he was wary of his queen and partner wellbeing, was on pins and needless as he watched the light from within the cave seemingly becoming engulfed in the shadows from his view on the cliff side.

_Dammit… _

Even with his excellent vision, it was difficult to actually focus on anything tangible within the den, everything was clouded in thick layers of smoke and haze, so much so he wondered how Hiccup was going to be about to find anything with her little fire lotus and this only fueled his worries. His talons dug into the semi damp earth one moment, then he'd begin to pace back and forth, check to the cave's entrance once more and listen closely for any sign of distress before repeating the process to the point where he just wanted to run forward and drag her out of the danger zone.

Only one minute had passed.

A tad part of him was jealous. Hiccup's reasons for returning to this dreadful place was not for research but for Hofferson. Earlier that morning they received several letters from Gustav regarding a most recent ting and although full details were not given as to the nature of the case, he made it evident that it was Aarne Hofferson, who after nearly drowning together with his dragon, Stormfly, being stricken with Deadly Nadder venom, survived, and brought forth evidence to close said incriminating trial that saved the day. Another letter told of how he and the rest of the riders rescued Trader Johann and his ship from Smokebreaths after an attack and as a result had to discard their weapons, Aarne, having to sacrifice his prized axe in the process.

There was something in the way Hiccup's eyes glowed with admiration and dimmed with sadness when she read of Aarne's "heroic" deeds, leadership when faced with adversity, and the loss of his mother's axe that he cherished so much, that made Toothless uneasy. One minute they were sleeping together, warm and in contentment and before he knew it they were on their way towards the misty island of the Smokebreath, the frigid winds of the north clawing at Hiccup's shivering body whilst tingling his to a pleasure hold.

A second minute passed by and Toothless was worried sick, muttering how if she somehow managed to find even a remnant of his axe, he was personally going to make sure Aarne Hofferson bonded the cursed tool to his palms permanently.

_When did a peck on the cheek and saying 'I'll be back' turn me into an obedient partner and soldier?_

It would appear silly in a way if you had known the Night Fury all your life, to see a valiant rebel who took authoritarian demands as a challenge, now eagerly obey and trust his new monarch with the ease of sweet words and sweeter actions. Toothless could remember a time when he'd silently scoff and roll his eyes at orders given to him by Red Death, testing the limitations of said demon's patience and at times even doing his own things. Such actions would have caused the death of lesser soldiers not so prized for their rarity.

With Hiccup though, she rarely ever gave him or any other dragon in her hive demands, and to a generation so accustomed to servitude it was a revolutionary concept. Unlike Red Death, Hiccup was perfectly capable of fending for herself and doing all she could to provide for others. She dressed the wounds of the injured with gentle hands, gave each of them kindness and support, and bestowed to them a new freedom that they cherished and thanked for whenever they could. Some would assume her leniency to be a sign of weakness, but it was in fact that devotion to her dragon brethren that strengthened them. Before they obeyed out of fear and survival, with Hiccup they followed because she gave them nothing to fear.

Although the opposed could be used to describe Toothless as the third minute rolled by. Honestly he was wishing for her to scream, shout, something, anything for him to know she was still in there and not somehow trapped in some Thor-forsaken limbo of no return.

Fourth minute and Toothless was ready to charge forward. As much as this was to Hiccup, she meant so much to him and even though in his head he knew she could manage without him, a part of him wished she needed him more. She had already once ventured off without him and came back with the skill to fully speak to him and others of his kind, heck she even knew lost dialects of Dragonese that she used on the Speed Stingers. She could fight on her own now in a capable manner and it was thanks to Camicazi's teachings and the playful sparring matches they would partake in. The one thing he feared was for Hiccup to finally realize she didn't need him, to see that there was someone on Berk just as capable as him and most of all human. As much as their relationship worked, at the end of the day he was a dragon and she a human. Eventually she'd return to Berk and see all the changes it had to offer and she's see Aarne, a new man with deep blue eyes and a pretty face. Would she see all his heroic actions and newly found compassion and fall for him?

Toothless' body paused mid-pace. Hiccup loved him because he was there for her and made her feel wanted and loved. Would she leave him: a rude, brash, and often destructive dragon, for a young Viking hero? He knew she would never…would she?

A small tap to his side broke him from his trance. Turning his head he could see Hiccup, her clothes and skin laced with a light dustings of soot and a semi-smelted chunk of metal in her grasp close to her chest. The iron was badly scorched, slightly bended, missing its lower half, but it was clear at one point it was once the proud dual bit battle axe head of Aarne Hofferson.

A smile crossed Hiccup's face. "_I found it._"

Forcing a small toothless grin, Toothless cheered for her victory but inside he felt cold.

…

"_Migration?_" Hiccup's questioned openly as she handed thick bundles of sweet grass to the three Grand Monarchs before her respectively.

"_Oh, that's right, dear Hiccup, this is your first winter with our kind,"_ the Typhoomerang queen chimed with regal grace as she collected her neatly tied gift of sod and presenting the young queen a large strip of birch bark with assorted fresh nuts, fruits, and branches filled with plump berries from Eel Island. "_Silly me, you've blended into our culture and ways so eloquently that one forgets you're still a frail, meek little human growing accustomed to honored dragon etiquettes and graces." _Her eye batted haughtily, as per her disposition. "_Personally, we Typhoomerang, grand and spectacular are we, make the Great Migration over to the south with other large dragon breeds. I do wish you would consider an offer to join in the journey, dear Hiccup. The Tropic Archipelago's are just splendid this time of year, not like these frigid seasons of the Barbaric._" The Typhoomerang queen boasted with her elongated snout towards the bluish-grey heavens.

With a small giggle, Hiccup could relate to the discomfort the colder months brought and gladly took the tray of treats with care. "_Thank you for the offer, but I'd like to spend the season with my hive over on the Rookery if it's all the same to you. Like you said, it's my first and I'd like to be there to learn as much as I can from them and help where it's needed._"

"_That's right! This is your hive's first return to the Rookery Islands. To think, after three hundred years, a new generation of dragons will finally be hatched there."_ The Scaludron queen cheered.

"_Oh, come now little vixen, you can't honestly want to spend your winter tide here than in the Tropics with other royals whom I'm sure would enjoy seeing such an oddity as yourself?"_ the large queen pouted.

"_Narcissus; sly and ignorant are your remarks to this young and humble flower."_ The Fireworm queen regarded to the larger Stocker, breathing calmly as she passed over a white fire comb to Hiccup from the dwellings of her den for her kindhearted token.

"_What did you call me, you over glorified honeybee?"_ the Typhoomerang wickedly grinned widely with all her pearly fangs on display.

"_Even this 'honeybee' would not stoop to hoard bitter nectar from your crown…" _the Fireworm queen held her ground with intent.

While the two Stockers poetically bickered back and forth, Hiccup and the matured Scaludron matriarch generously exchanged sweet grass for a variety of green, red and brown edible seaweeds.

"_Will you and your herd be migrating to the south as well?" _Hiccup asked the teal dragon beside her on the shoreline of Dragon Island.

"_Only females and the young calves make the journey as a whole, dearie. Scaludron males tend to be more so drifters than pack followers and adolescent bulls become rather rowdy and aggressive this time of year so they stay in the frigid waters to cool their boiling bellies…"_

"_As much as your words 'sting'," _the Typoomerang chanted loudly. _"I understand you are merely projecting negativity to mask your desire to be more like me, and honestly, I can't blame you, darling. To have to spend all season cramped in that dingy glowing underworld you call a hive is just too devastating for one to even imagine."_ The red scaled queen snaked her head around her glowing companion in a teasing manner. _"And you expect the poor vixen to shiver herself away without a winter's coat, with only a brute Night Fury to warm her soul. How dreadful are you."_

_I'm right here…_ Toothless' brow twitched as he laid on his side, overhearing the females from the far end of the cave by the bathing area. He was hoping he and Hiccup could get some peace and quiet once they arrived back home but instead were greeted with the farewell tidings of monarchs.

"_Resilient are the poppies that thrive and withstand the northern bite whilst the swift sails off to the south." _The Fireworm evenly responded with an air of content.

The female Tidal queen gave a wrinkled grin and nudge to Hiccup, noticing her partner's obvious annoyance. "_Oh, don't let their back and forth get to you, it's just how the two say their kindnesses. Despite their differences, they're quite civil with each other when compared to most royals. Mind you, dearie, these Barbaric seas haven't had a properly gathering of queens and kings in some time, so little spats and quarrels between the hierarchy tend to be a common tend among the younger generations."_

Finally becoming exhausted from the Typhoomerang's excessive chatter, the Fireworm queen returned her attention to Hiccup. "_Thank you for the sweet grass, Hiccup dear."_

"_Consider it an early Snoggletog gift since I won't be able to see you again till spring."_ Hiccup welcomed.

The two Stockers turned to each other before returning their gaze to the youngest queen, even the Scaludron and Toothless were taken aback.

"_Did I say something wrong?"_ Hiccup questioned, looking from side to side at the dragons giving her odd looks.

"_No."_ The Scaludron clarified with a small smile. "_We dragons just are not so fluent in your human customs."_

"_Oh, right… Well, it's the Viking winter celebration. Why we chose such a stupid name remains a mystery, but story goes that during the first winter Vikings arrived at to the Barbaric Archipelago, a great blizzard covered the seas and lands. It was one of the worst freezes ever experienced at the time and with little food and warmth to go around, all hope seemed lost. On the coldest night, people began exchanging treasured items to friends and family, placing them inside their helmets as a way to share what little they did have before the cold took them from the world. Just when all seemed lost, the image of a bright red and gold decorated pine tree howling across the night sky leading a sleuth of flying polar bears caught everyones eye from the south of Berserk to the north of Hysteria. The sight was so spectacular that it fueled the people with newfound hope and joy for the next year and festivities broke out. Ever since then, Vikings have spent the winter gathering together as a community and sharing in the experiences of the past and wishing for a better future. It's the time of year where we weren't having to struggle with raids and could relax in the bounty of earned harvests, even if it was cold outside. I know it sounds strange, but Snoggletog really brought people together in a time when we had nothing left. It's why the season is so celebrated."_ Hiccup smiled. It felt odd yet somehow nostalgic to share her culture to the dragons but in a way it eased her worries. As long as the people Berk had each other and their dragons, they'd all be well without her.

"_What a nice tradition."_ The Tidal queen smiled as the others grinned with delight from Hiccup's story.

"_Do dragons have similar celebrations as well?"_

"_Many current celebrations revolve around migrations or extend to only individual breeds," _the Scaludron chuckled. "_But there once was a time long ago when we shared our world with man and those from beyond the veil. But that's all in the past now." _her voice echoed in a mysterious fashion.

"_She's been drinking freshwater again…" _the Typhoomerang began before a small beach stone collided with one of her large horns.

"_Hush. You young queens might learn a thing or two from this old wave rider."_ The teal dragon splashed a cooling mist of salt water over her scales as she positioned herself comfortably. "_Now, long ago, the world was a much different place then. In those days, there was more magic in the sky, land, and sea there were even some who could harness said forces with the same ease as breath."_

Hiccup listened closely, her eyes glued to the sage-like dragon as she continued with her tale.

"_During the shifts between what we know as the equinoxes and the solstices, veils of pure magical energy would open all over the world. This force restored the planet balance and it brought forth many great wonders and tides for many in different sects of the globe and to name each would take far too long for one day. Yet, even in this world of balance, not all was at peace. There were those who wished to possess and even control the breath of the world and to stop this, the veils were closed and would only open for those in need of their power. To keep a balance, keys were given to certain beings of either the sky, land, or sea, and only when all three entities were in harmony would a veil open. Not many descendants of those in possession of keys still exist to this day as many were either locked away or killed for their power, but I once knew of one in my earliest reign. He was a benevolent soul and a representative of the Land. He was a mysterious dragon and despite his lack of wings, he was quiet possibly the noblest Alpha I had the pleasure of knowing."_

"_A flightless dragons…?" _Hiccup questioned.

"_Oh, don't let that fool you, dearie, he and those of his breed could race so swiftly and smoothly with the air current that they could appear as flashes of light in the dead of night. The humans at the time had given him the name 'Phantom', for it was said he could vanish like a ghost in a veil of silver mist."_

"_He sounds like an incredible Alpha. Do his descendants still roam?"_ Hiccup asked with a bright smile.

The Scaludron, Typhoomerang, and Fireworm all looked to the black pebbled beach with sorrow, Toothless shifting his eyes to the side with a disheartened expression.

"_No, dearie. He, his mate, and their unborn pup were the last to roam the evergreens of the Mainland I'm afraid. They were hunted to extinction by man."_ The water dragon sighed.

Toothless tightened his eyelids. If only they knew just how wrong they were in assuming the last was of the Mainland. He knew the last one once, and she's forever be the last…

…

After the other queens had finally left for the day to their respective homes before the migration and hibernation began, Hiccup placed her finished project to the side and let out a fatigued sigh. It had been a long day for her and Toothless, and it felt longer now that the sky had blackened and the stars were coming out to play. Now, she was covered in wood shavings and soot while Toothless was plucking at his bouzouki slowing on the opposite end of the cave, waving his tail end back and forth in frustration.

The day hadn't gone out like she had hoped.

In reality, she wanted to spend some quality time with Toothless. But recently he seemed distant and on edge, growing impatient with her affections and putting himself to the corner for long periods of time. She thought being forward with him the evening they returned from the Bog-Burglar Isles would allow him to feel at ease with her, but it just felt like he would avoid her touch throughout the day except for at night when they slept and even at that it was like he was trying to create a distance between them.

At first she thought it was nothing, until she learned of the Rookery and its significance.

It appeared she still had much to learn about dragon culture.

She began to wonder if he was feeling bothered and uncomfortable by her presence and affectionate advances over the past few days. In a way she wanted to give him his distance, yet at the same time she wanted to be close to his side. As far as she knew, there were no other Night Furies around and according to Goliath, Toothless was quite possibly the last of his kind.

A part of her wanted to help him as best she could by being a supportive queen and partner but it was a challenge when he kept pushing her away. Perhaps Goliath was wrong and there were other Night Furies in the world, hiding somewhere. As much as the thought pained her, the last thing she wanted was for Toothless to feel and be alone. She knew the kind of ache loneliness brought, not to the point where she felt like the last of her kind, but solitude was a cold and bitter place. If there was even a sliver of a chance that somewhere in the great, wide world a lone female Night Fury was sailing through the skies in search for a male, who was she to stop such a union?

She was a dragon queen of course and it was her duty to protect and allow her hive to prosper and she was happy with Toothless by her side, but as a human, she and he were separate by their physical forms. Their love was ethereal, and at their age physical intimacy wasn't a priority or much of a concern to them, but what about when they both got older. A soul was formless and fluid like water, confined to a solid psychical host. If they grew closer with age and reached that point in their lives when urges and needs to over, they would be incompatible by design. Even knowing this truth, Hiccup's soul tickled at her sides and tugged at her heart strings, telling her Toothless - her often brash, stubborn, and gruff soulmate- was the one, no matter his shape or form.

The very idea made her face flush as she recalled how he lovingly caressed her when under the spell of dragon root. He was primal, confident, passionate, and yet held so much control and softness in his embrace. His touch was hot and cold at the same time and the low vibrations from his rumbling, assertive voice made her one ankle weak.

She enjoyed his affections. He was playful at times, romantic, sweet even, but that day when he fondled her skin, it was like a solar wind. There was a lusting fuel behind his kneading over her bare flesh and a subtle fire in his breath as it heated her skin with each nibble onto her neck that meditating over it now was giving her the honey glows. A part of her said what he had done was based on an arousal powered by the effects of a plant while deep inside and faint voice told her it was magical.

Growing up, Hiccup could remember being held with love, usually by her mother. The feeling of enveloping another person was so trusting and exposing at the same time. It meant allowing yourself to be vulnerable for a brief moment, but once the arms of another were firmly wrapped around you there was so much comfort and warmth. She could recall when Stoick the Vast embraced her for the last time. It was so bittersweet. She earned his love and at the same time betrayed his trust. After that day she felt she didn't deserve love or admiration from others, the final words of, _you're not my child, _still haunting her closely.

Toothless, however, still chose to hold onto her, despite all her flaws, mistakes, and discretions. He kissed her so softly, whispered that he'd keep her safe, and promised to be by her side. After all they've been through together he still kept true to his words and reinstated his feelings for her and eased her worries. He made her feel more than worthy of his time and energy, and she openly gave to him the same level of devotion and adoration.

But since then, he kept his distance, kept his hold on her to a minimum and spent most of the day hovering over her in silence or off in the distance looking out into the void while strumming a somber tune as if for some meaning or someone.

Even today at Breakneck Bog…he looked so detached, forcing smiles and averting his eyes from her. She could have asked any dragon to take her to Breakneck Bog, Goliath would have been happy to help, but instead Toothless insisted to go with her, even though it was evident he didn't want to. Was he fulfilling his role as a friend and riding partner out of obligation when he in fact wanted to go off and seek tangible comfort? Perhaps with a female dragon?

_No, Toothless isn't that kind of dragon…right? _

He went back for her. He saved her life. He loved her. She loved him. Wasn't that enough for now?

When the Typhoomerang queen made the little comment of Toothless being with her all season, warming her closely, she internally smiled at the thought while he actually grumbled annoyingly. It made her feel like she was smothering him. This would be his first winter to do as he wished, and instead he was to act as her personal coat when he wanted to be out and free. It broke her heart, he seemed to love the cold.

Taking a look around the copper fire-lotus lantern lit cave she called home, she could see the golden shine from the metal reflecting all around the stone walls like sunlight. To the left of the enclosure she could see the large tawny fur blanket she and Toothless used for bed neatly folded and housed in a wooden crate and the small extinguished fire pit she used for both cooking and smiting. At the far left side she could count the glistening sparkles bouncing off of the black beach stones on the cement wall that covered the bathing area and the extra woven baskets she kept to the back for emergency sack lined evenly from descending height. The right of the cave was fairly unchanged, with only small floating shelves made of wood holding glass jars of dried fruits, mushrooms and herbs, small woven baskets of fresh fruits, vegetables and nut while fishing baskets hung on small metal hooks nailed into the stone. Right to the far right was her friend and partner, Toothless, in all his sulking and bruiting glory like a suffering artist. The light from within the royal jelly lens gave his dark scales an almost glossy glaze as it highlighted each one of his battle scars, many of which he refused to talk about.

As much as the lanterns expelling all shadows, for a brief moment they also silenced all the vague voices and illusions of her mind.

Shaking off a growing delusion, Hiccup slowly paced over to Toothless, his focus still deep-set onto his melody, and gave him a light hug to his left side.

…

Laying onto the cold floor at the far end of the cave, Toothless tried his best not to think about her on the other end of the den, and honestly he was having a difficult time doing so.

The sound of her hammer colliding with tempered metal acted as a metronome for his music, a spell that could cause him to drift into a state of void as his thoughts trailed to her.

She really had no idea what she would do to him. Her smile that exposed the faint gap between her front teeth was something he looked for when she laughed, her soft nuzzles and kind kisses tightened chest and muscles while his heart would go wild from her sugary scent of sweet grass that laced her pillow hair and skin, and the way her voice trailed up his spine: she was a poison he couldn't get enough of. He was old enough to read her signs of affection as those of bonding and he liked that idea, he loved cuddling with her and being close, but even since his experience with dragon root his emotions have been all over the place.

It was the darn season fever in the air.

One of the last things on his mind was coition or anything of the sort. Since youth he had listened and watched in silent apathy and remorse for dragons who finally reached their breeding maturity and were forced into acts of the flesh under ever watchful, mocking, and lecherous eyes. The very idea of intimacy was nothing but a myth in those days, their only truth was defilement. Luckily for him, Red Death never got the opportunity or pleasure to watch him engage in such acts. While considered to be a young adult drake by all standards, he was still not of the proper mating age for his breed -as it differed for many- and since only he would know of his body's true development he would have kept such information as private as possible.

That wasn't to say he didn't find Hiccup alluring in many aspects. On the contrary, he found her quite attractive. She was witty and he loved an intellectual challenge. She was innovative, something he found glamorous and awe-inspiring. Her heart was fragile and yet so strong; he adored her internal strength when faced with hardships. Her sweet almond complexion that glowed healthily enchanted him, so soft, warm, supple, and her dark freckles that laced her entire body made him want to trace each and form constellations over her expanse. But it was her eyes, her bright peridot windows that invited him so lovingly and enchantingly that took his breath away. There was just something about her tranquil orbs that made him want just pounce on her, and a part of him feared that.

What if he hurt her? Caused her to fear him? Or worse?

He had to stay away.

Of course distancing himself wasn't going to fix the problem, but as long as he kept a barrier between them until the influence of the season passed he was less likely to physically harm her. Even though she had given him the green light to be playful he just didn't know what would constitute as welcomed advances to unwanted ones. He was fairly new to love and he had no real reference in regards to courtship between a human asides from stories he had read from Camicazi's library. While most of the more, dare he say, risqué, novels gave him a good indication of how human intimacy worked, it was the daring tales of warriors rescuing damsels that bothered him the most. Usually acts of chivalry and great heroism caught the attention of maidens, stories of white knights riding noble steeds and racing off to distant lands in order to defend the honor or well-being of said maiden from the entrapment of monstrous creatures like fire-breathing dragons -an evident stereotype he did not like in the slightest. But where were the stories of dark knights touched by the gentle spirit of blooming heroines and given the chance at love and defend a once enemies from the true villain? As far as he knew they didn't exist.

The one guy who hit the mark as a "white knight" was Aarne and that alone made Toothless boil with jealousy. It just had to be the Viking pretty boy who fit the bill of a hero. He was tall, blond, honor bound. Even his latest deeds painted him as a champion: he sacrificed his most honored possession to protect his friends and saved the day after miraculously coming back from near death.

If Aarne was the knight, and Hiccup was the fair maiden, did that make him the ferocious beast?

As he contemplated the terrible thought, a warm, buttery embrace encompassed his left side, causing his insistent strumming to cease.

"_Hey."_ Hiccup said, by his side, her arms over his left forelimb.

"_Hey…"_ He averted his eyes to the wall.

"_I finished."_

Toothless' eyes slightly twitched. _"Yeah, I'm sure __**HE'LL**__ love it…"_ he tried to mask his bitterness under his breath.

"_I'm sure he'll just be happy to have it back, it was his mother's."_ She stated with a faint smile.

A moment of clarity brushed over Toothless' mind. _"I see…"_

"_He was just a baby when his parents were killed and a few years after that, his uncle died in front of him after being ill for some time… He lost so much at such a young age, but he kept going, never giving up and doing his best to live up to his family name. He's done so much for Berk, and to loss something so precious… I hope he sees that I forgive him..."_

"_Forgive him for what?"_

A lump formed over her throat. "_Everything. The day at the arena, I stopped him from a destiny and right he had earned from our cultures old perspective. I made a terrible comment and attacked him, right in front of everyone, even...the chief."_ She was still finding it hard to say it.

Toothless could see the look of shame within her eyes. Even with all the change and all the good her cause had brought to the people of Berk and the dragon of her island, she still held doubts about her actions that day.

"_It wasn't his fault. He didn't understand like Gustav, Gobber, and Gothi; none of them did. I could have done things differently, I could have made a change without hurting so many people…"_ Her voice was steady but it was clear she was holding back regret.

"_Hiccup…"_

"_That's why…I had to get it back. I broke his axe once… I thought, if I could make things right and thank him for all he's done, it'd be by returning his most precious relic."_

The jealousy that loomed over his shoulders lifted. In this story, Hiccup felt like the villain, an antihero. She was far from it, but in the heat of the moment, it must have looked that way.

"_Toothless,"_ Hiccup softly uttered as he turned to see her beautiful eyes appear dewy with a copper glow. "_I don't want to hurt anyone. No my people, my friends, my hive, my…family, and especially not you."_

A sting ached his heart.

"_I want you to know that if one day you want to leave me and go live out your life or find yourself a mate, I'd understand."_

Toothless' eyes widened, his breath hitched.

"_I want you to be happy and honest with me about these things, so if the day arises and you wish to go,"_ she smiled brightly to him as large droplets of dew beads formed over her eyes. "_I'll at least be happy to have loved you."_

Wordless. All he could do was stare as her smiled brightened and her hold over his forelimb tightened before her head lowered to the ground and she began to loosen her grasp and walk away.

"_Like Hel…"_ he hissed under his breath.

Reaching out with his paw, he pulled her towards him with a swift tug, causing her to utter out a quick whimper as tucked her into a secure embrace, holding her close to his chest muscles as they tightened from her contact to his scales. Her back to him, he began giving her tender nips and laps to her left ear all the way to her neckline, causing her to shudder and let out a repressed howl.

"_Like Hel I'm ever gonna want anyone in this world when I've got you. I've already lost you once to my stupidity and jealousies, I'm not gonna lose you because I can't muster up the damn nerve to make a move and show you how I feel."_

Turning her over and taking his right paw just under her chin and cheek, he gingerly cradled and caressed her upper neck before leaning down and seductively assaulting her collarbone with butterfly kisses and flicks before gently brushing away her tearstained dust covered face with a claw from his left paw after which placing it onto the small of her back and drawing her closer as he buried his snout onto her tresses.

"_And trust me, I want to. So bad. But to me you're more than just the figure of my desires, and the one, you're my best friend, and the last thing I ever want is to make things awkward between us. Maybe not this, or next year but trust me I'm gonna find it so hard to resist you, but for now I just want this innocence to last. So, please…I'll try harder. Anything. Just…please, don't leave me."_

Throughout his declaration, Hiccup's heart felt like a tambourine, tap taping away with increased speed after each of his pecks and laps, jingling her nerves with butterflies and tickles. His words felt like tear drops over her soul, rippling a still stream. All this time she took his aloofness and distance as a means to identify his desire to be on his own, but it was in fact the opposite. She felt she still had so much to learn about Toothless, he rarely exposed himself like this.

It gave her an icy fire sensation over her being. His actions were passionate, comforting, and yearning while his speech was, soft, trembling, and emotional. It was like two halves coming together and forming a calming steam of affection, and she loved how it warmed her inside and out.

A little smile formed over her face as she reached out for his neckline above her, placed her palm on either side of his face, and with his paw still over her cheek she propped herself and began kissing him tenderly from his jawline to his lips, a sensation that actually caused him to shiver. After several more fond attacks to his jaw and his cheeks, with Toothless rumbling intensely from each of her affections and shifting his position slightly to lift her up and rest her legs onto his thighs while still in deep embrace, Hiccup pressed her lips passionately to his and savored the warm sensation of a powerful enchantment.

One final deep kiss later and they both had it out of their system. Hiccup no longer felt cold or insecure about their relationships standing and Toothless was no longer heated beyond belief, although he could still do with a cooling bath to get the last of it out of him. Leaning back slightly to get better looks at each other, they both smiled. For now all that mattered was they had one another in an emotional and spiritual sense, and that was by far more fervent than physical.

"_Let's take a bath."_ Toothless playfully insisted, dipping Hiccup slightly so she'd have to wrap her arms around his neck for support which caused her to giggle oh so lovingly as he lifted himself with his hind legs and walked them over to the tub.

…

Their bodies refreshed and spirits lifted, Toothless began dimming the lotus lanterns within the cave from their full bright bloom to a restful bud, leaving one semi open as he pulled out the fur cover and arranged it for bed while Hiccup properly dried herself to avoid cold. Before seating himself onto the sheet he paced his way over to the finished axe resting on the work bench.

The shape was definitely different from the scrape of metal they had brought back from Breakneck Bog and he was sure the new look was original when compared to how it once had to have looked. She did her best to keep it as true to its predecessor while making it all its own for Aarne. He had to admit, despite being a tool once used and purposed to chop off the heads of dragons, it was a beautiful piece. He honestly hoped Hofferson liked it, Hiccup put a lot of work into it. The tinge of envy that had bitten at his side was gone as if it were never there. The bond between he and his partner was strong, he trusted her and she him, so being sour over her trying to make amends to a white knight who probably still wanted her was no bother to him. She wasn't interested in heroism or good looks but a kindred heart that needed saving. No longer did he feel like the villain, or the hero for that matter; no, he preferred to be the rogue and rebel of the tale and Hiccup his heroine he'd follow into any battle or danger.

Letting of a content huff, Toothless returned to the sheet just as Hiccup was making her way out of the bath area with her white gown swaying lightly with the cool breeze drifting in, and paused slightly with a slight chuckle to her voice.

"_Moonlight, low light, and a warm bed, you really know how to treat a girl."_

A devilish grin crossed Toothless as he laid down onto the fur and opened his dark wings to invite her, "_What can I say, I'm that type of guy."_

Making her way to him, she kneeled down and gave him a sweet kiss to his forehead before positioning herself with him. Once she was settled in, Toothless to one end of the fur and tossed it over them, covering themselves in soft warm as the ever frigid winds grew colder and colder.

A small chortled escaped Hiccup, causing Toothless to look to her confusingly.

"_I hope Gobber finds some left socks before the trolls get 'em."_

Toothless let out a small puff with a smirk. "_I'm sure he will, trolls don't exist."_

"_You're the guy who believes in selkies and jackalopes but not trolls."_ Hiccup questioned with a crooked smile.

"_All I'm saying is humans lose a lot of things, socks are no exception. You can't go around blaming shadows for something like that. I bet you one day, people will start blaming…I don't now machines for their missing socks."_

"_Trolls are real and so are giants, we just haven't found them yet."_ Hiccup puffed her cheeks.

"_Like Gobber's socks?"_ he teased, earning him a light and playful punch to the chest.

As the both laughed from their silliness, Hiccup entangled her arms around Toothless' right forelimb, drawing his presence closer. "_I love you."_

"_I love you too, and if trolls or giants are real, I'll never let them take you away from me, anyone."_ He tugged her in closer with his left paw placed to the small of her back and with the end of his wing turned the lotus lantern to a full bud, shutting out the light.

…

Dark cold waters rushed over the Isle of Outcast as the blackened mass of an island bared each of the seas frigid waves like the stone fortress it was. Clouds over Outcast were overcast no matter the season and glimpse of sunlight were rare to glance at during anytime but as of right now the dark isle was bursting with bright lights, glorious in their radiance and shine. What wasn't so glorious was their origins of dragons' breath.

All over the island wild Nadders, Zipplebacks, Gronckles, and Nightmares stormed the thick stoned island, aiming their flames to the shattering ant-like soldiers desperately trying to take arms or find cove from the rain of fire.

As smoke rose to mix with the night clouds above, one man glared out to the dragon infested heavens, bitterness and discontent in his guts.

"ALVIN! THEY'RE COMING BACK!" A man's voice called out from the defenses to the large figure standing by a tall cliff overlooking the destruction.

Explosions and screams filled the air, only filling Alvin the Treacherous with annoyance and anger as he paced over to a soldier that was once operating a now fallen catapult.

"Out of me way!" Alvin commanded, tossing the soldier and another near with little effort with his massive muscular arms shielded only by heavy tri-spike plates of metal pads and brown leather spiked bracers over his forearms. "You can't find good marauders anywhere these days!" he huffed as he began to lift the catapult into an operational stance and loading it with a giant rounded boulder with ease.

With a teal and rose colored Nightmare speeding towards him with its body ablaze, Alvin slightly adjusted the angling, quickly took into account the direction of the cold wind and waited for just the right moment to shot before kicking the release lever, sending the cannonball high into the sky before it collided solidly with the Nightmare, sending it done to the ground with wailing screams of pain and smothered flames.

Second in command, a lean figured man with a long profound mustache by the name, Savage, stood by his chieftain, his worries growing as the flames grew higher. "Alvin! There're too many of them! We need to get inside!" Savage called out as he took a break for the entrance to the Outcast fortress.

With the flames glowing over his light green eyes and the long scar over his right cheek, Alvin snarled at all the destruction and chaos surrounding him as his men eagerly took shelter from the heated winds on a cold winter's night just as an angered Nightmare emerged from the side of the ledge and took fire towards him. Slowly turning over and not even bothering to run or make haste, Alvin made his way towards the fortress entrance coolly with the flames nearing his back. Once his body was past the perimeter point Savage hastily shut the metal body way and sealed it tightly with a metal bar to a iron j-brackets drilled into the solid stone wall before the Nightmare's fire cut through into the crevasses and decorative opening window with an explosive bang.

"Ugh, I've had it with these dragons!" Alvin proclaimed as he made his way past the wide stone walkway that lead to the strategist table where several of his men had already gathered to look over the various maps and documents lining the round stone table with a circular opening in the center to allow light in from the lava river below.

Once a proud and stout volcanic mountain, said peak was now Outcast Island, nothing more than a root bursting forth from the sea. Some say a giant sea serpent with a great hungry once rose from the depths of the ocean and in its appetite swallowed the volcano in one gulp, leaving only its root as proof if its existence. With flowing fire still coursing through the root, the people of Outcast used said heat and flames as light and warmth, but only in the heart of the volcano are they safe from the dragon lava above.

"Are the ships ready?" Alvin asked Savage, wanting to know how soon he could get a new fleet out to sea for fish and other resources. It took more than just muscles and a strong will to command an army/island, one needed the wit and organization.

"We still have a little more work to do." Savage confess as he scratched behind his neck and tight short dark braid.

"That's not my problem, is it!?" Alvin vented with an iron fist to the stone table. He had a lot on his hands. "We pull in as many as he can to work on the boats and set out for a final catch before the freeze. The rest report to regular duties and rounds before final call. Typical for everyone to slack off when the holidays are near…"

While Outcast may not me as fruitful as say Berk, it possessed a level of coordination that could make even Stoick envious. Every member of the villagers had basic military training and focused their efforts on survival by building their civilization underground. It was a strategy that saved lives and protected their resources as only dragons like Whispering Deaths could penetrate their forces. Luckily Whispering Death sightings were few despite the islands year round overcast. And despite the mass, if not total, population of Outcast being male, there were no shortage of the population growth as there would always be "outcasts" in the world, however there seemed to be this unspoken rule out at sea that only men were allowed on an island of hard labor and stone.

With their orders set, the admirals set out to give out the final agendas for the day, leaving Alvin and Savage alone.

"What are the current productions of millet, bean, and melon?" Alvin asked as he took seat on a stone stool by the table, grabbing a templet paper to mark down the numbers.

"We've been able to double on the grains and yielded some good fruit this season, we should have more than enough for storage and the holiday." Savage answered. As much as he feared Alvin at times, he deeply respected him and never questioned his authority. Before Alvin took over, Outcast was far more barbaric and wild. Under Alvin's rule, they had plenty to eat, a foundation, and a chance at survival.

"Good. And the livestock? Have any of the cows birthed yet?"

"Not yet, but we've got men on surveillance at all hours for any signs of complications."

So far things were looking good. The last thing he wanted was for any other the mothering yaks to go into labor during a dragon attack, they've lost many due to high levels of stress over the years despite all their efforts. Taking a deep breath Alvin listened as the sounds of dragon cries slowly faded into the distance. Some days he wished he had a way to rid them permanently, then life would be a bit more at ease. His people could then be out in the fresh air without fear. He could leave one day in hopes to somehow find his long lost sister he was certain still out there, waiting for someone to find her and bring her home to her dear child.

A heavy sigh left him at the thought. Ten years it had been since he lost everything: his family, his life, his home; on Outcast he was able to regain all those material items once more. He had an excellent son, well-trained, mannered, and witted. He had a role as leader. He had a home. The one thing he could never have again though, was his niece.

He wondered if she still thought of him with kind or even at all. Had it been so long that he was just a distant memory, an illusion. That day he left Berk, he vowed to one day exact his revenge upon the man who denied him his family and although he could have done so many a time since his banishment, it was always his new family and home that took priority over it.

The sound of heavy beating foot stomps broke Alvin of his meditative stance as a soldier entered the Stagey Hall.

"Alvin! We've got us a new arrival. Called for you personally." The soldier saluted.

"Where's he from? I've made me fair share of enemies from all over, might as well know what I'm dealing with." Alvin stood with a cocky grin.

"He said he's from Berk."

His grin vanished. Both the soldier and Savage gulped, that wasn't a good sigh.

Strutting forward, Alvin made his way towards the exit area that lead to the labyrinth-like corridors. It prevented raiding dragons to easily find the food storehouses and livestock as well as potential pillagers from taking advantage of their seemingly defenseless home. As he made his way to the arrival docks from the left entranceway, the two men closely behind, he could see his men armed with axes and swords snarling at the visitor he could not yet see.

Not saying anything as the men continued to hiss and curse at the intruder, a sole snap echoed throughout the area, causing all men to halt their actions and take an at ease stance. Turning his head over to the side, Alvin could see the action was doing by none other than his capable son, Heath, emerging onto the pier from a catacomb channel to the right with focused forest green eyes.

Without even uttering a single word he had the mass of the Outcast army in order with a simple gesture, it just showed how much the men of Outcast equally respected the son of the chief and their next in line to the Outcast dynasty.

With everything under control, Alvin walked forward and let out a semi-content smirk. "Well, would you look at that?! I was wonderin' when they'd finally shove ya off the island, Mildew."

"It's not like I really had a choice," Mildew shivered from both the cold and the initial fear set in by a mass of burly men with armor and weapons ready to lash at his throat. "Stoick's gone mad."

"What else is new?" Alvin bit. "And I see you've been marked a traitor. Free roamin' slaughter is all you are now." He said as he made his way back to the fortress before the old man's next comment stopped him in his tracks.

"I got off easy. You should have seen what he did to his heir!"

Facing the old man again, Alvin's eyes were a mixture of anger and control. "Go on."

Heath's forest eye's narrowed slightly from his father's reaction. He was a curious man, but never this curious.

"It all started two months ago…" Mildew began with a shivering voice as Fungus rolled his eyes, he never learned.

…

"A Dragon Conqueror?" Alvin repeated as he watched Mildew scarf down a bowl of salmon chowder, day old bread, and mead like it was a bounty from the gods as his sheep slowly dug into a small bowl of apples.

"Yes…" Mildew said between a starved bite of bread. He hadn't eaten anything proper in days and appeared bonier than he had already been. If you didn't know better, you'd think a skeleton had been seated by the Outcast chief. "Took us all by storm. That Night Fury…ten feet tall with the strength of a dozen men. When Stoick's heir tried to stop everything, he beat his poor child to near death for trying to outshine his glory in battle… That's when the Conqueror took the body. Haven't seen or heard from the soul since… Didn't even set out a search and rescues ship…"

"So…Berk is heirless…" Alvin scowled, holding back intense fury and pain.

"I'm afraid so… Such a shame, could have been the best Berk had ever had, I feel terrible for not stopping him when it was..." Mildew dropped his wooden spoon and began to sob with a covered face. "I overheard Stoick and the Council days ago, talk of finding the Conqueror in the spring and using its power to fully control their own dragon army. Stoick, was harboring dragons… When they found out I had heard, they branded and reprimanded me to jail, luckily I managed to escape and sailed away as fast as I could here. I fear if he does find that dragon, there's no telling what he'd do… "

"Why Outcast?" A steady voice rang out from beside Alvin, Heath eyeing every movement of the old man like a snake from the opposing end of the table with crossed arms and an expressionless face.

There was something about those eyes that made Mildew uneasy. "Your military strength. If anyone can stop Stoick and the Hooligan tribe, it's the Outcasts."

Heath's eyes remained unmoved before blinking.

It wasn't a reassuring gesture for Mildew. Two words out of the lad and it felt like he could already see through his façade. _What is he?_ Mildew shivered.

Taking a quick glance over to his father, Heath could tell something about the news troubled him. Judging by his interest in the heir of Berk he could put together he in some way knew or was connected with said individual. As next to the Outcast dynasty he made it a point to know who each current and standing heir to each tribe in the Archipelago was, but this was the first he had heard mention of Berk having an heir and now said heir was presumingly missing or dead. Letting out a slow and controlled breath, Heath rose from his seat and made his way out of the chamber.

He had already gathered what information he needed by reading the old man's body language and word choice. His story was falsely masked with scattered truths but what truths were revealed were alarming. Berk had done the old man wrong, changed something to upset him in an extreme way. His branding indicated he was no longer welcomed there or anywhere else, meaning he couldn't be easily trusted and he seemed to be playing on his father's deep and hidden emotions.

He didn't trust the man the moment he saw him in his rickety little boat with a sheep who seemed to know better than to play armed men for fools.

For now, he'd keep quiet, watch, and listen to the old man carefully.

He was particularly good at that.

As Mildew watched the young man of sixteen make his exit, he could hear a grumbling sound behind him that made his heart nearly stop as a large greyish black cat with long fur jumped onto the table, hissed and yowled at him ferociously before stealing his bread and running after the young lad. He didn't even know there was a cat in the room but it seemed to knock Alvin out of his little trance.

"Good boy, Thuggory," Alvin grinned as the feline swaggered away.

When Alvin was sure his son was gone he turned over to Mildew with a serious stare. "Now, listen here, Mildew. Let's say I believe what it is you're sayin'. Why should I trust ya?"

"Look at me!" Mildew gestured to himself. "I've got nothing left! Lost everything! A cat, just robbed me. I'm at my lowest. If I didn't have any kind good information to offer you I would still be out there, starving to death or eaten by the buzzards. Stoick has dragons, and I wouldn't put it past him to use them for his own personal or political gain."

Alvin stared at the pathetic old man, he was always a hassle, but if he was right than Stoick was a far greater threat than he had ever imagined.

"Well, since they won't be searching till spring, we have nothing to worry about." Alvin grinned, his wild dark beard and mustache shinning from the dim lava lighting all around. "Might as well let them have a glorious holiday before _**YOU**_ and my men go out searching for the Dragon Conqueror."

Mildew nearly choked on his mead. "Well-I…can't. These old bones…"

"Oh, come now, Mildew. Ya wouldn't want to miss any of the action? Besides, if what you're sayin' is true, you've got nothing to fear…" Alvin stood as he pulled his longsword from its sheath and placed it right under the old man's neck. "But if you're lyin' to me, Mildew, I'll know your head will be close by for me to lop off myself."

The old man swallowed the dry lump in his throat down to the pit of his partially filled stomach. So much for his plan to tell, skedaddle, and watch all the action from afar. "Well then…I guess it's a good thing I'm not lying, haha." Mildew forced a fearful grin. He never noticed just how menacing and terrifying Alvin was, or perhaps he had just forgotten.

Letting out a great laugh, Alvin returned his sword without cutting the old geezer and walked forward, giving the frail man several rough pats to his shoulders.

"Welcome to Outcast."


	19. Chapter 19

_Hello again. Firstly, I apologize for the long delay. I've been dealing with a few matters and while they are not truly settled I have managed to write a bit during my absence. In this chapter the start of a new holiday and the promise of good fortunes turn dark as a looming shadow crosses over the Archipelago. With Hiccup away and the Berkians left in utter confusion how will young Gustav Larson manage to solve the mystery of the missing dragons and find his helmet? The next chapter will continue the Snoggletog Saga Arc and I will do my best to keep a regular posting as before; 7-10 days, hopefully. A big thank you to my friend and beta reader Warrior Nun for all her help and support. Posting this chapter 6-15-2015. Thank you for your time, patience, understanding, and I hope you enjoy._

…

The Northern waters of the Archipelago were called Barbaric for a reason. Many a strange and unknown or ever unseen creatures lurked in the depths of the dark and cold oceans that spanned between the Mainland and the Western Split. Seasons were harsh, near inhospitable, and any souls who dared live in the Barbaric North would too grow cold and solid like the ice giants that once roamed these waters from the days of yore or mad from the sheer frost. Even to the Vikings, deep-rooted sailors and mighty warriors through and through were still trying to tame its seas and thrive in this cruel and often unbearing portion of the world.

Yet, even in the most merciless of places, hope can be found. A hope you can't feel with your fingertips like the falling flakes of snow, but one that envelopes your heart and spirit with a most kind and kindling of fires. It's this very flame within the hearts of every Viking from the temperate lush forested isle of Berserk to the frozen forsake enclave of Hysteria that kept their will strong and their celebration stronger for a new age.

A new beginning.

A new season.

…

"_Come on, sleepyhead, it's time to get ready."_ Hiccup leaned down to kiss Toothless on the tip of his ear, causing it to flutter with quick movement before his body tossed and stretched slightly under the sheet.

"_It's too early…"_ he groaned before extending his paw outward and pulling his partner onto his chest, a thin sail cloth sheet as their only barrier from proper contact, and began giving her sweet nuzzles to her decadent anise, pear, and vanilla scented cheeks from her spiced fruit and warm syrup breakfast. "_How 'bout you and I make ourselves comfy for a few more hours?" _Toothless playfully teased, giving Hiccup a soft kiss to her ear as he massaged her upper thigh.

The two of them had only arrived at the Rookery Islands the previous day, giving the crescent shaped atoll surrounded by a mineral dense lagoon of saffron, teal, and dark violet a good cleaning and exploration. Rich bronze hued clay structured the island: soft, malleable, and barren of any vegetation, but within its structure contained several freshwater spring pockets on its multileveled surfaces while below the colorful lagoon were lush with dancing blades of sea grasses, kelp, and marine animals of all varieties. After yesterday's tidying they took rest within a cavern of the lone stout mountain that centered the arced island since Toothless practically insisted they spend the night alone gazing at the stars, picnicking under the nightlight, and in general just to be away from the company of the hive. It was his little way of saying he wanted her warm from winters frigid touch invading her body.

If any sensation was going to cause his Hiccup's skin to tremble it was going to be his touch.

"_As tempting as the offer stands, we've got a lot of work ahead of us today,"_ Hiccup giggled as she lifted herself while still in his hold, his paws placed right at her hips as she sat atop his chest and planted a light peck to his snout.

"_Oh, right, like we didn't scrub away enough bird droppings and washed up waste yesterday?"_ Toothless sarcastically creaked.

"_I know it's not a glamorous job, but I want to make this place special for everyone. It's like the others said, it's been three hundred years since the hive has had a chance to lay their eggs on the Rookery. This place holds so much meaning to the past and I want to understand why so that it can properly be preserved for future generations."_

Toothless couldn't help but let out a happy sigh. It was just like Hiccup to put others before her own needs, it was one of her more lovable and equally frustrating qualities.

Roosting season was nearly a week away, meaning they had more than enough time to prepare for the hive's and the arrival of many others, but in a way he knew she was trying to distract herself with things to do, what with her Viking holiday coinciding with the nesting dates. This would be her first holiday away from her home, family, and tribe; the first year she wouldn't need to be hustling and bustling all over Berk in nothing but her casual thin attire for warmth from the icy chomp of the north as she went about arranging festivities in the background while everyone celebrated and cheered from the season's bounty with glee. Here, she'd set up the stage ahead of time, watch over her flock, and if time and her will of mind allowed her to, perhaps she'd return home if not for a brief moment to join in on the merriment of her people.

It was a cheery little idea but he knew she still had plaguing doubts over it all… Why?

Three months.

Three months in the company of winged reptiles; exploring their culture, learning their ways and language, ruling as their benevolent queen. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III: Matriarch of Dragon Island, was near utterly deprived - not in a deprivation of joy or health or anything in that matter - it was a depravity of humanity…

In total she had only made contact with four separate physical human beings over a varying spans of time since her isolation and yet within that timeframe she had also heard, felt, and particularly seen dark figures roaming around in the corner of her eyes and singing in her silly little head on a daily basis. Even Toothless - whom she confided in with nearly all her troubles - was blind to her crisis and despite her endearing trust in him she could never will up the nerve to bring it up in casual conversation. Every night she'd cling closer to his core, sending warm shivers down his spine while hers felt like ice from the skeletal caress of Death or whatever it was that plagued her.

This solitude. Away from people…it gave her an opportunity to be free, untethered from her mundane everyday carry-on of obedience and silence and gave her a chance at independence. The funny thing about freedom is that no one ever tells you about all the downsides to it. The voices. The fears. The truths… The loneliness. Once you're out of the boiling kettle you finally get to see the pot you've been steeping in all those years and sometimes what you see once you're out is not at all like you expected it to be. It's cold, not even lukewarm.

Bottled up emotions were corked tightly within the chambered caverns of Hiccup's mind, spirit, and heart, whispering out to her that on the outside she may feel free and safe, but inside, inside she was still trapped. Voiceless. And with no voice to her inner most fears and woes, they went silently unnoticed like a ticking time bomb and masked away be the euphoric sensation of false security. A remedy for her little problem, if it could be called that, was knowing that at least she'd have Toothless by her side because while he may not know or even understand the full depth of her pain and sorrow he was the one shoulder and heart she could run to in her time of need.

And for what it was worth, that was all she ever wanted or needed.

"_Besides…"_ Hiccup teased his nape with loving scratches that made his hind legs twitch. "_The sooner we finish, the more time we have to ourselves. Don't think I haven't forgotten about you, sweetie."_

Just the very prospect of having Hiccup all to his own before the big arrival had him rock himself from his laying position into a seated one, his dear temptress settled on his lap as he adoringly brushed her cheeks with his paws.

"_Romantic deserted volcanic cove, warm sun, and a pretty girl on my lap…you really know how to get a guy goin'." _

"_Slow down there, bud, we still have an island to clean."_ Hiccup smirked.

"_I'll take the east, you take the west side!"_ Toothless lowered her to the clay ground and took off from the cave, making a quick dash to the left while Hiccup chuckled from his enthusiasm. Walking over to the edge of the entrance, Hiccup looked to the beauty that was the Rookery from the early morning glow of the rainbow lagoon to the gentle folds of the isles body and gave a secure grin.

This was going to be a holiday season to remember.

…

Securing the hook from his belt onto the saddle, a small Viking boy took in a deep breath of the morning air, taking in all its majesty and grace with shut eyes before opening his jade orbs to the world once more.

"Okay! Dragon and rider: check. Satchel: check. Safety gear…" Gustav Larson clanged his fist onto his metal helmet with a crooked grin. "Check. What do you say, my dear brother, Fanghook? One good morning session around the island, then a quick visit over to Hiccup and Toothless to see if they'll be coming for the holidays?"

Fanghook nodded his head in eagerness as he spread his wings out for liftoff, catching a chill upward breeze from the top of the Larson household which allowed for them to view the entirely of the greyish blandness of Berk as the glow from the early morning sun welcoming them both to the first day of the official winter holidays.

There was a definite lightness in the air and whether that be from the satin-like frost that covered the landscape or the fact that Mildew's miasma of hate was weeks long gone, the jewel of the Archipelago seemed to shine just a little more than before. Viking and dragon were at peace once more. True peace one could say. There were no complaints, no dramas, and for a moment it was like Mildew and his plague of ill-thought had never existed. Even his house and crop off to the far end of the island were lost under heavy sheets of snow, forgotten for this sure to be long season and while for now the isle was nothing more than pale sleet, in a few hours Berk would look like a completely different place.

From white to gold, reds, greens, and dashes of azure: the village would soon brighten in both appearance and spirit for this, the most celebrated of times: Snoggletog. Gustav just hoped his two far-distanced friends would be able to make the celebrations in time.

As he and Fanghook circled around the skies over Berk, breaking through the puffs of moist clouds and shouting out into the heavens like never before, Gustav began to think of all the amazing things he and the village would be able to show Hiccup and Toothless once they arrived. He definitely wanted her to see the Academy and the new riding dragons with their partners, the new dragon roosts all over the square and the residential distract, and everyone smiling with cheer for her return. It was basically the secretive talk of the town, how she'd return and bring with her all her spirit that Berk had lost and how they'd thank her for all she had ever done for them before and after the war. It wouldn't be a real Snoggletog without her.

There were many wonderful things he wanted to share with Hiccup as well, like his most recent dreams of spinning gears and hissing whistling pipes of steam lifting thin cloths from the ground. For now it was only a vision, a passing thought or figment, but to Gustav it was all too real as he conducted this mighty fabricated machine through the clouds within his mind. Right now it was only a vague concept in his head, but he knew with a little inspiration and encouragement from Hiccup it could become a reality.

Ever since he began working in the forge with Gobber his imagination took flight in more ways than one and while he loved working with metals, mending rawhide, and whittling wood, there was something about the free moving puffs of clouds in the sky that made him want to just reach out for them and never let go.

Not with a dragon.

Not by catapulting into the heavens.

All he could see in his dreams were balloons. Giant cloth bubbles raised into the sky like a floating lantern that took to the winds with the elegances of a swan and the mobility of an airborne whale. Not the most glorious combination of creatures but to Gustav it was a truly fantastical beast of fabrication.

As Gustav and Fanghook soared out towards the sea stacks after a swift tour around the island a giant stone arc with a thin bridge caught both their attention, causing the two to give each other a quick glance before taking position.

This was the day.

Lifting himself from the saddle, Gustav balanced himself on his two feet as Fanghook drew closer to the nearing slab with an even flight and sharp eyes. They had been practicing this move for days now. Most times they over shot the landing - several times leading to poor Gustav hurtling down towards the freezing waters which thankfully hadn't frozen over like it usually did during the winter holidays - or they underestimated the leap leaving Gustav to dangle and grip tightly onto Fanghook's tail for leverage. Today was different. Today they were going to do this.

No turning back.

"Easy…" Gustav said as he kept an even stance while Fanghook sashayed swiftly with the gales on motionless wings before he felt the light weight on his saddle disappear for a brief moment and as they both passed the arc it was as if the world took to slow motion.

With dragon swooping under the stone opening and young Viking diving over in seamless synchronization, they each timed the seconds carefully and adjusting what little they could before gravity and momentum began to drag Gustav downward once he cleared the stone's length and with extended hands and a straightened body alignment, both reunited perfectly.

After nearly twenty-four tries from previous days, they magnificently managed to stick the landing.

"Yes! Finally!" Gustav cheered.

With that small victory under their belt, Dragon Island was in their sights.

…

It didn't take too long for them to arrive and like before he was expecting a big welcome, or should he say unwelcome by the dragon locals but instead he was greeted with the tasteless chill of silence that howled throughout the island like a wandering hound.

Insisting on venturing forward, both young pioneers traversed the deserted pebbled beaches and the forest boarders for any sign or trace of the inhabitants but the only hospitable sounds that echoed throughout the thickets were those of wild bovid and common cricket. Making it to the usual residence of the island's keepers, Gustav and Fanghook couldn't help but feel a tinge of grim as they looked into the murky hollow that was their home.

"Hiccup…? Toothless?" Gustav called out as he entered the cave.

It was dark and only the dim light from the yellow sunrise provided ample visibility as he and Fanghook searched the enclosure.

The floor was spotless and the shelves that hanged from the walls were nearly bare of fresh food and it was evident that several fishing baskets were missing. Taking a quick peak outside he could see the small _Hopeful Puffin_ docked securely onto the black stone beach, untouched by hands but not the constant turn of the sea. _Strange_, the both had to wonder. It was like they had vanished. Not just them, but the island itself felt empty.

Breathless almost and far too quiet, even for Dragon Island's standards.

Giving Gustav a small tap to his helmet with his tail, Fanghook directed the young boy to a piece of paper pinned to a wooden desk to the left of the cave and upon taken a closer inspection of the sheet they were soon able to piece things together like a jumbles but still undistinguishable puzzle board. It read:

_Dear Gustav,_

_If you are reading this, the hive and I are currently away to the south, but I'm sure you've already been informed. As a parting gift I've left a small box to the right of the table. Inside are Fireworm globes made for the hanging lanterns as well as a batch of Gronckle Iron just in case. I don't know for how long we'll be away, but we will come back. Please take care and we'll see you and everyone as soon we can._

_Your friends, Hiccup & Toothless._

Lowering the sheet and walking over to the sealed box, Gustav lifted the lid slightly and watched as a bright sun-like glow escaped and shined outwards like golden treasure, lighting the cave and momentarily surprising him before his eyes adjusted to the warm burn of the small glass orbs within the crate.

"Currently away?" Gustav questioned as he nestled one of the globes with his free palm, looking to his dragon brother for an answer and when none could be conjured they both took to staring at the golden sphere for enlightenment.

…

"Here?!" A woman cheered out from atop a green Gronckle hovering over one of the many dragon roosts with an old axe ornament tied with a red ribbon in her hand as she looked over to Gobber to gauge his reaction to her choice of spots for the item.

"Yes, yes, no, no, that one a wee bit higher!" the blacksmith pointed out to a bare pillar in need of some Snoggletog cheer to which the woman gladly pinned with a secure nail of Gronckle iron.

"Here?!" she called out again for confirmation.

"There! Ah, that's the spot!" Gobber smiled just as Stoick's open palm collided with his left shoulder, his grin reaching from ear to ear over the glorious sight all around as the square grounds and airway began to lighten with merriment.

"Alright!"

Stoick wanted everything to be just right for the holiday for not only the people and dragons, but for the one person he hoped would return for the season. Hiccup. She had always done well to organize the decorating and assisting whomever needed it during the rush of the embellishing's that she'd spend more time working than enjoying the season. This year was going to be different. This year it was the village that was going to treat her to a wondrous holiday. With dragons and Vikings uniting forces, hanging ornaments, garlands, brightly festive shields, and glass lanterns, the holiday decorations were coming along faster than ever. It usually took the entire village from sunrise to sunset to get everything settled perfectly that by the end of the day they'd lack on minor details like food, lighting, and the most coveted of holiday beverages, yaknog; but with the dragons aid Berk was decked out with more holiday spirit and cheer than ever. He hoped she'd love it, he planned to spend more memorable holidays by her side as opposed to apart.

While the dragons, adults, and adolescents prepared and settled the festive arrangements the young children roamed around the masses, dressed in colored and converted barrels made to resemble the likeness of their respective family dragons while others danced around this the leftover trimmings of garland to and fro.

One little girl, adorned in a olive-colored Gronckle suit approached a most plump and quiet Boulder class drake and let out a might roar, to which she was reciprocated back by said dragon in the kindest and warmest of tones before both frolicked and hopped off to spread more holiday spirit to the dragon and Viking community.

"Atta boy, Meatlug!" Fishlegs cheered gentle towards his dragon from atop the roof of his home as he bordered the perimeter with long bands of garland and watched as his Gronckle trotted around the plaza with swollen paws and a raspy breath.

For a while he had been worried his friend was becoming too domesticated. Meatlug had put on a little weight along with a few other dragons, but he figured he was partially to blame, he tended to spoil the guy with crunchy rocks and fish which he was now eating more of and with the holidays in motion be knew there would be plenty more for Meatlug to sink his fangs into.

On the other side of town there was yet another dragon who looked rounder under her yellow belly: Stormfly, and while she remained highly active and was fed an appropriate amount of food, it was clear to see she had put on a few pounds over the season. If it meant anything to her riding partner it was that she was growing comfortable with her new life away from bars and darkness.

"Are you ready girl?" Aarne smiled as he lifted a trio of shields, waiting as his Nadder sister unraveled her spines before he tossed the disks effortlessly into the air towards the main centerpiece of the square, a giant wooden pine tree that had been with the Hooligan tribe for generations.

It was always considered a high honor to decorate such a masterpiece.

With a quick whip of her tail Stormfly pinned the three shields perfectly into place while above Gothi and Etch pinned the upper most ornaments with a flick of her twisted Whispering Death propeller, concluding the tree's beautifications in less than ten minutes, a new village record for the young warrior and the elderly woman.

"By Odin's beard, Gobber! Vikings spending the winter holiday with dragons. What would our fathers say?" Stoick asked as he and Gobber took a quick tour around Berk to see the now fully dressed village.

"They'd think we'd lost our minds." Gobber honestly smiled as he looked to Bones beside him while Stoick's Thunderdrum walked closely by his rider, causing both men to let out hearty bellows of kind.

"Well done, well done! All of you!" Stoick announced to the crowd from the side of the giant wooden tree. "I never thought I'd live to see this day, peace on the isle of Berk."

Everyone smiled and cheered as they gave each other well deserved pats on the back and eager pets to their dragon companions.

"This will surely be the greatest holiday we've ever seen!" The chief lifted a closed fist in confidence towards the grey heavens, to which the crowd exploded with excitement and glee.

Everything was perfect. The villagers was in high hopes, the dragons were spirited. All was at peace and calm. Three hundred years of Snoggletog celebration and this would be the first year in a new string of years where once foes could now band together as friends and allies. All thanks to one small Viking girl and a dark dragon who met for the first time on this very isle called Berk not too long ago. If not for them, the holiday would be somber and routine at best. With dragons and Vikings side by side, nothing could ever tear either of them down.

As the people and dragons began to exchange embraces and laughter, an ominous cry from above echoed out sending the entire island to a silence that could make a snowflake falling gentle to the ground sound like an explosion of thunder.

"What the…" Stoick whispered as a dark shadow draped over Berk like a thick sheet, blocking any light to pass from the dreary and cloudy sky. In a way it was like a second night, only instead of glittering stars dazzling the sky with a glow of light, hundreds upon thousands of stretched wings and sharp claws tore through the heaven.

It was like the darkest of days from the olden stories of the Mainland.

A storm of fangs and dark wings.

The day the dragons came…

"What in Thor's name?!" Gobber remarked from both the sight and from the grounded dragons' demeanor of once calm and collective to anxious and wired.

Every golden eye on Berk was plastered to the sight of the horde, its shape like a dim waves and their calls fierce and rapid like a banshee and like the wail from a wayward spirit so too did the grounded dragons begin to screech like devils, their eyes becoming piercing and sharp while their bodies grew tense and urgent. Within the mature dragons a natural pull urged for them to follow - to go. It was a sensation far too long ignored since the reign of the Red Death (as those winged caught hovering near or even by the monstrous devil's domain would be caught and forced into servitude) bringing none to dared venture from the north towards the south with certainly of their own and their expecting's safety. With new faith and word from a Scaludron by the name of Atlas news spread of his death and the rise of a new monarch.

A young - unusual - but most certainly royal and bona fide queen whose aim was far from servitude: it was service.

The need to join the heavenly troop roused the females from the square to the dragon huts and soon too were the males in desperate desire to follow their companions as Etch, Bones, Stoick's Thunderdrum, and Hookfang roared out to the Berkian flock, their thunder-like cries shuddering the nerves of the now confused and wary Vikings by their sides.

It was decided or more specifically, it was inevitable.

The time had come.

With only one call from the four drakes, wings were spread and flapped towards the sky in order to feed the ever growing cloud of talons and teeth, leaving the people of Berk in a state of utter confusion.

"Come back! What are you doing!?" Snotlout shouted, his body precariously hanging from the ledge of his house where Hookfang had left him last during the decorations.

"AAAHHH! MEATLUG!" Fishlegs panicked as he noticed his Gronckle attempt to buzz away and chased after him with all his might while the others watched every single dragon leap into the air, not even turning back to say farewell.

"What's going on?!" Ruffnut shouted as she and her brother noticed Barf and Belch seemingly hesitate before following the crowd, their two heads twisting and hissing to one another before taking to the air.

"What's happening?!" Tuffnut added as he watch his and his sister's dragon fly away.

"Where's Gustav?" Aarne asked in a whisper-like tone as he looked around for his young dragon expert friend.

Of all the possible times, in the hour of need, Gustav Larson was gone…

…

A small sigh of disappointment escaped Gustav's breath as he and Fanghook made their way back home with the box of glowing globes secured tightly with a makeshift rope net and the letter Hiccup had left behind. Within the short span of time he had spent traveling to Dragon Island from Berk and now back again the skies had become foggier, almost musty with all its haze and grey shadows. In truth the weather on the outside reflected his emotions on the inside.

Bleak and tasteless.

He had such high hopes in the beginning of seeing her and everyone and despite his stinging disappointment he honestly knew she meant well. True it was the holiday season and she did make it clear she'd make it back in time for the festivities, he just wasn't expecting for her to be away. Once or twice she had mentioned in previous letters about venturing towards the south for what she called "roosting arrangements" whatever that meant, but those messages were close to a week old. And what did she mean by '_you've already been informed'_?Was it a reference to the previous letters or was he missing something else entirely? The whole thing felt so out of place. He had hoped she would have been done with whatever "dragon business" she had to take care of but then again she was a queen and had obligations to her hive. Still, she did take the time to make the glow globes that he was sure everyone would love as opposed to using wax candles to light the colored glass orbs that would decorate the village - it was always such a hassle to scrape away the melted wax from the interior of the glass anyways.

All in all the visit wasn't a waste and in the end he got to pull in a few good flight hours with Fanghook before the decorations. He was sure Hiccup and Toothless would make it back in time and that everyone would be understanding about it. With any luck the decorating arrangements would already be finished by the time they returned, leaving him plenty of time to muse over his dreams of balloons and clouds and Fanghook a chance to nap.

"What do you say, pal? Wanna go around Berk again?" Gustav asked with a cheerful grin.

Before Fanghook to comment on the enquiry a heavy rumble from somewhere within the low clouds echoed out like the sound of a thousand offbeat rowing oars. Both barely had time to question the origin of said strange noise when the body of a full speeding Nadder charged straight for them, the pupils from its golden eyes thin and edged like nails and its call like that of a wild stallion. Thankfully for the rider and the two dragons, their reflexes were sharp and quick, each avoided the other completely which was good news for them until the realization set in that there was even more traffic in the sky that needed to be avoid at all cost.

Like a jumbled obstacle course Fanghook and Gustav dodged and ducked, heaved and weaved, turned and twirled; basically ricocheting left and right at every which way from the seemingly endless stream of flying reptiles.

With so many dragons above blocking the sky the once cool grey light that brightened the cold world turned black like midnight making the world feel dark and frigid. It was like sailing through space with the only comfort of life and existence being the chanting and grueling rasps of beasts and the dim golden comet-like glow from the orbs within the crate to light their way.

It took everything in Gustav to hang on tightly to the rails and look out for the many zipping talons and tails that felt so close to him that they grazed his hair and whistled by his ears while Fanghook did his best to maneuver smoothly around the buzzing circulation and maintain a proper hold on the cargo between his talons. There tactful endeavor lasted no more than thirty seconds, but with the amount of zigzagging they were doing it might as well have been a three hour marathon.

After the nonstop traffic began to subside they could clearly see a break in the fog ahead, showing a faint light in the distance – their ray of hope.

"Come on, Fanghook, let's get outta here!" Gustav insisted, a request he didn't need say twice as Fanghook streamlined his body as tight as he could to try and increase his speed out of the maze.

Just when the exit was within reach, a low wing from a Nightmare grazed the top of Gustav's helmet, clanging it loudly in the darkness before the force from the impact pulled it off from his head, sending the metal horned headgear down like a fallen star.

"Oh no, my helmet!" Gustav called out as he placed his left hand over his bare head of dark hair and watching from the side of his dragon to see a faint glimmer of silver vanishing from sight.

Hearing his friends distress Fanghook looked down and with his sights on the falling helmet dove down with little warning to Gustav - who still only had one had held to his horn - and darted for the object as if his life depended on it.

"Whoa! Fanghook!" Gustav shouted out loudly as he regained his hold onto a horn before repeating the word "no" over and over till it seemed to lose all its meaning. "Whoa, whoa, wait, Fanghook! Stop!"

Gustav pulled firmly on his horns to signal for a halt, to which his Nightmare complied with as they both witnessed the small helmet bullet through the dark waters, blending in with all the lost treasures and souls trapped in the deep.

This was all happening too fast for Gustav to even come up with the right questions to ask. Why were there so many clusters of dragons roaming the skies? Where were they off to in such a rush? Was this only an isolated incident or had Berk been plagued by this swarm of serpent shadows not too long ago? Where was Hiccup when he needed answers to these questions? Did he really just lose his only helmet to the Barbaric Seas?

So many questions, so many problems, no definitive answers, and on Snoggletog of all seasons.

Gathering himself to a steady mindset and easing Fanghook's tremors with gentle pats of reassurance behind his horns, he knew the first thing he had to do above asking questions.

"We'll get it later, pal, we need to get back and find out what's going on."

As they both turned back towards their original course, Fanghook took a final glimpse behind him for only a moment.

He couldn't reach the helmet in time…

…

"Where are you going?!" A man cried out as his family's wild horned Nightmare took to the sky in pursuit of the dark flock.

It was the same everywhere. Families beseeched for them to stay and children began to sob as one by one all the dragons that that grown to become members of the community (practically kin) began to leave. Even the more stubborn of Vikings tried to restrain several from going but in the end it was of no use – they all fled.

"No, no, no, no! Don't leave, Stormfly!" Aarne begged as he reached out for her. He rarely ever plead for anything in his life and he had never imagined he'd have to convince his own dragon, who had become like a sister in many ways, to stay.

"_I have to, brother. It's time. I'm sorry."_ Stormfly regrettably hushed under his call knowing fully well he couldn't understand her voice or reasons for doing this. It pained her truly and if she could change this fateful day to any other she would in a heartbeat but time was so linear and cruel that way. With a final glance to Aarne's saddened visible blue eye she opened her strong wings and took flight with a crying heart.

Tears would only pain her heartache even more but what she would give to be able to express such emotion.

"Don't go!" His long finger tips spread outward as if to reach out and tangle her down before they slowly curled back towards his palms like receding vines.

"Please…" His plea fell soft as Stormfly motioned away towards the growing swarm. The very sight of his dragon and only family abandoning him causing his heart to grow numb and brittle for a brief moment before the distant shout of Gustav and the roar of Fanghook approaching the plaza caught his attention. Not missing a beat and recomposing his emotions Aarne sped towards the soon to be landing duo - if anyone could provide an answer, it was Gustav.

"Aarne!" Gustav shouted as he jumped off Fanghook who looked to the flock of still passing dragons' racing by, his own body motionless and unmoved by the craziness overhead.

"Gustav, what's going on? Where are they going?" Aarne asked in a panic as he gestured to the dark flood above.

The helmetless Viking was just as confused as Aarne but before he could relay their shared concerns a new breed of swarm came storming towards the small boy like a herd of stomping elks, all calling out his name and all with a complete look of utter distress and calamity on their faces. The village hadn't been this frazzled since Hiccup's self-exile.

"Why did they leave?!" A thick bearded man leaned towards the small boy with eyes that craved an answer, one to which the young Viking couldn't provide.

"What's happening?!" A young blonde woman with wary hazel eyes demanded with begging hands outward.

"What if they never come back?!" A second man shouted out and by this point the air around Gustav was becoming thick and heavy with a miasma of shock and overall dread as voices and pleas were mixing together in the most horrible of ways which made it difficult for the young rider to focus on a single person's query. It was almost enough to make him become tense and frightful just having all these people with demanding eyes and wavering panic turning to him for wisdom he didn't have.

"Stop! Wait!" Gustav begged with his arms forward in defense as he tried to back away with no avail. He felt like a cornered yak and without his horned helmet to act as his defense he truly felt exposed and utterly vulnerable.

"CALM DOWN!" Stoick's voice cut through the noise as he motioned men and women out of the way in order to reach the young lad who cowered slightly in a shivering manner from all the chaos filtered onto him in less than fifteen seconds from his arrival. "GIVE HIM A CHANCE TO SPEAK!"

Everyone silenced themselves as Gustav tried to straighten up and breathe, something he felt he hadn't been able to do since he landed.

"Gustav, where are all of our dragons going?" Stoick asked in a soft tone. The last thing he needed was for their only dragon expert to feel pressured but it was clear from the tinge of worry in his voice he and everyone else needed an answer. Anything.

With his helmet gone Gustav felt small compared to everyone, even Stoick the Vast who he had always considered to be a tall man looked more like a towering giant. Jade eyes opened wide, Gustav looked to his chief and could only shake his head slowly. His mouth had become dry and cold as if to refuse any response and even if he could his mind could hardly configure a statement to their claim. All eyes and ears were upon him, clearly seeing the bright giant eyes he tried so hard to keep hidden from those who'd consider him weak and pathetic.

"Chief…I don't know…" his voice sounded so small and quiet but all had heard those four dreadful words.

For a moment, all sound was lost and the village grew colder.

Fidgeting his fingers Gustav reached into the breast of his vest where he had kept the small note and handed it to his chief, his small hand trembling as he presented it over and watched as Stoick read the message with a growing expression of sorrow before his shoulders fell with a heavy breath that slowly escaped his lungs.

The sound of calling dragons echoed throughout the air once more before slowly fading off into the distance like a retreating locust cloud that near perfectly began to blend with the grey heavens like they never even existed, leaving only one yellow and violet Nightmare behind who vaguely stared off towards the sea in silent stillness.

The first day of Snoggletog had begun and it was only eight o'clock…

…

As the first glimpses of the sun's rays touched the Rookery Isles, warming the sleep drifted residents with soft kisses of awakening, dire screeches filled the air as a pear-shaded Nadder dug her claws into the soft clay and bucked her powerful legs as the first contraction set in with an overwhelming sharpness that stirred her into a bitter rise. Her screams echoed all throughout the island as her mate panicked out of his slumber to try and draw in close to relax her, but it was plainly obvious from her quilled out spines, piercing cries, and thin pupils that she was in no mood for his comfort.

All she could understand was pain.

As the young Nadder thrashed her head about and flapped her wings in aching stress that raddled many of her neighbors into a slight frenzy a small figure slowly approached her from behind with easy footing. Even with the halo of morning shadowing the approaching creature's features gentle peridot eyes and nimble arms reached forward in a tender acceptance that exuded passiveness.

The riled female Nadder would have most likely sent out a line of venomous spines towards the approaching shadow if not for the steady and soothing whistles coming from its presence that somehow quieted her screams to whimpering squawks and allowed her mind a momentarily calmness as warm and caring hands softly brushed down her quills and stopped her quivering with patience strokes.

The sound of the ocean waves along with the breezy lull of her young queen brought the young pale green Nadder to her knees as her small palms trailed their way along her body towards her jawline, causing her to release a content hum as softly dilating eyes came face to face with freckled almond skin and a sweet smile.

With the rattled female put to rest the island once again fell into peace as eyes watched with great interest and mild fear at the soils first laying after three hundred years of fruitless barrenness.

"_There you are."_ Her voice chimed._ "You're gonna be okay." _Hiccup said as she slowly encouraged the calmed mother onto her side as her breath began to quicken and become heavy while she began to slowly caressed her snout as the constrictions continued and dilation set in, all the while reassuring the new mother of her excellent and bravery.

This was the first miracle of the day and many of the experienced and inexperienced dragons surrounding the island had initially been frightened and rightfully so in their defense of the mere thought of the first contractions sparking. Year of watching many young awaiting mothers displaying frantic jerks and cries of pain had left them traumatized as such actions sounded like the most horrendous of tortures and in the end resulted in their immediate death by the ever strict and hunger eyes of the Red Death - who had no time to console a wailing mother who couldn't conceive properly - and even knowing fully well that their new kind sovereign would never bring nor wish harm onto their young the fear still kept so many shaking with fright.

With a low yowl, many praises by Hiccup, and the constant support and lapping from her mate, the young female Nadder breathed a sigh of ease as her pains slowly blissed away and a joyous chirp escaped her as she eased her way up to see her fair-sized clutch of turquois colored eggs and for the first time in so long a mother of the Dragon Island hive rejoiced for the miracle of new life.

Slowly treading away from the new soon-to-be parents Hiccup smiled brightly towards the skies as a marvelous cloud of drakes combed the heavens with all their magnificent shades of burnt oranges, lilacs, teals, and golds like living artwork before slowing their race towards the island and taking roost with the many other dragons from her domain. When she had giving word to Atlas of the Rookery becoming public domain once more she wasn't expecting such an influx of residence but then again this was Atlas she was dealing with – he was a Tidal dragon with a loquacious tongue.

"_Do you think there'll be enough space for everyone?"_ Hiccup asked as she paced over to Goliath and Toothless who monitored the skies as thoroughly as she and the rest of the horde.

"_Don't fret yourself, my queen, though the numbers may seem large the island's levels and size will prove to be more than enough for the whole plus the bairns."_ Goliath chuckled as he felt the nervousness on his ruler's breath. "_And I must say you've handled all the arriving herds excellently. I doubt any of them will ever forget this great honor you've given to invite."_

In his eyes she had no need to be wary or fussy over the prospect of an overcrowded nursery when she had just excellently aided in the laying of a frazzled mother with ease - which in his opinion was far greater of a challenge if any - and handled the various politics from neighboring clans with regal graces but he knew her fears were understandable and warranted for not only her position as matriarch but also for her inexperience in such events. Frankly he knew just as much as she did about the moods of the various clans joining there party and for her being a human on what was considered sacred dragon grounds was surely to rattle a few fangs from those whom did not know her rank; caution was a high priority to them all especially with such delicate matters such as this. Nevertheless it seemed that Atlas' surely dazzling words of Queen Hiccup put worries to rest and with her new reign he supposed an ushering of new traditions were to be expected and welcomed.

"_Was the Berkian faction notified?"_ Toothless asked as he watched the new arrives settle onto open nests after giving a brief respectful bow towards Hiccup.

"_I believe Atlas informed Etch of the upcoming event and she was to relay the news over to the village elder."_ Goliath answered.

"_I can't wait to meet everyone, especially this Meatlug I've been hearing so much about, Goliath. She sounds like a real peach."_ Hiccup smiled.

"_Ah, yes…sweeter than any fruit and so ripe with adoration and warmth."_ Goliath smiled, not caring one bit that his titan-wings fluttered smoothly as he thought of her and just knew seeing his dearest Meatlug again after so long would make this most memorable of holidays one to cherish and he could hardly wait to see the little bundles of Gronckle joy they would bring into this new world.

…

Beckons of red and green spheres dazzled the Berkian plaza distract brightly with warmth and a welcoming presence that could be seen from miles out to sea, but alas no amount of radiance could rekindle the shattered spirts of the isle's people whose hopes dimmed as the day turned to night and shadows once again fell upon their skies and covered their lands in total darkness. After the dragons disappeared with no trace for the Viking populous to follow and no answer to their departure from Gustav or Gothi - whom were considered the most knowledgeable in such dragon matters - a wind deafening silence veiled over the snow drenched village while lights and the rustling of chatters and mummers echoed with woe and grim throughout the Great Hall where we find the mourning people of Berk once more in their great time of peril.

"Where'd they go?!" one man questioned to a group of his fellow villagers by the open flames where everyone bundled together for warmth and comfort from this unexpected turn of events.

"Snoggletog is ruined!" A second man laxed his shoulders in defeat, all his hope and cheer vanished from his breath.

"IT'S NOT RUINED!" Stoick's voice thundered out from the low chatter being passed around by everyone, drowning each of their pessimism with his stern and commanding tone as they all turned their focus onto him for answers and perhaps hope.

"We're Vikings!" he added as he leapt onto the stone borders of the great round fire pit in the center of the room. "We've been perfectly happy celebrating without dragons for generations and there's no reason we can't do it again! Now we don't know where they've gone off to, but we have to have faith that they'll be back again soon."

Leaning against the freezing stone walls of the Hall the young dragon riders listened from the shadows, their bodies as far away from the inviting flames and crowd. It seemed they of all the people were taking this tragedy the hardest.

"Am I right?" Stoick finally asked after a brief period of silence - a small hopeful grin on his face. The last thing he wanted was for his own hope to fade away, it was all he had to hold onto during this season.

"YOU'RE RIGHT, WE ARE VIKINGS! WE'RE TOUGH!" Gobber the Belch howled from the side of the crowd with great enthusiasm that brightened up the air.

Adorned in a festive elk antler headdress heavily decorated with holly while he carried three tethered glow-orbs of ruby, gold, and emerald respectively as his interchangeable hand jingled with the sound of many small bells attached to a wooden rod: Gobber simply radiated with holiday cheer.

"Most of the time…" he continued as with bell arm raised high, causing small but authentic bursts of happiness from the people around him and even though he too felt strickened by the disappearance of his own dragon he knew from years of experience concerning loss that mourning never ailed the pain. For now he'd leave the healing to merriment and togetherness with the friends he still had by his side.

"Let's sing some Snoggletog songs!" Gobber cheered as he rattled his bells to a classic tune of joy and celebration that roused the spirits of the people into small bits of laughter and dance.

Little by little, the rekindling of hope brightened the air and warmed their hearts from their cold confinements.

…

While small and elderly had joined in on the melody and festivities, the young dragon riders - whose hearts could not be so easily be mended with jiggles and chime - slipped away without notice to the frigid but warmly lit plaza streets. They had each looked to the snow covered pathways that had once been littered with the prints of hundreds of dragons. Now the grounds were even and untouched like their existence was all but a myth. All around the remnants that had proved for certain that dragons had once crossed their very paths felts erased like the footprints along a shoreline and for the young riders who had once lived to erase them from existence themselves now craved for their return.

Now, Gustav was laying on his bed, the warm covers draped over his body as he thought to everything that had transpired that day and to what Tuffnut had said earlier: _Easy for you to say, your dragon is still here._

_Why?_ He kept asking himself what made his dragon stay behind while everyones stormed away and what purpose could have caused what seemed like every dragon in the Archipelago to vanish? He wished his Dragonese was far more advanced so he could simply ask but ever since they had gotten back to Berk Fanghook had spent his time gazing outward to sea as if he wished to follow them. Even now with him seated by his bedside Fanghook's vision was focused on the barely visible crack in the wooden window that looked out to the ocean as if longing to go.

Gustav let out a tired sigh. Nothing had gone the way he had planned. Sure he and Fanghook were able to finally pull off their aerial trick that morning but they weren't able to share that bit of exciting news to Hiccup who left with her hives to parts unknown. She did leave the Fireworm globes which everyone really seemed to love as both an ornament and as a light to guide the dragons back home yet now they had to deal with the possibility that she or the dragons may not return in time for the holiday season, or ever. Then there was Fishlegs' strange lack of concern and Aarne's overly optimistic demeanor over the entire situation but he supposed everyone coped and grieved in their own way. At least Aarne was making an effort to stay jovial, he just hoped his idea of "burying the sadness" was tame considering he had a tendency to take things to an extreme level when handling difficult emotions, especially loss.

As he let out another sigh he could hear faint footsteps trailing up the stairwell to his room and was soon greeted by his mother with a small smile.

"How you holding up, dear?" she asked taking a seat by the side of his bed.

"I'm okay. This morning I had everything planned out. I knew all the answers and I thought nothing could ruin the holidays, but now…" Gustav ran his fingers through his wild dark tresses before dragging them down to his face. "Ugh…"

"I know it's been difficult, sweetie and you're trying to figure everything out on your own and I'm proud of you for doing so, but the last thing I want is for you to lose your spirit. I'm sure the dragons will come back soon, they always do, and for what it's worth at least Fanghook and I are here by your side." Helen Larson grinned as she placed a cool palm over his son's cheek for comfort before giving his forehead a small kiss. "Best you two get your rest for tomorrow."

With Gustav's mood lightly eased he leaned forward to blow out the small candle by his bedside and adjusted the covers over his body as his mother exited the room.

"By the way, where's your helmet?" her head wiped back from the corner of his room.

"My-my helmet?" Gustav questioned in a panic as he lifted himself up from his laying position.

"Odin needs a place to put your goodies!"

Seeing his mother's bright smile really put the extra bit of damper on his day. He had completely forgotten about his helmet what with all the commotion about the disappearing dragons. This was bad…

"Right, I think I left it at the forge… I'll get on that tomorrow."

Giving her son an unsuspicious blink Helen paced her way down the steps while her son palmed his forehead. He could have told her the truth. It was highly unlikely she'd get angry with him over something as silly as losing his helmet, but there was enough disappointment in the air to last a lifetime, the last thing she needed to hear was that his favorite and only headpiece was somewhere lost in the bottom of the ocean.

Returning back to a laying position, Gustav could feel the snout of his dragons lightly pressed over his chest, his rumbling growl sounding more like a mournful mewl than the proud grumble a Monstrous Nightmare was known for.

"Don't worry, pal. We'll get to the bottom of this and make plans in the morning. For now, let's get some sleep, it's been a long day…"

And with an agreeing puff of smoke rings exiting Fanghook's nostrils that filled the room with greyish clouds of warmth both young pioneers dreamt of dark skies and darker seas while the cold winds from the north swept towards the south.


	20. Chapter 20

_Hello again. In this chapter Aarne tries to spread the holiday cheer, Gustav gives Fanghook a gift that causes him to leave, and finally comes to terms with becoming a new parent. Sorry for the delay, I injured myself. In the next chapter and final stretch of the Snoggletog Saga, sparks will fly, dragons will be found, and the true meaning of the Snoggletog will bring everyone closer together. Due to the late posting schedule I will not be posting a release date for the next one. I don't like to break marked promises and disappointing others but it must be done. Posting this chapter 7/2/2015. Thank you and please enjoy._

…

_Gustav's cries echoed as he zoomed over Berk whilst riding a wild bull of a Gronckle. All he wanted to do was figure out why all his friends were suddenly acting so strangely, instead he got a bruised face, a lost friend, and a still helmetless head._

_What in Thor's name was happening to everyone?!_

_Ducking his head from the flash-flying bull overhead, Aarne gave the sight of Gustav riding Fishlegs' dragon face first a stupendous and priceless jaw drop and for the first time in days thought clearly._

"_Gustav?! Where are you doing?!" he questioned with furrowed brows._

"_I HAVE NO IDEA!" Gustav's shout rang through the sky as villagers below began to point in amazement and utter bewilderment before both disappeared from sight into the pale rising sunlight._

"_Meatlug!? What about presents!?" Fishlegs barked from atop an upper level pathway by an old abandoned hay storage unit. "HEY!"_

_It all felt like it happened so fast when in fact it all began to bubble over four days earlier…_

…

Morning was quiet possibly Toothless' favorite time of day. He had always enjoyed the feeling of being well-rested and starting anew and each day felt more memorable now that he was spending each with his dear Hiccup warmly snuggled between his paws. He felt her overall plushness wrapped around him and couldn't help but allow a small purr to escape his throat as he rhythmically felt their hearts beating in complete harmony while a brisk wind pushed forth the scent of the sea breeze that seamlessly mixed with Hiccup's natural sweetness before seeping into the his nostrils and the small cavern they called their temporary den.

It had been a rather hardy and joyous day yesterday if he said so himself. Clans from north of the Barbaric Seas to as far south as the Mediterranean had gathered onto the Rookery Isles by open invitation on his sweet Hiccup's behalf and while at first she had been adamant to the idea of hosting such a sensitive extravaganza, he couldn't help but feel great pride to knowing that she had been and was very much welcomed and regarded highly by his dragon kin. It had really lessened most of her initial fears when the neighboring hive leaders willingly and openly viewed her as an equal and if she was happy, he was the happiest. She had been quite pleased to see the Berkian faction reach the island late yesterday night and although they didn't get a chance to properly welcome them due to the lateness of the day they were nonetheless glad they were able to make it.

With morning on the rise, he felt now was a good a time as any to give greetings to the arrivals and gradually roused himself from sleep with a mild stretch as to not awaken the still dozing Viking in his hold. As his paw trailed down the side of her sleeping gown he could sense the softness of her skin underneath the thin cloth. He could feel her short hair brush up against his chest, the blunt sensation of her nails scrapping over his scales, and the tangling embrace of her legs curling around his own…

His eyes shot wide open before pouncing up and away from the cloth draped figure he had been holding with the utmost grace of a wired wildcat. The motion rattled the fully covered being to stir and if he wasn't already sure he was awake he would have guessed he was dreaming because whatever was under the cloth sounded just like Hiccup.

"_Toothless? What's going on?"_ her voice called out from under the sail and his body felt cold and motionless.

He could have sworn he felt something. Claws? No, that couldn't be it...there was just no way. She liked to keep her fingernails trimmed and even. What about that feeling over his tail. Was it just her leg? No, it felt more malleable and long like it was something else… Almost like...a tail? He knew that was just impossible. Hiccup was a human and the last time he checked she didn't have a tail or claws. It just begged to question: What or who was the small and thin shadow hiding beneath the sheet and where was his Hiccup if her voice was coming from under the same cloth?

Wanting answers Toothless wasted no in yanking the covers away and was expecting…well he wasn't sure what to expect but it certainly wasn't what he was seeing.

"_Okay, okay, I'm up."_ Hiccup said as she rubbed the sleep and exposing morning light away from her eyes.

Toothless could hardly breathe properly. Hiccup was…Hiccup. Her normal Viking self. Of course he was relieved it was her but there was still an underline mystery and perhaps fear to the incident. He was certain that what he had felt was real… It felt familiar yet so different.

"_You okay there, bud?"_ Hiccup asked as she tried to get up but upon lifting her left leg she felt a weightlessness and cold bareness that she hadn't experienced in a long while. Looking down to her legs she let out a surprised "oh" before reaching out for her detached prosthetic leg that was quite a distance from her being like it had been pushed off.

"_Must have slipped off. Stupid leg."_ She chuckled as she reconnected it and stood to face the still frozen Night Fury before her. "_Toothless… Are you okay?"_ Placing her palms over his cheeks to draw him in closer Hiccup pressed her forehead to his for comfort.

Taking several paced breaths Toothless finally snapped out of his trance and placed a paw onto Hiccup's forearm checking to make sure she was real. Solid.

"_Yeah, sorry about that. I thought I sensed something… I guess it was just my imagination."_

"_Well, isn't that a thrilling little surprise. The mighty Night Fury, actually having a mind with a sense of depth and using his head for once instead of rushing into the fray. I must commend you, Hiccup, you actually trained him well. Never thought I'd live to see the day." _A smug voice chortled out from the darkest end of the cavern, a sound so repulsive to Toothless that he actually resorted to a mocking mumbling with the most bitter of expression.

"_Remind me again why __**SHE**__ is here."_ Toothless hissed. _"The last I checked the Rookery was meant to be a nursery not a holding ground for fossils."_

"_Really, Toothless, has your momentary spark of brilliance flickered away so quickly? Tsk-tsk, such a disappointment…. Nevertheless, Fury, make an educated presumption, I'm sure even you can muster that."_ The tightly curled Whispering Death scoffed as she twisted her tail outward to flick his snout lightly, a jester that still to this day irked the Night Fury to the core.

"_I'm just finding it difficult to conceive any drake would find you, in any way, appealing, but I suppose you can't choose to be picky when you're desperate to get some tail. Must say, it's quite a feat for someone of your advanced age to spawn or better yet, nab a potential mate who could actually stand to be in your presence without trying to claw their own eyes out."_ Toothless growled with a cheeky smirk, turning over to see Etch's pupil-less white eyes glaring at him in the darkness of the cave.

It seemed no matter what, war or peace, they would forever be at each other's throats.

"_Unlike you, I have what you call, redeeming qualities asides from my profound intellect and poise but clearly you yourself are far too juvenile to have gained any when you spend so much time being an overall pest and refuse to learn even the most basic of essential skills when it comes to social interactions." _Etch whipped her tail outward with a snap._ "Just because I choose not to flaunt my feminine and physical appeal to those unworthy of my graces for over two centuries doesn't mean I don't know how to 'get some tail' as you so eloquently put it. Really now, how do you think I managed to stay on Red Death's good side all those years? Clearly I could provide a considerable service to ease even the most tempered of beasts."_

Toothless would have been extremely offended, even peeved, by every single word hissed off of her tongue if not for the final statement she had made which only caused his mind to freeze, his right eye to twitch slightly, and his body to stiffen at the mere thought of Etch being… His spine shivered in traumatizing fear, he couldn't even fathom to finish his mental process lest he wished to lose his appetite.

"_Pleasantries and unnecessary imagery aside,"_ Hiccup said after finishing prepping herself for the new day with a change of outfit and a washed face while the two were at their usual back and forth, "_How are things on Berk?"_

"_Elating, we just finished 'painting the town red' - so to speak - with all the silly human celebratory trinkets and whatnots before our departure. Tedious and mundane, but still I must admit to a tad bit of enjoyment in the process."_

The thought brought a small smile over Hiccup's face. Just imagining her people and the dragons working together for a common goal instead of trying to tear each other apart, she couldn't ask for a better gift than that.

Walking over to Etch, Hiccup's eyes grew wide at the sight of three blue chicken-sized eggs neatly rowed together while a larger sheep-sized one of pure red stood proudly beside them. Since her caretaking over the eggs and mothers she would say she had a fair share of knowledge regarding eggs but this was the first she had ever seen ones from a Whispering Death.

"_Are these yours?"_ Hiccup asked with instinctual caution, lowering her stance and approaching with slower strands to ease the unpredictable mother-to-be.

"_Obviously. I only strive for the best_." Etch lifted her nostrils towards the ceiling in glorious self-praise. "_I will say though, the red one strikes me with a certain sense of pride and with that I must finally and personally thank you for defeating Red Death."_

Hiccup looked over to Etch curiously as she carefully grazed her palms over the warm eggs.

"_Centuries ago, I read a tale foretelling the existence of rare Death's birthed of blood-colored egg. They were far more powerful and vicious than any other with the capability to tumbling mountains to crumble and leveling islands to the bottom of the sea. So epic was their strength they were written in human tales as diabolical omens. Truly glorious and most fitting, I must say…" _Her boasting voice softened to a tone even she hadn't known she was capable of, _"It was from human text I learned Whispering Deaths are notorious breeders able to lay dozens within a single clutch with female fertile counts lowering each year - hence why my brood is small. Had I birthed such an egg during my services to Red Death's early reign my rare-child and children would have been nothing but slaves. Before, the prospect never occurred since I remained untouched, but now, becoming a mother I truly understand and appreciate this freedom you have given."_

Hiccup nearly squeaked when she felt the slow coil of Etch's tail wrapping around her waist and pulling her close into a pawless embrace.

"_Everything I ever did was for my survival. My existence. Now, it's all for them. Thank you."_

After Toothless' mind connected back to the present, the sight of Hiccup and Etch holding each other not only confused his still adjusting thoughts it also gave him a glimpse at a more vulnerable and perhaps frail Whispering Death. Etch had always been difficult to work with and for as long as he could remember. She was always on his case to "observe his surroundings properly" and "learn lost forms of dragon arts". Since he was small he had chalked all her lectures down to her just being smug and self-important, but he supposed deep down, really deep, so deep even darkness took to new dimensions, she was just trying to make sure he never lost sight of who he was. Not a soldier or a slave, but an actual individual with a unique path to follow. In a way her constant ridicules and exerted force of "teach you by beating it into you" kept him from being just another drone. It was the constant reminder that he was nothing more than a prized commodity and not a dragon that kept him striving for his own freedom and to prove that he was not a trophy, that he was his own. He supposed a "thank you" to her was in order.

"_Oh, and I do suppose that by default you also saved Toothless which to me is no real surprise, he was already a lost cause before having the good fortune of meeting you."_ Etch still managed to snap out.

Then again she was still the same gloating pincushion he had always known her to be.

Once Hiccup was released from their embrace both dragons continued on with their usual back lash arguments and it only brought a bigger smile onto her face. Despite all their definite negativity towards each other she could still faintly see an underline glimmer of respect between the two and for what it was forth that was as good as a friendship to her.

Retrieving the baskets Hiccup breathed in that salty tang from the sea in the air. Today was going to be another enjoyable day.

…

Before Gobber had gone to bed the previous night he had been counting sheep. Who would have thought he'd also be doing the same thing in the early hours of the morning.

With the dragons gone the sheep had began to run amok all over Berk. There were sheep in the lit alleyways by the plaza; all over the snow-laced fields trying to dig to the young wisps of grass blades underneath, one had even managed to somehow climb all the way up Gothi's roof where it was eagerly gnawing at her garland and pinecone banners. The last thing the Viking village needed was an early sheep rebellion but it seemed even they were unpleased with the missing drakes they had grown to actually enjoy more than their original neighboring man.

Sheep had standards.

Rubbing his eyes to make sure he was truly awake, Gobber focused his sights on a large brown furry creature hurling sheep after sheep through the air into a large gated fence lined with straw a considerable distance away and judging by the mumbling hums coming from the beast, he was obviously in a chipper morning mood.

"Oh, Gobber, can you lend me a 'hand'?" Stoick grinned as he turning to his blacksmithing companion.

With darkness still clinging to the horizon it would have been difficult for anyone to make their way around the village without a torch as a guide but with the new addition of the fire globes lighting the decorative glass ornaments - which didn't need to be replaced and rekindled – Gobber could clearly make out his friends wide smile as he gestured a palm out to his oh so hilarious joke.

"Oh, good one. You've been working on that one all day, have you?" Gobber said, rolling his blue eyes as he switched his sharp hooked hand for a much more useful shepherd's crook.

"Well you have to admit it is a good one." Stoick smirked with two grown and wailing sheep under each arm.

"You're lucky I've got the one hand to help you with. I was testing one of Hiccup's fire globes last night. Beautiful work she did on reinforcing that glass by the way, took a Gronckles weight to finally crack the sucker. Blasted gel nearly ate through my best anvil..." Gobber trailed in a tangent.

Stoick's foot stomped hardly to the snowy earth with a heavy thump as if it were a stone to stone collision, causing the once calm hum that sang through the air to turn mute like an icy coated tension. The winds became so thick with his immediate mood change that even the sheep stood straight and aligned more evenly to a militant row.

"What?" his voice was low and dangerous as turned to face the blond man making his way towards the sheep pile. His arms squeezed the wooly creatures beneath his hold to which several helpless and faint bleats escaped their throats.

If there was one thing you best not mention in the same sentence in from of Stoick, it was the idea of Hiccup using, making, or better yet being around dangerous things.

"Yeah, torn right thought it."

"NO!" Stoick growled, heaving the sheep into the air like weighted stones. "Completely unacceptable! After everything that's happened, she still keeps putting herself in danger! I don't care if it's her job to be queen, it's too hazardous for her to be living with those dragons!" His temper continued as he flung sheep after sheep like wooly weeds into the filling enclosure of hay and ovine.

"Are you really mad because she's with them or is it that…?" Gobber asked making his way towards Stoick.

"No, it's definitely because she's with them!" Stoick answered without even looking behind him to where he was tossing the airborne rams and ewes.

"Look, you have to realize she's doing this to heal. She's starting to make her own decisions. It's all a part of growing up and being a leader. You of all people should know what that's like."

Stoick responded by harshly tossing a defenseless sheep in his direction that nearly knocked his breath out.

"Just because Hiccup is starting to become her own matron doesn't mean you're losing your daughter." He finished by hurling the sheep off to the pin as it bleated throughout its flight.

"I just thought she'd be here with us. With me…together." Stoick sighed with one final flick of a ram. "This was the year things were going to be different. We were finally going spend the holiday as a family again like before… It was all going to be for her… But she's still gone... Out with her dragons to Thor knows where on some crazy adventure."

He fell into silence for a moment as his shoulders slumped.

"Knowing she was on Dragon Island reassured me that she was still within reach and that at any moment she could knock on the front door and everything would be better, but now I have no clue where she might be Gobber, and that scares me more than anything because I can't be there to protect her from all the dangers of the world. She's out there…and I can't do anything to make sure she's safe."

Placing the sheep still in his hold back to the ground Gobber walked over to his friend and placed his good hand over his left shoulder. "Stoick, I know just as well as you what it's like to worry about her safety. I also know that she is more than capable of taking care of herself out there. Yes, it's difficult to see the one you've taken care of for so long finally doing things on her own and not asking for your help or guidance, but it only means that you managed to teach her the skills needed to survive. She's using those very skills to piece together a new life for not only herself but for the dragons she tends to and she had plenty of practice with us all."

Stoick turned his head to the side to meet Gobber's bright blues and warm smile.

"Don't even think for one second that she's forgotten us. She will come back. Her, Toothless, and the dragons and when they do, you'll see that they love and will protect her just like we do."

Stoick managed to place on an honest grin. Of course Toothless and her hive would keep his little girl safe, he knew that, he just wanted her to know he would be there for her now more than ever before and that she could turn to him and Berk for help or if ever she was in trouble.

He had already wasted so much time turning his back on her when she needed him most, he wouldn't make the same mistake again.

…

Once the streets were ovine-free and the grey skies turned a bright the people of Berk went about their holiday activities, if not paced and with lackluster grace, the scene could still be considered festive. The brew masters went about converting stored apples into spiced cider and mulled ale like they had done for centuries while the bakers began making rustic breads, nut puddings, and tarts of sweetened berries, seasoned minced boar, and custards. The cold village air soon began to become scented with the flavors of Snoggletog yet there was still a key element missing, one that would truly bring the holiday spirit back, and Aarne Hofferson was determined to bring it back.

For him Snoggletog had always been a big part of his family. Even after so long, he could still remember the laughter and energy that made the season special. He harkened back to the first time his uncle taught him how to properly roast a chicken over an open flame and how to wrap their gifts to one another with perfect bows. After his uncle died, his holidays were spent with everyone as a whole and while on the outside he might had appeared cold and stone-like over everything he honestly loved what the cold weather did to everyone.

It brought them all together.

A smile crossed his face as he approached the Haddock residence and hold his chief peacefully seated on the wooden bench overlooking the cliffs whittling scrap pieces of birch into fine little trinkets.

The sound of his boots crunching down on the thick snow alerted Stoick to his presence and with a soft expression turned to the young blond haired man.

"Sorry to disturb you, sir," Aarne politely greeted.

"Oh it's not a problem, Aarne. Just doing my morning woodwork, it's quite relaxing." Stoick hummed, admiring his current piece, a small sparrow.

There was a brief pause between the two before words were spoken again.

"Is it alright if I speak openly to you, sir?" Aarne asked with a slight uncertainty in his voice.

Patting the empty seat by his side Stoick invited the young Hofferson for a casual talk, something they hadn't done with each other for quite a while.

"What's on your mind?" Stoick asked as he switched from his knife to a thin sheet of sandpaper.

"I was really looking forward to spending the holiday Stormfly and the dragons. They've become family and we at the Academy had planned some interactive games for them and everyone to enjoy, but with them gone it's kinda put a red flag on that thought. So, last night I had an idea to come up with a bunch of new holiday traditions, you know, to bury the sadness, and I thought what better way to bring back some Snoggletog cheer than with a bit of yaknog."

Stoick gave Aarne's faint grin a long stare. He rarely - if ever - expressed himself in such an open manner before. Aarne had always been silent first and one worded later, but this level of communication was new. Stoick had to admit, he liked the change as well as the idea of restoring the Berkian spirit to full tilt.

"I think that's a great idea. Hiccup's recipe for it should be on the bookcase. Little brown hardcover on the third tier I believe. You're welcome to look for it, lad."

"Thank you, sir." Aarne nodded quickly in response before politely leaving the bench and making his way into the Haddock household.

The main floor was mildly lit with the drying embers of the fire pit, giving the room a warm glow that welcomed Aarne openly as he made his way towards the sitting area. Giving the layout a quick evaluation he finally found the foretold bookshelf by the left side wall near what he could assure to be Stoick's bedroom and brushed his fingers over a row of spines with a smirk. The brilliant dark mahogany bookcase housed books of all sizes, each lined onto five tiers of shelving with some levels sectioned into cubed cubbies for maps and charts. He was well aware the Haddock family enjoyed their reading material and he knew there was probably more to be found in Hiccup's study at the forge but the entirely of it all still impressed him.

Going over the third tier, he trailed over the hardcover backs before finding several books that matched Stoick's description. Opening and flipping through their pages, Aarne finally came to the small dusty cookbook and found the coveted yaknog formula right by something called_ Creamy Pumpkin Pie_.

_What the heck's a pumpkin?_ Aarne quizzed as he copied down the elaborate ingredient list before slamming the book shut, replacing it on the shelf and breaking for the front door.

"Thank you again, sir. I'm gonna go spread some holiday cheer for all of us." Aarne saluted Stoick who was applying a coat of varnish on his finished wooden sparrow. "You're amazing!" he shouted out before dashing off to fetch the long list of necessities while Stoick exploded in laughter over the lad's enthusiasm.

Little did both Aarne and Stoick realized that Hiccup's cookbook never had a _Creamy Pumpkin Pie_ recipe…

Resting right where Aarne had replaced it, small golden letters of the little brown book's dusted spine glowed from the final lights of the pit's flames, _Ogglebert Family Recipes and Home Remedies. _

…

Little hands pressed down a large ball of snow onto the back of a frozen Gronckle replica made in the middle of the village square. Its eyes and claws were dotted with tiny pieces of coal and its teeth were fashioned out of carrots while two fat parsnips pointed from atop its head like ears and no Gronckle would be complete without a pair of wings made out of bare branches and tattered drapes.

As the three pintsized sculptors gave their snow giant warm hugs they could slowly feel their body heat melting the tight layers of sleet and chilling their rosy cheeks they each let out long puffs of sadness with pouting frowns.

All over the plaza grounds the young children had formed sculptures of the dragons that had been by their side the previous day, giving each the brief delusion of their presence but even these ice-coated imitators couldn't ignite that certain warmth of joy the real thing brought. If only the young craftsmen had some sort of magical spell or enchanted charm to - if for a short while - breathe life into their slushy masterpieces, then they could run around merrily with their snow friends all season long, but such mystical relics was quiet a rarity in their world. No, it seemed not even magic could save this Snoggletog.

What they needed was a miracle.

As though the a sign from Valkyries had been set forth to provide Berk with glorious gifts, a caroling voice filled the air and cut through the silence like a scythe, its bright joyous call echoing from one end of the village to the other.

"YAKNOG! Get your yaknog! Come on and get a frothy delicious cuppa cheer!" Aarne smiled out with a turned over shield at hand with a large jug and two towers of small wooden mugs.

The promise of sweet, sweet yaknog stirred the village into a state of bubbly delight as man, woman, and child eagerly took the wooden cups handed to them. As the liquid passed their tongues, it took several seconds for each to realize this wasn't the same yaknog they were used to. There was the definite taste of something salty, fishy almost as well as the lingering hint of what they could only assume to be fermented cabbage juice that burned their eyes and noses. Woe how they all wanted to just spit out the brew yet that charming and oh so rare Hofferson smile, that brightened the sky and gave off the warmest of glows, invigorated them to be the strong Vikings that they were and take one for the team. With cringing stomachs, the drink was swallowed before presenting their best wishes and returning the mug to the shield where it belonged. Once Aarne was out of sight the spicy tears of regret and false hope stained the snow.

Making his rounds over the village, Aarne finally made it to the central plaza where Snotlout and the twins were aimlessly roaming and felt a spirited gasp escape himself.

"Hey, you guys, try some of this yaknog I made for the holiday."

"Ah! What's that smell?! Is that you?!" Tuffnut shrieked, pressing his palm over his sister's cringed face and forcing her away thinking she was the cause for such a vile and pungent scent. You wouldn't think the pair would have such a heightened sense of smell considering how easily they took to Barf's nauseating gas without falter or complaint.

"It's yaknog." Aarne reassured, pouring each of his friends a thick clumpy mug of scrumptious holiday glee.

Just watching the copious concoction chunk its way down the rim of the jug caused a burning gag to stir in the back of Tuffnut's esophagus with as acidy tingle crawled onto the tip of his oral muscle, causing his right eye to twitch and his face to turn sour in disgust. "Ugh, if I drink that I'm _**gonna**_ 'yaknog' all over the place."

"Maybe you'd rather taste a punch in the face?" Aarne jokingly threatened between clenched teeth and a wild snarl. Old habits died hard as his left fist scrunched tight causing the thick bands over his arm to pulse loudly from the sudden constriction. _Remember, Aarne, be cheerful. It's Snoggletog,_ his inner voice rang.

"Punch, please." Ruffnut said after a quick sniff, her tongue dangling out the corner of her mouth helplessly from the horrible foaming swill.

Aarne scoffed at her and her brother's antics. There was no room for unnecessary violence during Snoggletog, even if the twins deserved a well-placed socking to the eye.

"Aarne, it sounds delightful. I'd love a mug." Snotlout swaggered forward with a cocky grin as he grabbed all their servings and guzzling them down one right after the other. It wasn't until the last mug that he began to feel coarse threads of yak hair brushing down his gullet and taste the combination of solid egg yolks, kelp, and some other mystery ingredient he was sure would bring him nightmares for the rest of his life. If regret had a flavor, he was sure it would taste like Aarne's yaknog.

Respectfully slugging the remaining liquid still held in his puffed cheeks, Snotlout fought the growing urge to vomit. "You can _**really**_ taste the yak."

"Mmm, yum! Did I hear someone say yaknog!?" Fishlegs asked with delight as he approached, shoving Tuffnut to the side to get his share of the season's traditional treat.

"Ooh, you wanna try some?" Aarne's eager beam crossed Fishlegs' vision while his peripherals picked up on the terror drenched shaking head of Snotlout behind him.

Code: It's a trap.

"Oh, you know, um… I have suddenly and uh, inexplicitly changed my mind." Fishlegs politely passed, taking a few steps back as an extra precaution as Aarne's expression slightly deflated.

"Well… You don't know what you're missing." Aarne turned with a mild attitude. "I bet Gustav will love this." And with that he was off to go and continue his quest to keep Snoggletog alive in the hearts of his people, even though he was unknowingly destroying their stomachs.

"Are you crying?" Ruffnut contemptuously asked Snotlout, his body hunched forward as fat tears trailed down his face.

He'd feel blessed if he managed to live past the evening but one thing was for certain. Nothing, not even Aarne's trying spirit or ancient magic could make whatever was in Aarne's jug reminiscent of yaknog.

…

He had saltwater in his boots, his ears, and he didn't even want to know what was scurrying around in his squeaky brine hard hair; Gustav felt like a rehydrating prune, smelled of the sea, and was freezing, even with his clothes and body completely dried. Overall, it had been a salty start to his day.

Earlier that morning he and Fanghook had gone out in search of his helmet for hour, an endeavor that felt more tangible in theory the previous night than it actuality.

The plan had been simple: find the helmet, then find the dragons, but boy was that plan not working out for either of them in the slightest. Firstly neither of them were able drive down deeper than thirty meters or so before the need to come up for air squeezed at their lungs and even when they managed to get a fair ways down the light from above dim till all they could visibly see in front of them was nothing but the vast void darkness of the deep. It was times like this he wished he and Fanghook had a pair of gills or something. Gustav had even tried using fire globes to aid them on their underwater voyage but even at that they'd more than likely reach a certain point where not even that would help any. Then there was Fanghook's wings and body becoming stiff from stress while he himself would end up shivering up a storm after each attempted dive. At the rate they were going they had already finished all of Fanghook's muscle medication and had to get order refills of from Gothi while she had giving him a nasty cold remedy to prevent sickness and that was just something neither of them needed on top of everything.

Now they were resting over the southern bluff overlooking the navy blue tides just thinking and waiting for the medicine to be finished.

While Gustav sat watching Fanghook perched by the farthest ledge, the Nightmare stared dully into the silver skies and onyx seas he thought of how much he missed Gustav with his horns. It may just be a simple Viking helmet made him smile wider and stand taller but more importantly it was a part of his brother, his friend. Where was this mysterious bearded Odin guy going to put his goodies? What was going to protect his head from thunderbolts? How was Gustav ever supposed to be…Gustav without his helmet? Sure Gustav had told he could easily make a new one without his mother finding out but that wasn't the point or why he wanted to get it back. If he had been faster, more alert, not so stiff, anything…Gustav wouldn't be in this situation. No, he had to get that helmet, for Gustav. But he couldn't allow his best friend and brother to get hurt or sick over his mistakes and weaknesses. He needed a plan, something…something to help him control his spasms for good, he just didn't know what.

Distracted, Gustav didn't even notice the looming shadow hovering over him and the voice calling out to him till the feeling of cold wood collided with his icy right cheek. Turning his focus towards the now obvious presence behind him he gave a friendly smile to Aarne.

"Happy holidays, from me to you."

"Thank you, good sir." He smirked as he took the mug

Sitting himself on the cleared area of soft grass and soil, Aarne silently shared a tranquil moment with his dear friend. "You smell like whale's breath," he said as politely as he could.

"Fanghook and I have been out searching." Gustav swirled his mug slowly, not even noticing the foul odor emitting from the dish as it mixed so seamlessly with the brackish notes from his _eau de mer_.

"For what?"

"My helmet. I lost it on our way back yesterday."

"Did you find it?"

Gustav let out a deep sigh. "No. I can't hold my breath for more than a minute and Fanghook starts to panic when we've down there for too long and every time that happens he tenses up and I have to give him an extra dosage of medication. It's best it stay down there, it's not worth it."

"Huh, sorry to hear that." Aarne said with genuine remorse. He could relate to the feeling. "So what now?"

"I've been thinking about what Tuffnut said last night. What if Fanghook's condition prevents him from leaving? That's not fair…" Gustav blinked, his eyes to his Nightmare before taking a big gulp of his drink. Once the coagulated and semi-congealed mixture activated his taste buds in the worst way possible from the initial gulp, Gustav's eyes budding open when he looked to remaining drops foam and slime within the basin.

He wondered if it would be considered rude to hurl the portion he refused to chug down.

"Don't even think like that, they're just jealous." Aarne comforted.

"Mm-hm," Gustav agreed quickly with puffy cheeks before a slow and agonizing intermission of silent tension crawled its way up his spine.

Just feeling the contents brush up against his teeth made him feel like they were about curl and rot to the core.

"You know what you should do?"

_Vomit. Please say vomit!_ Gustav internally pled but instead hummed out a quizzing groan in response.

"Cheer him up, give him a gift for the holiday."

For a moment Gustav couldn't feel anything, either that or the flavors from the yaknog had destroyed his taste receptors temporarily so he could look over to Fanghook. That actually wasn't a bad idea.

Seeing Gustav mull over the thought, Aarne gave himself a satisfied smile. His work here was done. Giving the dazed Viking a rough playful punch to his forearm, Aarne lifted himself from the ground and went about his way.

"Well, see ya! Enjoy the yaknog!"

The hot throbbing sensation from his arm caused an small involuntarily swallow that reactivated the fermented prickle in his mouth; once Aarne was out of sight Gustav opened his mouth wide, stuck out his tongue, and felt, smelt, and heard the curdled gunge slide its way slowly to the ground where it foamed to double its volume in a pale yellow-tinged mess. Reaching for anything to replace the still haunting tang of sourness fogging his breath, Gustav clawed a fistful of sod and vigorously scrubbed the clump onto his tortured organ sighing in relief as the sweet abrasive taste of bristles cleansed his palate.

Hearing Gustav's dry heaving, Fanghook lifted himself and made his way towards him and the savory aroma of seaweed, turned cream, and sauerkraut juice. Once he was sure his friend was alright - if not acting odd - Fanghook took to lapping up the viscous pool from the earth with great enthusiasm.

"Ugh, you like that, pal?" Gustav grinned in both disgust and amusement with small blades of grass caught between his teeth.

As Fanghook purred and licked the remaining fermented yaknog from his jowl Gustav let out a second "ugh" he thought to what Aarne had said. What kind of gift could he possibly give to his best friend that would truly make him happy? He could always ask Aarne for more of his variant of yaknog but he preferred not to.

Bringing his focus to the patch of earth still clutched in his palm he examined the young needle-like blades. Even with all the thick layers of snow and frost the little guys got all the nutrients from the rich warm soil. A flicker of brilliance turned the cogs and wheels within Gustav's helmetless mind.

He knew exactly what to give Fanghook for the holidays. He just needed to first have a quick word with Gothi about his medication.

…

While Hiccup was out supplying the awaiting parents with freshly caught fish with the thankful aid of Stoick's Thunderdrum, Toothless patrolled the perimeters for any potential threats giant eels and sea serpents. After making his way to one of the sentry clearings that formed one of the two tips of Crescent Island he noticed Goliath, seated on the dry clay earth, an empty nest by his side as he gazed outwards to the clear blue heavens.

It seemed his mated Meatlug, whom he had waited for all night, had not arrived with the Berkian flock. The news hit Goliath hard. He had been looking forward to this moment for a long time.

Toothless approached his former mentor with silent paces as not to upset the neatly arranged burrow and viewed the aquamarine world overhead. It felt like nature and the heavens were just mocking his friend's shattered heart with their overzealous beauty.

"_It's been a wonderful turn out for everyone…_" Goliath calmly spoke, his voice soft and broken like the first droplet before a rainstorm.

Taking in a shallow inhale Toothless tried to find the right words to say. For years Goliath had been sworn to a life of celibacy under Red Death's rule, an act considered to be the ultimate sign of a soldier's discipline, allegiance, and submission. It kept high-ranking officers unrestrained from intimacy of any kind so their primary focus of keeping the indispensable drones in line. But since the new reign and meeting Meatlug, he had set forth to change that vow and finally share a family with someone. Toothless hated seeing Goliath like this when his overall mood and outlook on life was rarely ever that of defeat and disappointment.

"_The members of her company say she was definitely expecting but that she's formed such a strong bond with her human family she may have stayed to lay her clutch with them. Perhaps I was too optimistic in believing she would come here to raise our hatchlings together..."_

Digging his claws into the earth, Toothless let go of his breath. "_For what it's worth, I know you're gonna make an excellent father, you had years of practice raising this troublemaker." _

Goliath let out a small grumble of joyful remembrance.

"_You never gave up on me, even when I had given up on myself… I can't let you give up on your dream or your happiness." _

Lids closed, Goliath looked back to all the times he spent with Toothless as a little Night Fury. He grew up so fast and despite his stubborn nature he was an excellent student, and son.

"_You should go to her._"

Opening his amber eyes the titan-winged Gronckle looked to Toothless, his toothy grin telling him to remember what was important to him.

"_It's not that I don't wish to, and I know Hiccup would allow such a request in a heartbeat, but I must respect Meatlug's decision to bare our children on Berk. It is the Gronckle female who decides on the matter and I gladly, if still not somberly, accept her choice with honor and patience."_ Goliath puffed his chest with a strong smile.

True he was saddened, but if anything this only strengthened his paternal instincts. Just knowing that he would have little ones waiting for him filled him with pride. He would be the best father he could be and be sure to always stay by their sides forever.

Giving the Gronckle a nod before making another round, Toothless let out a low chuckle. It seemed all the former commanding officers were feeling a new sense of pride to the arrival of their very own young, even Bones, who managed to find himself a refined bone-dressed mate was taking to parenthood with nervous stutters and tenderness.

What was it about becoming responsible for a new being that made once foul and deadly warriors into caring and nurturing souls?

As he made it back down to the lower levels he spotted Hiccup, her attention given to Hookfang who had an apologetic and serine glaze over his golden eyes and Toothless then understood what changed the hearts of the once monstrous, hope. Hope that their young would have a much brighter and prosperous future than they had.

…

A trickle of cold sweat trailed down the side of Gustav's nose as he slowly dipped a scale-shaped patch into the heated batch of Fanghook's medicine with long tongs. After a consultation with Gothi and some rough draft concept designs with Gobber, the Dragon Scale was born. Using sterile Gronckle iron, micro-precision metalworking, and tempered glass from the shattered fire globe Gustav had created a synthetic Nightmare scale replica that housed a concentrated cocktail of golden serum within the clear glass surface that was the outer shell. All that was left was to properly seal the glass and the Scale would be complete.

Fanghook had watched Gustav work all afternoon and evening. At first he thought he was going to make a new helmet with the metal but as the project continued he supposed other worries were roaming about in his friend's head.

"Alright, Fanghook, what do you think?" Gustav asked proudly, showing the golden scale in its full glory.

Eyeing the item, Fanghook gave a firm nod of approval. He was at least happy Gustav was behaving like his old self again.

With the positivity returned, Gustav walked over to Fanghook and began trailing his hands over his scales, wriggling each gently before finding a loose one where his neck and left wing met and carefully sliding it out of place. As instructed by Gothi he evenly sanitized the exposed dragon flesh before slowly replacing the scale with the replica. He hoped this worked.

Giving the Scale a firm press, it needles pierced into Fanghook's flesh and as initial sting of unexpected pain flashed over his pricked skin. Panicked, he began to wail in fear until a sudden surge of relief eased his nerves.

"See, that wasn't so bad, was it?" Gustav said as he gave rewarding scratches to the underpart of Fanghook's jaw. "Now you don't need to be given a shot every time you feel tense, this will do it for you."

The news really made Fanghook want to see the Scale so badly he actually tried to take a look at his neck but ended up twirling about in a circle several times like a dog catching its tail before Gustav stopped him and angled a sword in just the right angle for him to view his new scale.

This was perfect. Fanghook understood fully what was meant from him to do. Giving Gustav his signature jaw-hugs he gave his thanks before placing him back to the forge floor and opened his wings wide.

Before Gustav could come to terms with what had just happened, Berk lost its last dragon as he soared off into the night sky, leaving the young Viking alone at the forge with the fires and the frosty air.

…

Three moons passed since the opening of the nesting grounds and with the crescent light in the sky bathing the land hungry and needy little songs of rattles and shrills honeycombed the Rookery as dozens of baby dragons tailed Hiccup and their respective mother's like eager ducklings. Hiccup watched as each new member of the next generation bubbled out from the moon reflective spring pools and emerged with curious eyes and trotting first steps. She was there when Bones' single egg hatched, its bare body shivering before being nestled safely between the shared body heat of its parents like adoring puffins and she heard the air-cracking pop of three Thunderdrum eggs rocketing into the night sky before their father caught them mid-fall onto his back. It was all so glorious and treasuring, even the moments when Toothless was completely submerged under bouncing baby dragons who wanted nothing more than to play and have fun on their beautiful first night of existence.

With the new mouths to feed the mothers and fathers consumed mixtures of sea kelp and fish to better ease their new digestion before curling back into their nest for a peaceful night's rest. Now the only eggs left to hatch were those of Etch who was on constant alert for any sign of emergence.

After Hiccup made herself a light midnight snack of a mixed fresh fruit and hummus with vegetables and lightly oiled flatbread the first cracks appeared on three of the four eggs.

"_Just like their mother to make a grand entrance."_ Toothless snorted, curling out of his nap when splatters of red hot fluid flew outward every which way.

"_One can't rush perfection or expect it to be subtle in attendance,"_ Etch scoffed as she brushed small traces of still heated magma from her newborns blue face with her caring tail.

The young Whispering Deaths' screeched out into the cave, the vibrating echoes from their combined cries caused the ground to tremble like the once proud volcano that resided over Crescent Island had awaken.

"_Oh, do look at them, Hiccup. My sweet little Boulder-crushing angels."_ Etch cooed; actually cooed. "_Beautiful triplets, just like their mother." _

Sharp rows of rotation teeth circled spun wildly within the wide slack mouths of the young Deaths, their newly functioning incisors and gums desperate to gnaw into something solid and grainy.

"_Aww, they're kinda cute."_ Hiccup approached the shrilling trio and lightly rubbed the tops of their heads while their whip-like tails flailed about like they had minds of their own. "_Have you decided on names or it that something you plan to do with Gothi when you get back?"_

"_When one already carries the prestigious name of the Whispering Death it seems but a crime to taint it with another, however the sense of individuality does bring a bit of charm to the matter._" Etch presented with a flaunt of her back end like a sash. "_Considering my own name is a direct correlation to one of my numerous external talents I only see it fit to present each a title suited for their unique skill once it arises."_

"_Too bad you can't name them all 'Cutie-Pie' because they're all so adorable!"_ Hiccup giggled, her dainty nose wiggling towards the three young Deaths who were trying their hardest to flap their small wings with great vigor.

"_What 'bout that one?"_ Toothless quizzed. His gaze was set onto the still unhatched red giant with an air of uncertainly and caution. Hiccup may not see the obvious danger with Death's but he wasn't about to take any chances from something that large, especially after that overly flared story Etch spoke of.

"_Late bloomer, I suppose. I'm sure it will only be a matter of time before my darling 'littlest' one arrives."_ Etch confidently proclaimed before she began to churn rough sediment and fish into a passable paste for her newborn daughters.

With the reassurance Etch was taking to her motherly duties with pride Hiccup and Toothless turned in for the night. It would be hours just before the moon ventured out of the skies sight to light other parts of the world that Hiccup stirred from her sleep and looked over to the still wake Whispering Death parent, looming over her unhatched young with patience while her trio rested soundly in a shallow burrow.

"_Have you gotten any rest?"_ Hiccup whispered once she snaked her way out of Toothless' hold, a talent she highly coveted.

"_Not yet… One would think the excruciating portion would be the waiting, but it's in fact the fear of the unknown."_

Hiccup turned to Etch with an open heart.

"_I have no point of reference in which to know what is best for this one. What if I am not prepared for the responsibilities necessary to raise such a child? This drake will be like nothing we have ever seen. What if I, as its parent, cannot bring myself to love it? I've never been uncertain of anything in my life, but right now I feel stricken with anxiety of making a mistake."_

The way Etch's pale eyes shined under the dim light of the lotus lantern brought back memories for Hiccup. Some were of bright days in the sun with her father and mother, laughing and smiling with her held tightly in each of their arms. Other thoughts were cold and dark like the way the empty house felt whenever Stoick would leave her with no one else there to comfort her and tell her things were going to be alright. A parent's love could be so warm and other times it could be numb like icy. She didn't know if it was the same for dragons, but she knew everybody deserved to be loved warmly, even if for a short while.

"_Raising a child, or even a number of children, as a single parent can be tough. You'll both make mistakes as time goes but it's important to be understanding and to know when to listen. Love…"_ Hiccup paused as she felt her head and heart sting. "_-can be the most powerful and potent force in the world, and sometimes it may not be obvious when it's shown but you know what it feels like to have loved."_

Etch looked to the small human by her side, she wondered if this topic was digging into some deep-set and unrequited emotions within her heart.

"_My point is, you can't know whether or not you will love your child, but it will be yours, a part of you. As long as you feel what you are doing is right, you cannot be wrong."_

As both shared a sweet moment, a mild heat combed the cave as faint fractures zigzagged over the top of the ruby egg. Hiccup and Etch both froze in their positions as a red internal glow lit the ruptured surface while the ground quaked. The pressure was so strong it caused Etch to lose balance as she rolled to the side and forced Hiccup's body to vibrate closer towards the erupting shell.

Holding her breath, Hiccup watched as the top portion of the egg exploded open, her body leaned forward once the tremor subsided. Her knees were firmly planted to the earth as her palms brushed against puffing nostrils. The rhythmic hot breaths fluffed Hiccup's hair and caused her eyes to water from both its fogginess and the heated amniotic fluid that stuck to her flesh, luck for her the thick liquid was tolerable in heat and slid cleanly off her white gown, but that wouldn't have matter to her nonetheless as her eyes stared directly into deep scarlet mirrors reflecting her image and erased her thoughts.

All was silent within the cavern as the young queen and the newborn Death stared off against each other. The tension all around became so dense that even Toothless and the other dragons from outside had woken from the commotion and gathered to investigate with stiff panicked forms.

Intervening now would be the most dangerous thing to do.

The dragon by their queen certainly was no ordinary Whispering Death. Its alabaster scales were cold like moonlight and solid as though they were constructed of stone ivory. Armored spines bordered its neck like lethal thorns and the spear shaped teeth that lined its jaws were held stationary as opposed to the sawblade style of its parent but that didn't mean there was any lack of deadliness to each one. Where the average hatchlings were but the bulk of a fully grown chicken this one was that of a young yak, a significant size difference, ever from the regular Whispering Death newborns that were about lamb sized. They could understand why such a beast would be feared. This was a leviathan among dragon newborns and would only grow to become larger.

Just when Hiccup's body began to tense the pale Death let of a low rumble from the back of his throat that swept away any potential fears that tried to climb into her heart. This dragon was a part of a new generation, one where he didn't have to be feared because of the way he looked, not when he had done nothing to warden such emotions.

A sweet stretch of a smile warmed her expression as her palms slowly smoothed the baby's cheeks. She said nothing, instead she hummed out a light lullaby her own mother had once sang to her when she was young while her hands traced docilely under his massive jaws.

The white dragon looked at the small soft creature before him and blinked slowly from her smooth tune. Instinct told him this female wasn't his mother or of his kind in any way but she gave off an atmosphere of gentleness that tickled an imprinting protectiveness over her. He didn't know who or what she was, all he knew was he enjoyed being around her like this. Curling his long tail from under his egg shell he gently wrapped it around the girl's body and pressed her closer to his, letting out a long grumbling drone that tried to match her melody. The beautiful acceptance put everyones worries to an end, except for Toothless whose jaw dropped at the sight.

Not even a minute old and the mighty beast that he was so wary of for its destructive potential was cuddling with his Hiccup.

It was Torch all over again.

Before Toothless' possessiveness could cloud his judgment, Hiccup slowly uncoiled herself from the Death's hold and allowed Etch to take the lead as she continued the chant where she had left off. Etch nestled her newest hatchling around her twisted tail with their foreheads lightly pressed to one another while his elder sisters circled around their younger brother in a cuddling embrace. For Etch, there was now no doubt in whether she could love her pale scaled child, she would never let him go.

At last, the final egg had hatched on the Rookery Isles, completing the lineage of a new generation born under the last light of the waning crescent moon.

…

Jade eyes aimlessly ogled the wooden roof panels and framework, the faint spots of dust in the air dancing around with the dawn light from the open window to highlight their performance to their only audience. He however was in no mood for such spectacular performances of flashing speck particles, not when he had no one to share it with. Not even the family sparrow, Wither was there for the winter holiday due to a mass bird migration like the dragons.

He missed Fanghook. From the way he would curl up by his side as they fished to the daring aerial stunts they'd pull that usually ended in both of them being pulled by their horns by his mother. He couldn't believe his best friend would just up and leave him, especially right after he had given him a thoughtful gift.

Shifting himself to one side, Gustav finally rose from bed, dressed, washed his face, and made his way down the steps. His mother was already out for the day helping create the big feast for later that night in the Great Hall so it was the perfect opportunity for him to fill his satchel with enough bread, smoked fish, apples, and water to last him on his quest. He was going to find his friend, make sure he was safe.

He needed a boat.

With a small, "_I'll be back_" note left on the kitchen table, Gustav put on his thickest vest coat, grabbed Fanghook's old medical pouch, and walked out the front door where the chilly morning winds greeted him warmly.

After finding an old pair of oars and a line of rope in one of the storage sheds Gustav made his way towards the docks, taking the long secluded way as to not too much suspension. He knew it would take him some time to drag a small raft over the iced part of the sea that touched Berk so the higher cliffed areas of the western part of the island would be the perfect spot to set a course to find Fanghook. Didn't really have a general idea of where he might be but if he didn't go out in search of him Fanghook could drain all the serum within his Scale and remain lost for a lot longer than need be.

He had to try.

Reaching the boardwalk that lead to the Cliffside pathways Gustav casually went about the bustling village as Vikings of all ages were exchanging small laughs of Snoggletogs past like their newfound lives with the dragons had never existed. This brought a sullen frown to his face but that was quickly replaced with the warm sting of a fist colliding with his face.

"HAPPY HOLIDAYS, GUSTAV!" Aarne shouted with his arms held wide, a relieving exhale clouding his breath before taking in a deep inhale of that sweet hard flavor of frozen air. He'd admit he enjoyed getting that out of his system.

"Gah! Wh-what'd you do that for!?" Gustav snapped rubbing his injured cheek. Hopefully the cold weather prevented it from swelling.

"You walked under the Missing Toe." Aarne said with his hands to his waist as if it were a matter-of-fact reason that everyone and their grandmother knew.

"The what?"

"Missing Toe!" he smiled with his gaze upward to a petrified blue human toe tied to a piece of twine about the pathway. Small flies circled around the long-toed oddity and Gustav would confess to slightly throwing up a bit in his mouth. Where did Aarne find a severed toe? Or worse, whose toe did he chop off to get it?

With all his planning for finding Fanghook he almost forgot about Aarne near obsessive and crazed ideas for to keep the Snoggletog cheer alive with new traditions.

Hofferson was like a ticking time bomb. He had started a late-night caroling committee - mostly by sheer intimidation and force - and had even gone around the town presenting clove covered apples to the children, which was thoughtful, except for the fact that he figuratively covered the entire fruit with so much cloves it ended up looking like he was handing children pinecones. His heart was in the right place, no one could deny that, but it seemed that slowly his mind was heading in a more nutty direction. His once charming Hofferson smile was now looking kinda forced and twitchy.

"Missing Toe, it's a new 'genius' holiday tradition Aarne just made up." Snotlout explained as he and the twins appeared from the crowd, each with a blackened and blue eye to match their joyless demeanor.

"The rules are simple…" Aarne began to explain.

"Step under the Missing Toe…" Ruffnut interrupted.

"And you get punched in the face." Tuffnut finished with a semi-squinted eyeball.

"It's tradition!" Aarne brightly grinned with his crazy smile as he leaned over the young boy.

"Hmm, not a, not a classic…tradition." Gustav delighted in a response as he picked up his fallen oars and rope.

"It's better than his yaknog," Snotlout whispered over to Ruffnut by his side.

"You wanna try it? Here comes Gobber." Aarne eagerly gestured like a small boy receiving his first bludgeon.

"Umm…I have to find my helmet." Gustav fibbed. The last thing he needed was his friends figuring out his real reason for leaving.

"In a rowboat?!" Snotlout snorted. "Yeah that's got a happy ending."

Not saying another word Gustav continued his path towards the docks, not before Snotlout mustered out a comment, "Have fun on your dingy!"

Resuming his task at hand Gustav turned several corners, took secluded alleyways, and overall kept quiet. All was going well till he bumped into another person, this time it was Fishlegs, carrying a full basket of fresh fish with pressed lips.

"Oh, Fishlegs, you hungry? There's enough fish there to feed a dragon." Gustav greeted with a crooked grin, it was nice bumping into a still rational soul, even if he hadn't seen much of him for the past few days.

Fits of hysterical chortles escaped Fishlegs' and for a moment he couldn't tell who had gone off the deep end, Aarne or Fishlegs. "HA-HA! Oh, a dragon…that's…" he started before pacing away midsentence, something he had never known Fishlegs to do.

Something was fishy around here and it wasn't from the lingering scent of cod and the halibut.

It wasn't like he was purposely following Fishlegs. His path just so happened to trail down the one he was originally heading to and while he knew it was never alright to spy on others he had to know what it was that was causing at least one of his bonkers friends' to act so backwards. Keeping a good hut length away from the sneaking Ingerman, Gustav tailed him to an old hay storage unit where he opened the wooden door in a giggling fashion and from the sound of it rattled a few items in there before exiting with a giant smile on his face and a skip to his step.

Once Fishlegs was out of sight Gustav emerged from the side of the building and placed his oars onto the vertical wall and opened the doors wide open.

He was not expecting what had been being door number one…

A dark figure with golden eyes focused onto the light from the outside world. Chains would not hold such a creature for so long and with the sight of freedom within its grasp tiny wings fluttered rapidly before pulled towards the exit and snapping the metal binds like they were paperclips.

Holding his hands out in defense Gustav's small body collided with that of the brown mustard colored Gronckle and holding tightly onto its face for dear life he finally got a proper chance to identify Fishlegs' terrible secret.

"MEATLUG!"


End file.
